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Dramatis Person^e,

DUKE.
Frederick, brother to the Duke, and ufurper of bis duke^

dom»

Amisns, ? Lords attending upon the Duke in hii bartijh"

Jacques, 5 went,

Le Beu, a courier attending on Frederick.

Ol I V E R^ eldcfi fan to Sir Rowland de Boys, *who badfor*
tnerly been a fer^ant to the Duke,

J,A (^u E s
, 7 Younger brothers to Oliver.Orlando, 5

*Ad A M, ^» old ferruant of Sir Rowland de Boys, nowfoU
loTving thefortunes of Orlando.

Dennis, fer'vant to Oliver.

Charles, a *Lvrcftler, and fervant to the ufurping Dukt
Frederick.

Tou c H ST ON E, i2 c/oivn attending on Celia tfff</Rofalind#

CORIN, 7
J^,.h,,^,,Sylvius, ^ ^

A clonvn, in love ivitb Audrey.

Will I A m, another chyivn, in loveivith Audrey*

^zVOliver Ma k-t zxt , a country curatef .

Rosalind, daughter to the Duke,

Celia, daughter to Frederick.

P H E B e , fhepherdefs»

Au dr e y , country wench.

Lords belonging to the tivo Dukesy ivitb pages, forefers,

and other attendants*

^he SCENE lyes firft near Oliver's houfey and after

wards partly in the Duke's court, andpartly in theforefi

•fArden.



As You Like it.

Uliver s ur

A
ACT I. SCENE I.

Oliver's Orchard, Enter Orlando and Adam#
Orla, ^ SI remember, Adam, it was upon thi^

my father bequeath'd me by will buti
poor thoufand crowns,and, as thou fay'ft,

charged my brother on his bleffing to breed

me well j and there begins my fadnefs.

My brother Jaquei he keeps at fchool, and report fpeaks

goldenly of his profits : for my part, he keeps me ruftically

at home, or (to fpcak more properly) ftays me here at

home unkept ; for call you chat keeping for a gentleman

ofmy birth, that difFi^rs not from the ftaliing ofan ox ? hia

horfes are bred better 5 for befides that they are fair with

their feeding, they are taught their manage, and to that

end riders dearly hired : but I, his brother, gain nothing

under him but growth, for the which his animals on his

dunghills are as much bound to him as I. Befides this no-

thing that he fo plentifully gives me, the fomething that

nature gave me his difcountenance feems to take from me«
He lets me feed with his hinds, bars me the place of a

brother, and, as much as in him lyes, mines my gentility

with my education. This is it, Adam, that grieves me ;

and the fpirit of my father, which I think is within me,
begins to mutiny againft this fervitude, I will no longer en-

flure it, tho' yet I know no wife renjedy how to avoid it.^ A3 SCENl
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SCENE II. Enter Oliver.

Adam, Yonder comes my mafter, your brother.

Orla, Go apart, Adanty and thou /halt hear how he will

fhake me up.

OH, Now, Sir, what make you here ?

Orla. Nothing : I am not taught to make any thing,

C//. What mar you then. Sir.

Orla, Marry, Sir, I am helping you to mar that which
• God made, a poor unworthy brother ofyours, with idlenefs.

OH, Marry, Sir, be better employ' d, and do aught a
•while.

Orla, Shall I keep your hogs, and eat hufks with them ?

what prodigal's portion have I fpent, that I fhould come to

fuch penury ?

OH. Know you where you are, Sir ?

Orla, O, Sir, very well j here in your orchard.

OH. Know you before whom. Sir ?

Orla, Ay, better than he I am before knows me. I

know you are my eldeft brother, and in the gentle condi-

tion of blood you fhould fo know me: the courtefie of na-

tions allows you my better, in that you are the firft born 5

but the fame tradition takes not away my blood, were there

twenty brothers betwixt us. I have as much of my father

in me, as you ^
albeit, I confefs you coming before me arc

nearer to his revenue.

OH. What, boy !

Orla* Come, come, elder brother, you are too young

V in this.

OH. Wilt thou lay hands on me, villain ?

Orla. I am no villain : I am the youngeft fon of Sir

M.oivland de Boys j he was my father, and he is thrice a

villain that fays fuch a father begot villains. Wert thou

3iot my brother, I would not take this hand from thy throat,

'-'till this other had puU'd out thy tongue for faying fo j thou

iiaft raird on thy felf.

jidam. Sweet mafters, be patient 5 for your father's re-

membrance, be at accord.

OH, Let me go, 1 fay.

Orla. I will not 'till I pleafe : you fhall hear me. My
father charg'd you in his will to give me good education :

you
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you have trainM me up like a peafant, obfcurlng and hi-

ding me from all gentleman-Jike qualities j the fpiritofmy
father grows ftrong in me, and J will no longer endure it i

therefore allow me fuch exercifes as may become a gentle-

man, or give me the poor allottery my father left me by
teftament 5 with that I will go buy my fortunes.

Oli, And what wilt thou do ? beg when that is fpent ?

well. Sir, get you in. I will not long be troubled with
you : you fhall have feme part of your will. I pray you,

leave me.
Orla» I will no further offend you than becomes me foF

my good.

Oli» Get you w'ith him, you old dog.

Adam* Is old dog my reward ? moft true, I have loft my
teeth in your fervice, God be with my old maliep, he

would not have fpoke fuch a word.

[Exeunt Orlahdo andAddim*
SCENE nr.

0//. Is it even fo ? begin you to grow upon me ? I will

phyfick your ranknefs, and yet give no thoufand crowns

neither. Holla, Dennis

!

Enter Dennis.

Den, Calls your worihip ?

OIi> Was not Charles, the Duke*s wreftler, here to fpeak

with me ?

Den. So pleafe you, he is here at the door, and impor-

tunes accefs to you.

Oli. Call him in 5 'twill be a good way j and to-

morrow the wieftling is,

£«ffr Charles.

Cha, Good morrow to your worfhip.

OH, Good Monfieur Charles^ what's the new news at the

new^ourt ?

,Cha, There's no news at the court, Sir, but the old

news 5 that is, the old Duke is banifh'd by his younger

brother the new Duke, and three or four loving lords have

put thennfelves into voluntary exile with him, whofe lands

and revenue, enrich the new Duke, therefoie he gives them
good leave to wander,

Oli,
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Olu Can you tell if Rofalind, the old Duke's daugliter,

sbe banifli'd with her father?

Cha* O, no 9 for the new Duke's daughter her coufin

fo loves her, being ever from their cradles bred together,

that fhe would have followed her exile, or have died to ftay

behind her» She is at the court, and no lefs beloved ofher
uncle than his own daughter, and never two ladies loved as

they do.

Oil. Where will the old Duke live ?

Cba» They fay, he is already in the foreft o^j^den, and
•SL many merry men with him 5 and there they live like the

old Robin Hood of England
;
they fay, many young gen-

tlemen flock to him every day, and fleet the time carelefly,

as they did in the golden world.

Oli. What, you wreftle to-morrow before the new Duke ?

Cha, Marry do J, Sir, and I come to acquaint you with
a matter. I am given. Sir, fecretly to underftand, that

your younger brother Orlando hath a difpofition to conae in

difguisM againft me to try a fall
5
to-morrow, Sir, I wref-

tle for my credit, and he that efcapes me without fome
broken limb fhall acquit him well. Your brother is but

young and tender, and for your love I would be loth to foil

him, as I muft for mine own honour ifhe come in ; there-

fore out of my love to you, I came hither to acquaint you
withal, that either you might ftay him from his intend-

ment, or brook fuch difgrace well as he (hall run into, in

that it is a thing of his own fearch, and altogether againft

my will.

Oli. Charles i
I thank thee for thy love to me, which

thou flialt find I will moft kindly requite. I had my felf

notice of my brother's purpofe herein, and have by under-

hand means laboured to diffuade him from it j but he is

refolute. I tell thee, Charles, he is the ftubborneft young

fellow of Fr^2«c^ 5 full of ambition, an envious emulator

of every man's good parts, a fecret and villainous contriver

againft me his natural brother 5 therefore ufe thy difcre-

tion ; I had as lief thou didft break his neck as his finger.

And thouwert beft look to't ; for if thou doft him any

flight difgrace, or if he do not mightily grace himfelF on

thee, he will pradtifc againft thee by poifon, entrap thee
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hy fome treacherous device ; and never leave thee till he
hath ta'en thy life by fome indirect means or other : for I

aflure thee, (and almoft with tears I fpeak it) there is not

one fo young and fo villainous this day living. I fpeak but

brotherly of him j but fhould I anatomize him to thee as

he is, I muft bluih and v^eep, and thou muft look pale and
wonder.

Cha. I am heartily glad I came hither to you : if he
come to-morrow, Vll give him his payment 5 if ever he
go alone again, I'll never wreftle for prize more 5 and fo,

God keep your worfliip. \^Exit»

Oli. Farewel, good Charles, Now will I ftir this game-
iler : I hope I fhall fee an end of him ; for my foul, yet I
know not why, hates nothing more than him. Yet
he's gentle, never fchoolM, and yet learned, full of noble

device, of all forts enchantingly beloved ; and indeed fb

much in the heart of the world, and efpecially of my own
people who beft know him, that I am altogether mifprifed.

But it lhall not be fo long j this wreftler fhall clear all

:

nothing remains, but that I kindle the boy thither, which
now rU go about. {^ExiU

SCENE IV. Before the Duke's Palace.

Enter Rofalind and Celia.

CeL I pray thee, jRo/^//W, fweet coz, be merry,

Rof, Dear Celia^ I fhow more mirth than I am mlftrefsi

of ) and would you yet I were merrier ? unlefs you could

teach me to forget a banifhM father, you mull not learn

me how to remember any extraordinary pleafure,

CeL Herein I fee thou lov*ft me not with the full weight
that I love thee. If my uncle, thy baniihed father, had
banifhed thy uncle the Duke my father, fo thou hadft been

ftill with me, I could have taught my love to take thy
father for mine ; fo wouldft thou, if the truth of thy love

to me were fo righteoufly tempered, as mine is to thee,

Rof, Well, I will forget the condition of my eftate, to

rejoice in yours.

CeL You know my father hath no child but me, nor

none is like to have, and truly when he dies thou fhalt be
his heir 5 for what he hath taken away from thy father

* perforce, I will render thee again ia aJffedtionj by mine
.V honour^
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honour, I will ; and when I break that oath, let me tun
jnonfter : therefore, my fweet Koje^ my dear Roje^ b<

merry.
jRo/. From henceforth I will, coz, and devife fports : le

me fee what think you of falling in love ?

CeU Marry, I pr'ythee, do, to make fport withal 5 bu
love no man in good earneft, nor no further in fport nei-

ther, than with fafety of a pure blufh thou may'ft in ho.

aour come off again,

Rof. What /hall be the fport then ?

CeL Let us fit and mock the good houfewife ibrtum
£rom her wheel, that her gifts may henceforth be beftowec
equally.

^
I would we could do fo ; for her benefits are migh-

tily mifplaced, and the bountiful blind woman doth mof
miftake in her gifts to women.

CeU *Tis true j for thofe that flie makes fair fhe fcarct

makes honeft, and thofe that fhe makes honeft ihe makei
rery ill-favoured.

Rof, Nay, now thou goeft from fortune's office to na«

ture*s : fortune reigns in gifts of the world, not in the li*

flieaments of nature.

Enter CI(yzvn»
' Cel. No ? when nature hath made a fair creature, maj

fhe not by fortune fall into the fire ? tho' nature hath giver

tis wit to flout at fortune, hath not fortune fent in this foo]

to cut off this argument ?

Rof, Indeed, there is fortune too hard for nature, when
fortune makes nature's natural the cutter off of nature'

1

wit.

Ceh Peradventure this is not fortune's work neither, but

nature's; who, perceiving our natural wits too dull to reafon

of fuch goddeffes, hath fent this natural for our whetftone

:

for always the dullnefs of the fool is the whetftone of the

vits. How now, whither wander you ?

Clo. Miftrefs, you muft come away to your father.

CeL Were you made the meffenger ?

Clo, No, by mine honour j but I was bid to come foe

jrou.

Rof, Where learned you that oath, fool ?
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Clo, Of a certain Knight, that fwore by his honour they

were good pancakes, and fwore by his honour the muftari

was naught: now Tllftand to it, the pancakes were naught,

and the muftard was good, and yet was not the Knight
forfworn.

Cd, How prove you that in the great heap of your
knowledge ?

Roj, Ay marry, now unmuzzle your wifdom.

Clo, Stand you both forth now 5 ftroke your chins, ani
fwear by your beards that I am a knave.

! Cel, By our beaVds, if we had them, thou art.

Clo. By my knavery, if I had it, then 1 were 5 but if

you fwear by that that is not, you are not forfworn, no
more was this Knight fwearing by his honour, for he never

had any 5 or if he had, he had fworn it away, before evec"

}ie faw thofe pancakes or that muftard.

Cel, Pr'ythee who is that thou mean*ft >

Clo, One that old Fr^^mV/^ your father loves.

Cel. My father's love is enough to honour him : enough \

fpcak no more of him
;

you'll be whipt for taxation one

of thefe days,

Clo, The more pity that fools m«y not fpeak wifely what'

wife men do foohlhly.

Cel. By my troth, thou fay'ft true j for fince the little

wit that fools have was lilenc'd, the little foolery that"

wife men have makes a great ihew : here comes Monfieuff

l*e £eu,

SCENE V. Enter Le Beu.

JRof, With his mouth full of news.

.Cel. Which he will put on us, as pigeons feed their youngv

JRo/*, Then fhall we be news-cram'd.

Cel. All the better, we fhall be the more marketable^

^onjsur, Monjieur Le Beu ; what news ?

Le Beu. Fair Princefs, you have loft much fport.

Cel. Sport; cf what colour ?

Le Beu. What colour, Madam ? how fhail I anfwer you f

JRof, As wit and fortune will.

€lo* Or as the deftinjes decree,

WiU faid, that was laid on with a trowel.
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Clo* Nay, if I keep not my rank—
J^c/. Thou lofeft thy old fmell.

he Beu, You amaze me, ladies ; I would have told you
of good wreftling, which you have loft the fight of.

Rof. Yet tell us the manner of the wreftling.

Le Beu, I will tell you the beginning, and, if it pleafe

your ladyfhips, you may fee the end, for the beft is yet
to do 5 and here where you are, they arc coming to per-

form it.

CeL "Well, the beginning that is dead and buried.

he Beu. There comes an old man and his three fons.

Cel. I could match this beginning with an old tale.

he Beu» Three proper young men, of excellent growth
imd prefence.

Rof. With bills on their necks : Be it known unto all

men by thefe prefents.

Le Beu, The eldeft of the three wreftled with Charles

the Duke*s wreftler, which Cbarlu in a moment threw
him, and broke three of his ribs, that there is little hope
of life in him : fo he ferv'd the fecond, and fo the third:

yonder they lye, the poor old man their father making fuch
pitiful dole over them, that all the beholders take his part

with weeping.

Rof. Alas

!

Qo, But what is the fport, Monlieur, that the ladiel^

have loft ?

Le Beu, Why, this that I fpeak of.

Clo. Thus men grow wifer every day. It is the firft time
that ever I heard breaking of ribs was fport for ladies.

CeL Or I, I promife thee.

Rof, But is there any elfe longs to fet this broken mufick

in his fides ? is there yet another doats upon rib-breaking ?

ihall we fee this wreftling, coufm ?

Le Beu. You muft if you ftay here, for here is the place

appointed for the wreftling j and they are ready to per*

form it.

Cel. Yonder they are coming : let us now ft^y and

fee it.

SCENE
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SCENE VI.

FUuriJh. Enter Duke Frederick, Lor^/j, Orlando, Charles,

ari'd Attendants.

Duke, Come on, fince the youth will not be entreated

|

his own peril on his forwardnefs.

Rof. Is yonder the man ?

Le Beu. Even he, Madam.
Cel. Ahs, he is too young

;
yet he looks fuccefsfully.

Duke. How now, daughter and coufm 5 are you crept

hither to fee the wreftling ?

Rof, Ay, my liege, fo pleafe you give us leave.

Duke. You will take little delight in it, I can tell you,

there is fuch odds in the men : in pity of the challenger's
^

youth, I wouM fain diffuade him, but he will not be en-

treated. Speak to h-im, ladies, fee if you can move him.

Cel. Call him hither, good Monfieur Le Beu,

Duke. Do fo j I'll not be by-

Le Beu. Monfieur the challenger, the Princefs calls

for you.

Or/a. I attend her with all refpedt: and duty.

i^o(.Young man,have you challeng'dC^izr/fithewrelller?

Orla. No, fair Princefs ; he is the general challenger:

I come but as others do, to try with him the ftrength of

my youth.

Cel. Young gentleman, your fpirlts are too bold for your

years: you have feen cruel proof of this man's flrength^

If you law your felf with cur eyes, or knew your felfwith

our judgment, the fear of your adventure would counfel

you to a more equal enterprife. We pray you for your

own fake to embrace your own fafety, and give over this

attempt.

Rof. Do, young Sir; your reputation fhall net therefore

be mifprifedj we will make it our fuit to the Duke that

the wreftling might not go forward.

Orla. I befeech you punifli me not with your hard

thoughts, wherein I confefs me much guilty to deny fo fair

and excellent ladies any thing. But let your fair eyes and

gentle wifhes go with me to my tryai, wherein if I befoii'd,

there is butonefliam'd that was never gracious ;
if kili'd,

but one dead that is willing to be fo : I ihall do my friends

Vol.. in. u ,»p
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iTo wrong, for I have none- to Jament me ; the world no
Jniury, for in it I Have nothing

j
only in the world I fill"

a pjace^ which may be better' fupply'd when Lbave
made it empty.

Rof The little ftrength that I have, I wod() it were'

with you.

Cel. And mine to eek out hers.

Koj. Fare you well
;
pray heav'n I be deceived in you,

Orla. Your heart's defires be with you !

Cha, Come, where is this young gallant, that is fo de--

firous to lye with his mother earth ?

Orla. Ready, Sir ;.but his will hath in it a more modeft
working.

Duk&. You ftair try but one fall.

ChaMo, I'warramyour Grace you /hall not entreat him"

tt) a fecond, that havefo mightily perfui.ded himtroma firft.

Orla, You mean to mock mc after
j
youiliould nut have

mockt before ; but come your ways.

Rof. Novj Hercules ht thyfpeed, young man!
Cel. 1 would i were invjfible, to catch the ftrong fellow-

by the leg ! [They lurefiU,

Rof, O excellent young man !

Cl'L If I had a thunderbolt' in mine eye, I can tell who
Hiould down. [Shout,

Duke. No more, no more. [Charles isthroivn,

Orla. Yes, 1 befeech your Grace } I am not yet weii
breathed*

Duke. How doft thoiJ, Charles T
Le B^u. He cannot fp«;ak, my Lord.

Duke. Bear him away. What is thy name, young man.^

Orla, Orlando
y my ieige, the youngeft Son of Sir Rqi'O'-

land de Boys.

Duke. 1 w«.uld thou hadft been fon to fomeman elfe j

The world efteem'dthy father honourable,.

But I did find him ftill mine enemy :

Thr;u fiiouldft have better plcas'd me with thi^decd>.

I-ladfr thou-dcfcended from another houfe.

But fare thee well, thou art a gallant youth,

i"' wouid thou hadil told me of another father.

\.ExH Duke n'ifb his Train,

scene:.
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SCENE VII.

^el. Were I my father, coz, would I do this ?

Orla. I am mo ft proud to be Sir Roiv/and's fan,

Kis youngeft fon, and would not change that caUing

To be adopted heir to Frederick.

Rof. My father lov'd Sir RcivUnd asThis foul,

And all the world was of my father's mind :

Had I before known this young man his foq,

I ftiould have giv'n him tears unto entreaties,

'Ere he ftould thus-have vemurM.
Cei. Geatle coufin,

•Let us go thank him, and encourage hlm,|

My father's rough and envious difpofitio n

Sticks at my heart. Sir, you have well defer v''d:

If.you do keep your promifes in love

=But juftly, -as you've here txceeded promif?^

Youi miftrefs fliall-be.hapgy.

Rof, Gentleman,
Wear this for me, one oirt of fuits^with 'fortune.

That would give more, hut. that her hand lacks means.

£hall we go, coz? [Gi'vif^g him a chain fron; her necla

Cel. Ay; fare you well, fair gentleman.

Or/a. Can I not fay, I thank you ? my better parts

Are all thrown down, and that which here fiands up

Js-but a (^uintairxj a meer iifelefs block.

ilcf. He calls us back : .my pride fell with my fortunesa

I'll aik him what he would. Didyou call, Sir ?

Sir, you have wreftled well, and overthrown
More than your enemies.

yfeL Will you go, coz ?

Rcf. Have with you : fa re,you well. Rof. andV,tU
Or/a.V/h.2it palTion hangs thefe weights upon my tonguQ^

J cancotipeak to her
j
yet fhe urg'd conference.

Enter Le Beu.

O poor Orlando I thou art overthrown
;

.Oi<Charlei^ or fomething .weaker, makers thee.
Le BiM. pood Sir, I. do in friendihip counfel youi

^

To leave this place : albeit you have deferv'd

.High comniendation, true applaufe, and love
j

Vfit iuch is now the Duke's condition.
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That mi^fconftrues all that you have done.

The Duke is humourous ; what he is indeed

More fuits you to conceive, than me to fpeak of.

Orla. I thank you, Sir ; and pray you, tell me this j

Which of the two was daughter of the Duke,

That here were at thewreftling ?
,

Le Beu. Neither his daughter^, if we judge by manners j

But yet indeed the jfhorter is his daughter
;

The other's daughter to the banifh'd Duke,

And here detained by her ufurping uncle

To keep his daughter company 5 whofe loves

Are dearer than the natural bond of fifters.

But I can tell you, that of late this Duke
Hath ta'en difpleafure 'gainil: his gentle neice.

Grounded upon no other argument.

But that the people praife her for her virtues.

And pity her for her good father's fake

:

And on my Hfe, his malice *gainft the Jady

"Will fuddenly break forth. Sir, fare you well
5

Hereafter in a better world than this

I ihall defire more love and knowledge of you. [Exit*

Orla. I reft much bounden toyou : fare you well

!

Thus muft J from the fmoke into the fmother
j

From tyrant Duke unto a tyrant brother:

But heav'nJy Rofalind I

^ C E N E VIII. Re-enter Celia and Rofalind.

Cel, Why, coufm, why, Rofalind
^
Cu^id hzvt mercy,

Hot a w rd !

Rof. Not one to throw at a dog.

Cel. No, thy words are too precious to be caft away
tpon curs, throw fome of them at me ;

come, lame me
with reafons.

Rof. Then there were two couHns laid up, when the

©nefhouldbe iam'dwith reafons, and the other mad with-
out any.

CeL But is all this for your father?

Rof. No fome of it is for my father's child.
.
Oh, how

full of briers is this working-day-world !

Cel. They are but burs, coufin, thrown upon thee in ho-

liday
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ay foolery ; if we walk not in the trodden paths, out

%ery petticoats will c3tch them»

Rof, I could fhake them oft' my coat j thefe burs are -i^

-my heart.

•Cel, 1-iem them away.
Sloj, 1 would try, if Icou}<3 cry hem, and have 'him-
CeL Come, come, WTeftle with thy affedlions,

RoJ, O, they take the part ofa betterwreflrler than myfelH
'Cel. O, a good wi/h upon you ! you will try in time irt

defpight of a 'fall ; but turning thefe jefts outof iervice, Itsc

us talk in; good earneft : is it pofhble on fuch a fudden yew
(hould f-ill into fo flrong a liking with old Six Rowland'^
younjgeft Ton ?

Roj\ Thc Duke my falfher lov'd his-father dearly.

CeL Doth it therefore enfue that you fhould love his foBi

dearly ? by 'this kind of chafe I fhould hatehim ; for rny

^father hated his father dearly
;

yet I hate not Orlanda,

Rof, No, faith
J
hate him not, for my fake.

CeL Why fhould I ? doch he not def-rve well ?

S C £ N E IX. Enter Duke lutth Lords.

Rof. Let me Jove him for that ; and do you love iiins^

dbocaufe I,do. Look, here comes the Duke*
CeL With his eyes full of anger.

Duke, Miftrefs, difpatch you with your fafe{l hu&c;^

Jind get you from our court.

Rof Me^ :Unc.le\'

^i/Ae. You,
Within thefe ten day?, if =that thou be'H: foKnd

So near our publick court as twenty ^iles,

^hou dieft for it.

M^C 1 do befeech your Grace,

Let me the knowlec^ge of my fault bear v/!th mt a

If with my felf I hold intelligence,

Or have acquaintance with my own deHres,

If that I do not dream, or be not frantick,

As I do truft i am not
;
then, dear untlcy

Never fo much as in a thought unborn
Did I olTend your H'ghnefs.

Duke. Thus do all traitors
;

^'thdr purgation did coclifl in words,

B 3 Tk^
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They are as innocent as grace it felf

:

£et it fuffice thee that 1 truft thee not.

Roj. Yet your miftruft cannot make me a traitor
\

Tell me whereon the likelihood depends.

'Duke» Thou art my father^s daughter, there's enough.

i?(7/. So was I when your Highnefs took his Dukedom,
So was I when your Highnels banifli'd him

5

Treafon is not inherited, my lord
j

Or if we did derive it from our friends.

What's that to me? my fc.ther was no traitor.'

Then, good my Liege, miftake me not fo much
To think my poverty is treacherous.

Cel. Dear Sovereign, hear me fpeak.

Duke, Ay, Celia, we but ftaid her for yout fake,

Elfe had fhe with her father rang'd along.

CeL I did not then entreat to have her ftay j

It was your pleafure, and your own rcmorfe
j

I was too young that time to value her ;

But new I knew her ; if fhe be a traytor,

Why, fo am I J we ftill have Hept together,

Rofe at an indant, learned, play'd, eat together.

And vvhereloc'er we went, like y^/ri/'s fwans

Sill we went coupled and infeparable.

Duke. She is too fubtle for thee 5 and her fmoothnefs.

Her very filence and her patience,

Speak to the people, and they pity her !

Thou art a fool 5 flie robs thee of thy name.
And thou wilt Ihow more bright, and feem more virtuous

When fhe is gone 5 then open not thy lips :

Firm and irrecoverable is my doom
j

Which I have pafl upon her ; fhe is banifhM.

Cel, Pronounce that fentence then on me, my Liege 5

I cannot live out of her company.
Duke. You are a fool : you, niece, provide your felfj

If you out-ftay the time, upon mine honour.

And in the greatnefs ofmy word, you die. \Exi» Duke,^t.
SCENE X.

CeL O my poor Rofalindy where wilt thou go ?

Wilt thou change fathers ? I will give thee mine :

I charge thee be nut thou more griev'd than I am»
5./.
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Rof. I have more caufc.

CtL Thou haft not, deareft confin ;

Pr'ythee, be cheerful ; know'ft thou not the Duke
Has banifh'dme his daughter ?

Rof, That he hath not.

Cel. No ? hath not ? Rofalind lacks then the ]ove

Which teacheth me that thou and I are one :

Shall we be fundred ? ihall we part, fweet girl ?

No, Jet my father feek another heir.

Therefore devife with me how we may fly,

Whither to go, and what to bear with us

;

And do not feek to take your charge upon you.

To bear your griefs yourfelf, and leave me out

:

For by this heav'n, now at our forrows pale,

S^y what thou can'ft, I'll go along with thee.

Rof. Why, whither /hall we go ?

Cel. To feek my uncle in the foreft of Arden^

Rof. Alafs, what danger will it be to us.

Maids as we are, to travel forth fo far !

Beauty provoketh thieves fooner than gold.

Cel, ril put my felt in poor and mean attire.

And with a kind of umber fmutch my face j

The like do you ; fo fhall we pafs along.

And never ftir aflailants.

Rof Were^e not better,

Becaufe that I am more than common tall.

That I did fuit me all points like a man ?

A gallant curtelax upon my thigh,

A boar-fpear in my hand, and (in my heart

Lye there what hidden woman's fear there will)

I'll have a fwafhing and a martial outfide^

As many other manni/h cowards have.

That do outface it with their femblances.

Cel, What fhall I call thee when thou art a man ?

Rof I'll haye no worfe a name than Jove^s own page^

And therefore look you call me Cammed
j

But what will you be call'd ?

Cel. Something that hath a reference to my ftate :

No longer Celiay but Aliena,

R»f But, coufin, what if W9 aflaid to fteal

Th€
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The cIowniiH fool out of your father's court?

•Would he not be a comfort to our travel ?

CeL He'll go along o'er the wide world with me«
X.eave me alone to woo him } let's away,

And get our jewels and our wealth together j
iDevife^the fitted time, and fafeft way
^o hide us from purfuit that will be made
After my flight : now go we in content

To liberty and not to baiiifhment ! [Exemt^

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

^Foreft. Enter Duke Senior, Amiens, and two or three

Lords like forejiers*

^uke Sen, '^TOW, my co-mates, and brothers in exile,

Math not old cullom made this life mofc
fweet

Than that of painted pomp ? are not thefe wood*
More free from peril than the envious court ?

Here feel we but the penalty of Adam,
The feafon's difference

5
as, the icie phang^

And churlifh chiding ofthe v/inter^s wind.

Which when it bites and blows upon the body.

Even 'till I Hirink with cold, I fmile, and fay,

Thisisno flattery: thefe are counfellors

That feelingly perfuade me what 1 am.
Sweet are the ufes of adverfity.

Which like the toad, ugly and venomous.
Wears yet a precious jewel in his head :

And this cui^ lif<d, exempt from publick haunt,

Tinds tongues m trees, books in the running brooks,

Sermons in fl:onfes, and good in every thing.

Ami, J would not change it
;
happy is your Gracs

That can tranflate the ftubbornnefs m fortune

Into fo quiet and fo fweet a flyle*

Duke Sen. Come, ihall we go and kill us venifon ?

And yet it irjcs me, the poor dappled fools,

^eing aatiyc burghers of this defart city,

;Sii0uld, in their own confines, with forked heads
flave their round haunches goar'di

^ J^&>r4* Icidced^ my Lord,
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Xlie melancholy Jacquti grieves at that.

And in that kind fwears ydu do more ufurp

Than doth your brother that hath banifh'd you :

To-day my Lord of Amiens and my felf

Did fteal behind him, as he lay along

Under an oak, whofe antique root peeps out

Upon the brook that brawls along this wood j

To the which place a poor fequeftred ftag.

That from the hunter's aim had ta'en a hurt.

Did come to languifh ; and indeed, my lord,

The wretched animal heavM forth fuch groans.

That their difcharge did ftretch his leathern coat

Almoft to burfting, and the big round tears

Cours*d one another down his innocent nofe

In piteous chafe j and thus the hairy fool.

Much marked of the melancholy JaqueSy
Stood on th* extremeft verge of the fwift brook.

Augmenting it with tears.

Duke Sen, But what faid jfaques ?
Did he not moralize this fpe£lacle ?

I Lord. O yes, into a thoufand fimilies,

Firfl-, for his weeping in the needlefs ftream ;

Poor deer, quoth he, thou mak'ft a teftament

As worldlings do, giving thy fum of more
To that which had too much. Then, being alon*
Left and abandoned of his velvet friends

5

'Tis right, quoth he; thus mifery doth part

The flux of corppany : anon a carelefs herd.

Full of the pafture, jumps along by him.
And never ftays to greet him : ay, quoth Jaques,
Sweep on, you fat and greazy citizens,

^'Tis juft the fafhion j wherefore do you look

Upon that poor and broken bankrupt there ?

Thus moft invedlively he pierced through
The body of the country, city, court.

Yea, and of this our life, fwearing that we
Are meer ufurpers, tyrants, and what's worfe.

To fright the animals, and to kill them up

In their afiign'd and native dwelling place.

Duke Sen^ And did you leave him in thiscontemplation*

2 Lard,
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2 Lord, We did, nay Lord, weeping and commenting
'Upon the fobbing deer.

Duke Sen. Show me the place ;

'J love to cope him in thefe failen.fit^*

tfor then he's full of matter.

Z Lord, Vii bring you to him ftraight. \E^(unh
SCENE II. The Palace again.

Enter Duke Frederick Lords,

Duke, Can it be poffible that no man faw them?
•3t cannot be ^ fome villains of my court

^re of confent and fuffergnce in this*

T Lord. I cannot hear of any that did fee h«r^

'The ladies, her attendants of her chamber.

Saw her a -bed, and in the morning early

tThey found the bed untreafur'd of their miftrefs.

2 Lord.-rMy lord, the roynifh clown, at whom fo oft

'Your Grace was wont to laugh, is alfo mifiing :

^Htfperiay the Princefs's gentlewoman,

Confeires that fhe fecretly overheard

Your daughter and her coufm much commend
The parts and graces of the vvreftler

^hat did but lately foil \htSin&^y Charles

And flie believes, where-ever they are gone,

"JS"hat youth is furely in their company.
Duke. Send to his brother, fetch that gallant hither^J

.-Jf he be abfent, bring his brother to me,
I'll make him find him ; do this fuddenly,

And let not fearch and inquifition quail

To bring again thefe foolifh runaways. [Exeuntt

4)-ej:N ..£ III. Oliver'i Fgw/^.

Enter Qrianjdo and Adam*
Gria. Who's there ?

Adam. What ! my young m^ifter ? oh my gentle maft^r^^

nqy fweet matter, O you memory
,Gf old Sir Roivland ! why, what make you here ?

Why are you virtuous ? why do people love you ?

And wherefore are you gentle, ftrong, and valiant ?

Why would you be fo fond to overcome
The bQnny prifer of the humorous Duke ?

Your ^praife isxome too fwiftly home before ypui

* Knaw
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Know you not, mafter, to fome kind of men-

Their graces lerve them but as enemies ?

No more do yours; your virtues, gentle mafter,.

Are fandtified and holy traitors to you.

Oh, what a world is this, when what is cornel]?'

Envenoms him that btars it I

Orla, Why, what's the matter
' Adorn* O unhappy youth.

Come not within tliefe doors ; within this roof

The enemy of all your graces lives

:

Your brother*—(no; no brother, yet the fonf-

Yet not the fon, I will not call him fon

Of him I was about to call his father,)

Hath heard; your praifes, and this night he mea2«'

To burn the lodging where you ufe to lye,.

And you within it j if he fail of that,

He will have other means to cut you off^r

1' overheard him and his practices

:

This is no place, this houfe is but a butchery j

Abhor it, fear it, do not enter it.

Orla, Why, whither, Adam, w-ouldft thou have me go F
Adam. No matter whither, fo you eome not here.

Orh, What^ wouldft thou have ma go and beg my. focdj.

Or with a bafe and boifterous fword enforce

A thievilh living on th-e common road ?

'

This I muft do, or know not v/hat to dos;'

Yet this 1 will not do, do how I can ;:

I rather will fubjeft me to the malice

Of a diverted blood, and bloody brother.

Adam, But do not fo 5, I have five hundred crov.^%.

The thrifty hire, I favM under your father.

Which I did ftore to be my foftrer-nurfe

When fervice ihould in my old- limbs be lame.

And unregarded age in corners thrown
;

Take that ; and he that doth- the ravens feed,..

Yea, providently caters for the fparrow,

Be comfort to my age ! here is'the gold.

All this I give you, let me be your fervairtf:

Tho* 1 look old, yet I am flrong and lufty jt-

For. in my youth I never did- apply.
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Hot and rebellious liquors in my blood.

Nor did I v;ith unbafhful forehead woo
The means of weaknefs and debility

\

Therefore my age is as a Jufty winter.

Frofty, but kindly 5 let me go with you,

I'll do the fervice of a younger man
In all your bufineis and necelfities.

Orla, Oh good old man, how well in thee appears

The conftarit fervice of the antique world ;

When fervice fweat for duty, not for meed !

Thou art not for the fafhion of thefe times.

Where none will fweat but for promotion.

And having that, do choak their fervice up
Even with the having ; it is not fowith thee

;

But> poor old man, thou prun*ft a rotten tree.

That cannot fo much as a bloffom yield.

In lieu of all thy pains and husbandry:

But come thy ways, we'll go along together.

And ere we have thy youthful wages fpent.

We'll light upon fome fettled low content.

Adam. Mafter, goon, and I will follow thee

Tothelaft gafpwith truth and loyalty.

From feventeen years, 'till now almoft fourfcore

Here lived I, but now live here no more.

At feventeen years many their fortunes feek.

But at fourfcore, it is too late a week;
Yet fortune cannot recompence me better

Than to die well, and not my malter's debtor. \Extunt,

SCENE IV. 'the Foreft.

Enter Rofalind in Bofs cioatbs for Ganimed, Celia dreft

like a Sbepherdefi for Aliena, and Clown,

Rof, O Jupiter, how weary are my fpirits !

C/o. I care not for my fpirits, ifmy legs were not weary.

Roj, I could find in my heart to difgrace my man's appa-

rel, and cry like a woman; but I muft comfort the weak-
er veflel, as doublet and hole ought to fhow it felf courage-

ous to petticoat ; therefore courage, good Aliena,

Cel. I pray you, bear with me, I can go no further.

^Iq, for my part, I had rather bear with you than bear

you J

3
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yau ; yet I fliould bear no crofs if I did bear youj for I

think you have no money in your purfe.

P.of, Well, this is the foreft of Ardcn.

Clo, Ay, now I am in Arderiy the more fool I ; when I

was at home, 1 was in a better place 3 but travellers muft
be content,

Roj, Ay, be fo, good Toucbjione ; look you who comes
here 5 a young man and an old in foiemn talk*.

Enter Corin and Sylvius.

Cor, That is the way to make her fcorn you ftill,

Syi, O Coriny that thou knew'ft how I do love her

!

Cor, I partly guefs j for I have lov'd ere now.
Syl, No, Corin

J
being old thou can' ft not guefa^,

Tho' in thy youth thou waft as true a lover.

As ever figh'd upon a midnight pillow
5

But if thy love were ever like to mine,

(As fure I think did never man love fo)

How many adlions moft ridiculous

Haft thou been drawn to by thy fantafie ?

Cor, Into a thoufand that I have forgotten.

Syl. Oh, thou didft then ne'er love fo heartily;

If thou remember' ft not the flighteft folly

That ever love did make thee run into.

Thou haft not lov'd.

Or if thou haft no^^ate as I do now.
Wearying thy hearer in thy miftrefs' praife.

Thou haft not lov'd.

Or if thou haft not broke from company.
Abruptly as my paffion now makes me.
Thou haft not lov'd.

0 Pkebe, Pbebe, Phebe!

Rof. Alafs poor fhepherd ! fearching of thy wound,
*

1 have by hard adventure found my own.
C/o, And I mine 5 I remember, when I was in love, I

broke my fvvord upon a ftone, and bid hin» take that for

coming a-nights to Jane Smile 5 and I remember the kif-

ling of her batlet, and the cow's dugs that her pretty chopt
hands had milk'd j ai]d I remember the wooing of a peafcod

inftead of her, from whom I took two cods, and giving her
them again, f^id with weeping tears, wear thcie for my lake.

Vol ill C We
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We that are true lovers run into ftrange capers; but all is

mortal in nature, fo is all nature in love mortal in folly.

Rof. Thou fpeak'ft wifer than thou art ware of.

Clo, Nay, I fhall ne'er be v^^are of mine own wit, 'till I

break my fhins againft it.

Rof. Jo've ! Jo've I thisfhepherd's paflion is much upon

my fafhion.

Clo. And mine ; but it grows fomething ftale with met
Cel. I pray you, one of you queftion yond man, .

If he for gold will give us any food
j

I faint almoft to death.

Clo. Holla
J
you clown !

Rof. Peace, fool ; he's not thy kinfman.

Cor. Who calls >

Clo» Your betters.

Cor, Elfe they're very wretched.

Rof Peace, fool, I fay; good even to you, friend-

Cor, And to you, gentle Sir, and to you all.

Rof, I pr'ythee, (hepherd, if that love or gold

Can in this defart place buy entertainment.

Bring us where we may reft ourfelves, and feed ;

Here's a young maid with travel much opprefs'd.

And faints for fuccour.

Cor. Fair Sir, I pity her.

And wifh, for her fake more than for mine own,
IVly fortunes were more able to relieve her

j

But I am a fhepherd to another man.
And do not flieer the fleeces that I graze j

My mafter is of churlifh difpcfition,

And little recks to find the way to heav'n

By doing deeds of hofpitality
j

Befides, his cote, his flocks, and bounds of feed

Are now on fale, and at our fheep-cote now, »

By reafon of his abfence, there is nothing

That you will feed on 5 but what is come fee.

And in my voice moft welcome fliall you be.

Rof. What is he that fhall buy his flock and pafture ?

CoY' That young fwain that you faw here but ere while.

That little cares for buying any thing.

I pray thee, if it Hands with honefly,

Buy
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Buy thou the cottage, pafture, and the flock,

And thou (halt have to pay for it of us.

Ce/, And we will mend thy wages.

I like this place, and willingly could waft

iMy time in it.

Cor. Afiuredly the thing is to be fold
;

Go with me , if you like, upon report.

The foil, the profit, and this kind of life,

I will your very faithful feeder be,

And buy it with your gold right fuddenly. [^Exeunt.

SCENE V.
Enter Amiens, Jaques, and others*

SONG.
Under the green-ivood tree.

Who lo'ves to lye ivitb mcy

And tune his merry note.

Unto the fweet birds tbnoat
;

Come hither, come hither^ come hither 5

Here Jhall hejee

No enemy.

But luinter and rough *weather»

Jaq. More, more, I pr'ythee, more.

Ami, It will make you melancholy, Mondcm yaques,

Jaq, I thank it
5 more, I pr'ythee more 5 I can fuck

melancholy aut of a fong, as a weazel fucks eggs : more,

I pr'ythee, more.

Ami. My voice is rugged, I know I cannot pleafe you.

Jaq. I do not delire you to pleafe me, I do defire you to

fing ; come, come, another ftanzo: call ycu 'em ftanzo's ?

Ami. What you will, Monfieur jfaques,

y^j^. Nay, 1 care not for their names, they owe me
nothing. Will you fmg ?

Amt. More at your requeft, than to pleafe my felf.

Jaq. Well then, if ever 1 thank any man, TJl thank
you 3 btit that tiiey call compliment is like th' encounter oi

two dog-apes. And when a man thanks me heartily, me-
thinks 1 have given him a penny, and he renders me the

beggerly thanks. Come, fmg j and you that will not,

hold your tongues - »

Ami, Weil, I'll end the fong. Sirs, cover the while 5 the

C 2 Duke
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Duke will dine under this tree; he hath been all this day
to look you.

Jaq, And I have been all this day to avoid him. He is

too disputable for nny company : I think of as many mat-

ters as h^", but J give heav'n thanks, and make no boaft of

them. Come, warble, come.SONG
IVbo doth ambition Jhun,
jind lo'ves to lye i* th"* jurtf

Seeking the food he eats.

And plcaCd ivitb nobat be gets
;

Come hither, come hither, come hither^

Here jhall he fee

No enemy.

But ivintcr and rough iveather,

yasf, rU give you a verfe to this note, that I made yC-

^erday in defpight of niy invention.

Ami. And TJl fing it.

. Thus it goes.

If it do come to pafs,
7bat any man turn afs ;

Leaving bis <wealih and eafe,

A flubborn ivill to pleafe,

Due ad me, due ad me, due ad me j
HereJhall be fee

Crofs fooh as he.

An if be nvill come to me.

Ami, What^s that due ad me ?

Jaq. 'Tis a Greek invocatio«, to call fools into a circle,

ril go fleep if I can j if I cannot, Til rail againft all the

firft-born Egypt,

Ami, And Til go feek the Dukes his banquet is pre-

pared. [Exeunt*

SCENE VI. Enter Orlando and Adam.
Adam. Dear mafter, I can go no further j O, I die for

food ! here jye I down, and meafure out my grave. Fare-

wel, kind mailer.

Orla. Why, how now, Adam ! no greater heart in thee?

live a little, comfort a little, cheer thy felf a little. If

thi$
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this uncouth foreft yield anything favage, I will either be.

food for it, or bring ic for food to thee : thy conceit is

nearer death, than thy powers. For my fake be comforta-

ble, hold death a while at the arm's end : I will be here

with thee prefently, and if I bring thee not fomething to

eat, 1*11 give thee leave to die. But if thou dicft before I

come, thou art a mocker of my labour. Well faid, thou

Jook'fl cheerly. And Til be with thee quickly
j

yet tkou

3yeft in the bleak air. Come, I will bear thee to fome
ihelter, and then fhalt not die for lack of a dinner, if

there live any thing in this defart. Cheerly, good Adam,

SCENE VII.

Enter Duke Sen. and Lords, [A table jet out,

Duke Sen. I think he is transform'd into a beall.

For I can no where find him like a man.
I Lord. My Lord, he is but even now gone hence,

Here was he merry, hearing of a fong.

Duke Sen. If he, compad: of jars, grow mufical,

Wefhall have fhortiy difcord in the fpheres:

Gofeekh*m, tell him I would fpeak with him.
Enter Jaques.

I Lord. He faves my lab )ur by his own approach.

Duke Sen. Why how nov/, Monfieur, what a life is this,

That your poor friends muft woo your company ?

What ? you look merrily.

Jaq. A fool, a fool j I met a fool i*th* foreft,

A motley fool, a miferable varlet.

As I do live by food, I met a fool,

Who laid him down andbafk'd him in the fun.

And rail' d on lady fortune in good terms,

In good fet terms, and yet a motly fool.

Good morrow, fool, quoth I : No^ Sir, quoth he.

Call me not fool, 'till heaven hath fentme fortune }

And then he drew a dial from his poak.

And looking on it with lack-iuftre eye.

Says, very v/ilely, it is ten a clock

:

Thus may we fee, quoth he, how the world v/ags :

'Tis but an hour ago fmce it was nine.

And afier one hour more 'twill be eleven }

C 3 And
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And fo from hour to hour we ripe and ripe,

And then from hour to hour we rot and roc.

And thereby hangs a tale. When I did hear

The motley fool thus moral on the time.

My lungs began to crow like chanticleer,

That fools fhould be fo deep contemplative :

And I did laugh fans intermififion,

An hour by his dial. O noble fool,

A worthy fool ! motley's the only wear.

Duke Sen. What fool is this ?

jfaq, O worthy fool ! one that hath been a courtier.

And fays, if ladies be but young and fair

They have the gift to know it : and in his brain.

Which is as dry as the remainder bifket

After a voyage, he hath ftrange places cram'd

With obfervation, the which he vents

In mangled forms. O that I were a fool

!

I am ambitious for a motley coat.

Duke Sen, Thou fhalt have one.

ya^' It is my only fuit

;

Provided that you weed your better judgments

Of all opinion that grows rank in them.
That I am wife. I muft have liberty

Withal, as large a charter as the wind.

To blow on whom I pleafe, for fo fools have
;

And they that are moft gauled with my folly,

They moft muft laugh: and why, Sir, muft they fo ?

The why is plain, as way to parifh church
j

He, whom a fool doth very wifely hit.

Doth very foolifhly, although he fmart.

Not to feem fenfelefs of the bob. If nor.

The wife man's folly is anatomiz'd
Even by the fqaandr'ing glances of a fool.

Inveft me in my motley, give me leave

To fpeak my mind, and I v/ill through and through
Cleanfe the foul body of th* infe<fled world,

*

If rhey will patiently receive my medici-ne.

Duke Ssn, Fie on thee, I can tell what thou wouldft do.

What* for a counter, wo'ild I do but good ?

Dii^e Sm, Aloft mifchisvous f;jui fia, in chiding fin :
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^^rthoii tliyfelf haft been a libertine.

As fcnfual as the bruti/h /ling itfelf
5

Arwi all th* embofiTed fores and headed evils.

That thou with licenfe of free foot haft caugHtj^

Woultfft thou difgorge into the general .world.

Jaa, Why, who cries out on pride,.

That can therein tax any private party?

Doth it not flow as hugely as the fea,

^ Till that the very very means <io ebb ?

What woman in the city do I narne,

"When that I fay the city-woman bears

*rhe cofl.of princes on unworthy Oioulders ?

V^hQ can come in, and fay that I mean her,

^Vhen fuch a one as fhe, fach is htr neighbour I

Or what is he of bafeft fundlion.

That fays his bravery is not on my coft

Thinking that I mean him, bu-t therein fut«
His fol'y to the mettle of my fpeech ?

There then : ^low^ then ? let me fee then wherein

t^Sy tongue hath wrong'd him ; if it do him right.

Then he hath wronged hirafeif
.5 if he be free,

%Vhy then my taxing like a v/ild goofe flies

Uiiclaim'd of any man. Bu-t who comes here ?

SCENE VIII,

Enter Orlando with his j<zvQrd dra^n^
€rLi* Forbear, and^atno more.

yaq. Why, I have eat none yet.

'Orla, Nor ihall not^ 'till neceflityhe ferv'd*

yaq* Of .wiiat kind fliould this cock come?
Duke Sev. Art thou thus bolden^'d, man, by thy diftrefsl

Or ehe a rude defpifer of good manners.

That in civility thou fecm'ft fo empty?
Or/a, You touch'd my vein at firft ^ the tliorny poiat

l?are djftrefs hath ta'en from me the ftiew

Of fmooth dvility : yet am 1 in-Iand bred,

And know fome nurture : but forbear, I lay:

He dies that touches any of this fruit.

Till 1 and my aflairs are anfwered.

y^?^. If you will not

aiiiwci-sd with leafonj I mu5 die.
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/)ttjle5^«."What would you havePYcurgentlenefsfha]? i*

More than your force move us to gentlenefs.

Orla, I almoft die for food, and let me have it.

Duke Sen, Sit down and feed, and welcome to our xA
Orla, Speak you fo gently? pardon me, I pray yen

I thought that all things had been favage here,

And therefore put I on the countenance

Of (Vern commandment. But whatever you are

That in this defart inacceflible.

Under the fhade of melancholy boughs,

Lofe and negk<ft the creeping hours of time
5

If ever you have look'd on better days
j

If ever been where bells have knolPd to church
j

If ever fate at any good man's feafl;

If ever from your eyelids wip'd a tear,

And known what 'tis to pity, and be pitied
5

Let gentlenefs my ftrong enforcement be.

In the which hope I blufh and hide my fvvord.

Duke Sen» True is it that we have feen better days

And have with holy bell been knoH'd to church.

And fate at good men's feafts, and wip'd our eyes

Of drops that facred pity hath engendered :

And therefore fit you down in gentlenefs.

And take up )n command what help we have.

That to your wanting may be miniftrcd.

Orla. Then but forbear your food a little while.
Whiles, like a doe, I go to find miy fawn.

And give it food. There is an old poor man.
Who after me hath many a weary f^-ep

LimpM in pure love ; 'till he be firft fufHc'd,

Opprefs'd with two weak evils, age and hunger,
I will not touch a bit.

Duke Sen. Go find him cut.

And we will nothing wafte *tjll your return.

Or/a, 1 thank ye 3 and be biefs'd for your good comfo:

SCENE IX.
Duke Sen. Thou fee'/t we are not all alone unhnpp

This wide and univerfal theatre

Prefents more vi^oful pageants ;han the fccne

Whwrein v/eplay, j^,
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^iiy. All the world is a ftage,

i\nd all the men and women meerJy players

They have their exits and their emrances,

j-\nd one man in his time plays maay parts z

His a(Sls being feven ages. At firft the infant,

JViewling and puJiing in the nurfe's arms:

And then the whining fchool-.boy with his fatchel^

And fhining morning-face, creeping like fnail

i-^nwiliingly to fchodl. And then the lov^r.

Sighing like furnace, with a woful ballad

Made to his miftrefs' eye-brow. Then a foldier,

f^uJl of -ftrange oaths, and bearded like the pard.

Jealous in honour, fuddeii«nd quiclc in quarrel

i)ceking th-i bubble reputation

Even in the cannon's mouth. And then the JuflicC

in, fair round belly, with good capon lih'd.

With e^'es fevere, and beard of formal cut.

Full of wife laws and modern inllances.

And fo he plays his part. The fixth agCfliifta

Into the lean and flipper'd pantaloon, ?

'With fpectacles on nofe, and pouch on fide
;

Hie youthful hofe, well fav'd, a world too wide
For his fhrunk fhanks^ and -his big manly voice^

fuming again towards childiili treble, pipes

And whiftles in his found. La ft fcene of ail,

That ends this flrange eventful hiftory.

Is fecond childifhneis, and meer oblivion,

Sans teeth, fans Ciyes, fans taf^e, fans every thing..

SCENE X, Enter Orlando ^^oitb Adam.
Duke Sen, Welcome : fet down pour venerable burtjhen.

And let him feed.

Orla, I thank you moil for him.
Adam, So h-ad you need,

1 fcarce can fpeak to thank -you for my felf.

Duke $en, Wellcome, -fall to: I will not trouble yOtt^

^s yet to queflion you about your fortunes.

Cyive us fome mufick, and., good coufin, fmg,

SONG.
BlozUy hlotUy thou ivinter %uind^0

art not jo unkind
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As man's ingratitude
\

T^hy tooth is not Jo keen,

^hou caufeji not that teen,

Altho'' thy breath be rude.

Heigh ho, Jing heigh ho, unto the green holly j
'

Moji friendjhip is feigning^ tnoft lo'vmg meer f-<h'
Then heigh ho, the holly,

This life is mofi j^^iy*

Freeze^ freeze, thou bitter Jiy,
That dofi not bite fo nigh

As benefits forgot

:

Tho' thou the ivaters 'warp,

Thy fling is not fo foarp
As friends remembring not*

Heigh ho, fing, &Ct

"Dule Sen. If that ycu were the good Sir Ron;/arid*& fon,

As you have whifper'd faithfully you were,

And as mine eye doth his effigies witnefs,

Moft truly limn'd, and living in your face.

Be truly welcome hither. I'm the Duke
That lovM your father. The refidue of your fortune

Go to my cave and tell me. Good old man
Thou art right welcome, as thy mafter is

5

Support him by the arm
j
give me your hand.

And let me all your fortunes underiland. [ExrurT

ACT III. S C E N E I.

The Pa/ace, Enter Duke, Lords, and Oliver,

Z)«^?."]^v 7 O T fee him fince ? Sir, Sir, that cannot I e

But were I not the better part made mercy,

I fhould not feek an abfent argument

Of my revenge, thou prefent : but look to it,

Find out thy brother wherefot'er he is.

Seek him with candle, bring him dead or living

Within this twelvemonth, or turn thou no mor«
To feek a living in our territory.

Thy lands and all things that thou doft call thin?,

Worth feizure, do we feize into our hand-?,

*Till thou canft quit thee by thy brother's mouth
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<>f what we think againft thee.

Olu O that your Highnefs knew my heart in this:

\ nt ver lov d my brother in my life.

Ouke, More villain thou. Well, puih him out ofdoors,
/ird let my officers of fuch a nature

Make an extent upon his houfe and lands :

Do this expediently, and turn him going. \Exeunt,

SCENE II. T:he Foreft.

Enter Orlando.

Crla* Hang there, my verfe, in witnefs of my love
j

And thou, thrice crowned Q^een of night fnrvey

Vvith thy chafte eye, from thy pale fphere above,

Thy huntrefs' name that my full life doth fway.

0 Rojalind thefe trees ihall be my books.

And in their barks my thoughts I'll character,

Ti^at every eye, which in this foreft looks.

Shall fee thy virtue witnefs'd every where.

Js,«n, run, Orlando^ carve on every tree

The fair, the chafte, and unexpreffive [Exit*

SCENE III. Enter Corin and Clown.

Cor, And how like yoir this fhepherd's life, Mr. Touch*

CIo. Truly, (hepherd, in refpedV of itfelf, it is a good

1 f:', but in refpe£l that it is a fhepherd's life, it is naught.

In refpe<El that it is folitary, I like it very well ; but in

r^fpc-ifl that it is private, it is a very vile life. Now in

roipsft it is in the fields, it pleafeth me well ; but in re-

i^:Ct it is not in the court, it is tedious. As it is afpare

hfe, Jook you, it fits my humour well ; but as there is

r o more plenty in it, it goes much againft my ftomach*

JLifr any philofophy in thee, ftiepherd ?

Cor. No more, but that I know the more one fickens,

th^: worfe at eafe he is : and that he that wants money,

rtieans, and content, is w^lthout three good friends. That
the property of rain is to wet, and fire to burn : that good

pafture makes fatfheep ; and that a great caufeufthe night

is lack of the fun : that he that hath learned no wit by na-

ture nor art, may complain of bad breeding, and comes
cf a very dull kindred.

Ch. Such a one is a natural philofopher, Waft ever

ia court, fliepherd ? Q^^*
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Cor, No truly. •

€lo. Then thou art damn'd.

Cor. Nay, I hope—

-

Clo, Truly thou art damnM, Hire an ili-roaflcd rj^y

an on one fide.

Cor. For not being at court ? your reafon.

Clo. Why, if thou never waft at court, thou never faw^ii:

good manners ; if thou never faw^ft g^ed naanners, xhvn
fhy manners muft be wicked ; and wickednefs is fin, and
fin is damnation : thou art in a parlous ftate, fliepherd^

Cor. Not a whit, %ucb/ior:e i thofe that are good mari-

ners at the court, areas ridiculous in the country, ?.s the
behaviour of the country is moft mockable at the court.

You told' me, you falute not at the court, but you kifs your

hands
J.
that courtcfie would be uncleanly, if couKicre, we>e

ihcpherds.

Clo. Inftance, briefly \ tome, inflance.

Cor» Why, we are ftiil handling our ew€S 5 and their

fels, you know, are greafie.

Clo, Why, do not your courtiers hands fweat ? and is not

the greafe of m-utton as wholefome as the fweat of a man ?

fallow, /hallow } a better inftance, I fay, come.

Cor. Befides, our hands arc hard.

Clo. Your lips will feel them the fooner. Sha-Jlow again :

a founder inft-ance, come.

Cor. And they are often tarr'd over with the furgeiT of

cur fheep : and would you have us kifs tar ? the courtier's

Ifcands are perfumed with cives.

Clo. Moft fhallow man *. thou worms-men t,. in refpe£l of
a good pifce of flefli indeed j learn of the wife and perpend j

civet is of a bafct birth than tar ; the very uncleanly iiujt

«f a cat. Mend the iaftance, Hjepherd*

Cor, You have too courtly a wit for me \ V\\ reft.

Clo. Wilt thou reft damnM ? God help thee, iiiallovf

jrwn f God make incifion in thee, thou art raw.

Cor. Sir,! am a true labourer j. I earn that i eat, get

that I wear ; owe no man hate, envy no man*^s happineff'y

gl-ad of other men*s good, content with my harm j and the

§reateft of my pride is,, to fee my ewes grass, and my
kiKbs iu-cko-
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C/o. That is another fimple fin in yon, to bring the ewes

and the rams together, and to offer to get y«ur iivijig by the

copulation of cattle } to be a bawd to a bell weather, and

to betray a fhe-lamb of a twelvemonth old to a crooked

-

pated old cuckoldly ram, out of all reafonable rnatch. If

thou be'ft notdamn'd for this, the devil himfelf will have

no fhepherds 5 I cannot fee elfe how thou fhould'rt 'fcape.

Cor. Here coinea young Mr. Gammed^ my new miftrtis*s

brother.

SCENE IV. Etiter Rofalind ivitb a paper

^

Rof. From the eaji to the nveflem Inde,

No jewel is like Rofalind.

Her worth being mounted on the ivind^

Through all the ivorld bears Rofalind.

^11 the piBures fairefi tin d

Are but black to Rofalind
;

het no face be kept in mind.

But the face o/'jRofalind.

Clo. ril rhims you fo eight years together; dinners, and

fuppers, and fleeping hours excepted : it is the ri£,ht bul-

ter women's rate to market.

Kof. Out, fool I

Clo, For a tafte.

If a hart doth lack a htndf

Let him feek out Rofalind,

Jf the cat ivill after kind.

So he fure ivill RoC'dWnd*

fainter garments muji be lin d,

So mufi flender KoidYind^.

They that reap mufi fl:)eaf and bind^,

Then to cart with Rofalind.

Siveetefl nut hath f'werejl rind,

Such a rut is Rofalind.

lie that j'lveeteff rcje will find,

Mufifud kfje^s prick, rt/;^/ Rofalind.

This is the very falfe gallop of veiies
j
why do you infedt

ycur felf with them ?

Bof. Peace, you dull fool, I found them on a tree.

Clo. Truly, the tree yields bad tVuic.

Rof ril grgff ir. wi;h vuu, and tlicn I faail gr<iS' it with

\qu iii.
' ^ > iiiU
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a medlar; then it will be; theearlieft fruit i'th' country;

for you'll be rotten ere you be half ripe, and that's the

right virtue of the medler.

Clo, You have faid j but whether v/ifely or no, let the

foreft jud?,e.

SCENE V. Enter Celia luith a ivriting,

Rof, Peace, here comes my fifter reading, ftand afide.

Cel. JVhy Jhculd this a depart be?

For it ts unpeepled. No
;

Tongues Vll hang on every tree,

That pall ci'vil fayings jfhoiv*

Somey hoiv brief the life of man
Runs his erring pilgrimage,

That the 'Jiretching of a [pan

Buckles in his Jum of age
5

Some of 'violated 'voivSy

^Ikvixt the fouls of friend and friend^

But upon the faireji boughs,

Or at enjery fcntence end,

Will I Rofalinda tvrite;

Teaching all that read to knciv

This quintefence of 6*0ery jprite.

Heaven luould in little fyjiv*

Therefore hea'ven nature char^^

That one body Jhould be. fWd
With all graces ^cide enlar^'' d'^

Nature prcjcntly drJlilPd

Helen's cheeks ^ but not her heart,

Cleopatra's rnajefty
j

Atalanta's better part.

Sad Lucretia's modifly.

Thus Rofaljnd of many parts

By hea'v nlyjynod ivas de'vii^d.

Of many faces eyes and hearts.

To haue the touches deareft pri?^ d.

liean)" n nvould that Jhe thefe gifts Jhculd have,

j^nd I to [I've and die her fiaue,

Rof» O moft gentle Jupiter ! what tedious homily of

love have you wearied your pjrifhioners withal, -and never

crv'd, have patience^ good people?

Cef.
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Ceh How now, back friends ! fhepherd^ go off a little

:

go with him, firrah.

Clo. Come, fhepherd, let us make an honourable retreat,

tho' not with bag and baggagt^yet with fcrip and icrippage.

[Exe, Cor. andQ\o\in*

SCENE VI.

CeL Didft thou hear thefe verfes ?

Rof. O yes, I heard them all, and more foo; for fome
ofthem had in them more feet than the verfe? would bear.

CeL That's no matter 5 the feet might bear the verfes.

Rof, Ay, but the feet were lame, and could not bear

themfelves without the verfe, and therefore flood lamely

in the verfe.

CeL But didft thou hear without wondr'ing, how thy

name fhould be hang'd and carv'd upon thefe trees ?

Rof* I was feven of the nine days out of wonder, before

you came : for look here what I found on a palm-tree : I

was never fo be-rhimed fmce Pythagoras's time, that I

.was an Jrifh rat, which I can hardly rememlier.

CeL Trow you who hath done this ?

Rof Is it a man ?

CeL And a chain, that you once wore, about his neck

:

Change you colour ?

Ro(. 1 pr'ythee, who ?

CeL O Lord, Lord, it is a hard matter for friends to

meet ; but mountains may be removed with earthquakes,

and fo encounter.

Rof Nay, but who is it ?

CeL Is it polTible ?

Rof Nay, I pr'ythee now, with moft petitionary vehe-

mence, tell me who it is.

CeL O wonderful, wonderful, and moft wonderful won-
derful, and yet again wonderful, and after that cut of all

hooping.———
Rof Odd's, my complexion! doft thou think, though

I am caparifon*d like a man, I have a doublet and a hofc

in my difpolition ? one inch ofdelay more is a fouth fea cfF

difcovery. I pr'ythee, tell me, who is it ? quickly, and
fpeak apace: I would thou coud'il: ftammer, that thou

might'i'l pour this concealed man out of thy mouth, as

D 2 wine
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wins comes c\it of a narrow-mouth'd bottle; cither To«
inuch at once, or none at -all. I pr'ythee, take the cork
out of thy mcmth, that I miy drink thy tidings.

Ceh So you may put a man in your belly.

/?c/. Is he of God's making ? what manner of man ? is

his head worth a hat ? or his chin worth a beard ^•

Cel. Nay, he hath but a little beard.

Rof, Why, God will fend more, if the man will be
thankful

J
let me fray the growth of his beard, if thou de-

Jay me not the knowledge of his chin.

Cel. It is young Orlaniio, that tripp'd up the wreftler'$

heels and your heart both in an inftant.

Roj. Nay, but the devil take mocking j fpeak, fad brow,
and true maid.

Cel. rfaith, coz, 'tis he.
'

Rof, Orhndo !

Cel. Orlando,

Rof. Alas the day, what /hall I do with my doublet and
hofe ? wha^did he, when thou faw'ft him ? whatfaid he?
how Icok'd he ? wherein went he ? what makes him here?

did be a/k for me ? where remains he ? how parted he
with thee ? and when fhalt thou fee him again ? anfwer
me in one word.

Cel. You muft borrow me Garagantua's mouth fir/l ;

*tis a word too great for any mouth of this age*s fize : to

fay ay and no to thefe particulars is more than to anfwer

in a catechifm.

Rof. But doth he know that I am in this foreft, and in

nian^s apparel ? looks he as frefhly as he did the day he
wreftled P

Cel, It is as eafie to count atoms as to refolve the propo-*

iitions of a lover : but take a tafte of my finding him, and
relifh it with good obfervance. I found him under an oak-

tree like a dropped acorn.

RoJ. It may well be cali'd Jonjcs tree, when it drops

forth fuch fiuit.

Cel. Give me audience, good Madam.
Rof. Proceed.

Cel.Thtxt layhe flretch'd along like a wounded Knight.

Rof. Tho' it be pity to fee fuch a fight> it weli becomes

the ground.
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C<f/. Cry holla to thy tongue, I pr'ythee ; it curvets un*

reafonably. He was furniflied like a hunter.

Rof, O ominous, he comes to kill my heart.

Cel. I would fing my f:jng without a buithen; thou

bring*ft me out of tune.

Roj, Do you not know I am a woman ? what I think
I muft fpeak

;
fweet, fay on.

SCENE VH. Enter OrlandoW Jaqiies.

CeU You bring me out. Soft, comes he not here?

'Tis he ; flink by, and note him.

Ja^' I thank you for your company 5 but good faith, I

had as lief have been my felf alone.

Orla» And fo had 1 5 but yet for fafliion fake, I thank
you too for your fociety.

Jaq, God b'w' you, let's meet as little as we can.

Orla, I do defire we may be better ftrangers.

Jaq, I pray you, marr no more trees with writing love-

Ibngs in their barks.

Orla, I pray you, marr no more of my verfes with read-

ing them iil-favouredly,

Jaq, Rofalind is your love's name.
Orla, Yes, juft.

B-oj. There was no thought of pleafing you when fhe

waschriften'd.
' Jaq. What ftature is fhe of?
Orla» Juft as high as my heart.

Jaq. You are full of pretty anfwers 5 have you not been
acquainted with goldfmiths wives, and conn'd them out of
rings ?

Orla* Not fo: but I anfweryou right in the flile of the

painted cloth,from whence you have ftudied your queftions.

yaq. You have a nimble wit ; I think it was made of
Atalanta^ heels. Will you fit down with me, and we two
will raiiagainft our miftrefs,, the world, and ail our mifery,

Orla, I will chide no breather in the world but my felf;»

againft whom I know no faults.

Jaq, The worft fault you have, is to be in love.

Orla, 'Tis a fault I will net change for your beft vir*

tMs
J I am wQary of you»
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y<J<f. By my troth, I was feeking for a fool, when I

found you.

Orla. He is drewn'd in the brook j look but in, and you
lhall fee him.

y^^' There I finll fee mine own figure.

Vrla. Which I take to be either a fool,^or a cypher,

Jo'^' VW ftay no longer with you
j
farewel, good fignior

lo\ e. [Exit,

SCENE VIII.

Orla* lam glad ofyour departure : adieu, good Monfieur
incJancholy.

RoJ. I will fpeak to him like a fawcy lacquey, and un-
der that habit play the knave with him : do you hear,

forefter ?

Orla, Very well 5 what would you }

Rof. I pray you, what is't a clock ?

Oria, You Oiould aik me what time o'dayj there's no
clock in the foreft.

Rof. Then there is no true lover in the foreft ; elfe

fighing evary minute, and groaning every hour, w^ould de»
teiSl the lazy foot of time, as well as a clock.

Orla> And why notlhe fwifcfoot of time ? had not that

been as proper ?

Rof. By no means, Sir: time travels in divers paces

wirh divers perfons 5 I'll tell you who time ambles withal,

who time trots withal, who time gallops withal, and who
he ftands ftill withal.

Orla. J pr*ythee, whom doth he trot withal ?

Rof, Marry, he trots hard with a young maid, between

the contrad: of her marriage, and the day it is folemniz'd s

If the interim be but a fennjght, timt*s paceis fo hard t]iat

it feems the length of feven years.

Oria, Who ambles time v/ithal ?

Rof. With a prieft that lacks latin, and a rich man that

hath not the gout j for the one fleeps eafily becaufe he can-

Dot ftudy, and the other lives naerrily becaufe he feels no
pain : the one Jacking the burthen of Jean and wafteful

Jc'arning j the other knowing no burthen of heavy tedio\2S

jjenury. Thefe time ambles withal.

Oria^ Vshom doth he eailop wirhal ?
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i^'/. "With a thief to the gallows : for though he go as

foftly as foot can fall, he thinks himfelf too foon there.

Or\a. Whom ftays it withal ?

With lawyers in the vacation ; for they fleep be-

tween term and term, and then they perceive not how time

moves.
Orla, Where dwell you pretty youth ?

With this fhepherdefs my fifter ; here in the fkirtS

of the foreft, like fringe upon a petticoat.

Orla. Are you native of this place ?

Ro^. As the cony that you fee dwell where (he is kindled.

Orla. Your accent is fomething finer than you could

purchafe in fo removed a dwelling.

Rof, I have been told foof many ; but indeed an old re*

ligious uncle of mine taught me to fpeak, who was in his

youth an inland man, one that knew court/hip too well

;

for there he fell in love. I have heard him read many
leftures againft it. I thank God I am not a woman, to be

touch'd with fo many giddy offences as he hath generally

tax'd their whole fex withal.

Orla, Can you remember any of the principal evils that

he laid to the charge of women ?

Roj. There were none principal, they were all like one
another, as half pence are

j
every one fault feeming mon-

ftrous, till his fellow fault came to match it.

Orla» 1 pr'ythee, recount fome of them.

Rof. No 5 I will not caft away my phyfick, but on
thofe that are fick. There is a man haunts the foreft,

that abufes our young plants with carving Rafalind on their

baiks
;
hangs odes upon hawthorns, and elegies on brambles;

all, forfooth, defying the name of -Rc/iz//;?^/. If I could

meet that fancy^monger, I would give him fome good coun-
fel, for he feems to have the quotidian of love upon him.

Orla, I am he that is fo iove-fhak'd j I pray you, tell

me your remedy.

Rof, There is none of my uncle's marks upon you ; he
taught me how to know a man in love j in which cage of
yurties I am fureyou are not priibner.

Orla. What were his marks ?

i?^/ A lean cheeky which you have not] a blue eye

an4
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and funken, which you have not; an unqueftlonable fpirir,

which you have not; a beard negleflcd, which you have
not; but I pardon you for that, for fimply your Having in

beard is a younger brother*s revenue ; thsn your hofefhou'd
be ungarterM, your bonnet unhanded, your fleeve unbut-
toned, your /hoe untied, and every thing about you demr.n-

ftrating a carelefs defolation ; but you are no fuch man,
you are rather point-device in your accoutremcnrs^as Living

your A'lf, than feeming the lover of any other.

Orla. Fair youth, 1 would I could make thee brieve I

love.

^oj. Me believe it ?' you may as foon make her that you
love believe it ; which, I warrant, fhe is nprer to do than
to confefs, /he does ; that is one cf the p<;ints in the which
women fliil give the lie to their confciences. But in gord

lboth,arcycn he that hangs the verfcs on the trees,where-
in Rcfalind is fo admired ?

Orla, I fvvear to thee, youth, by the white hand of Ro'
Jalind, I am he, that unfortunate hg..

Rof. But are you fo much in love as your rhimes fpeak ?

Or/a, Neither rhime nor reaf« n can exprefs how much.

Rof. Love is meerly a madnefs, and 1 tell you, de-

ferves as well a dark hcufc and a whip as madmen do : and

the reafon why they are not fo punilhM and curtd, is, that

the lunacy is fo ordinary, that the whippers are in lovc too:

yet I profefs curing it by counfel.

Or/a. Did you ever cure any fo ?

Rof. Yes, one ; and in this manner. He v/as to imagine

me his love, his miftrefs: and I fet him every day to woo
me. At which time would I, being but a moonifh youth,

grieve, be effeminate, changeable, longing, and liking,

proud, fantaftical, apifh, fhallow, inconftant, full of tears,

full of fmiles ; for every paffion fomething, and for no paf-

fion truly any thing, as boys and women are for the moft

part cattle of this colour ; would now like him, now loath

him ; then entertain him, then forfwear him ; now weep,

for him, then fpit at him ; that I drave my fuitor from his

mad humourofloving toa living humour of madnefs,which

was to forfwear the full ftream of the world, and to live in

a nock raeerly monaftick 3 and thus I cur'd him> and this

way
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way will I take upon me to wafh your liver as clear as a

found flieep's heart, that there fhall not be one fpot of
love in't.

Orla, I would not be cur'd, youth.

Roj. I would cure you if you would but call me Rofalhdp

and come every day to my cote, and woo me.

OrIa» Now, by the faith of my love, I will 5 tell me
where it is.

Rof Go with me to it, and T will fhew it you ; and by

the way you /hail tell me where in the foreft you live: will

you go ?

Oria, Withal my heart, good youth.

Rof. Nay, nay, you muft call me Rofalind : come, Mer,
will you go ? [Exeunt*

SCENE IX. Enter Cloivn Audrey and Jaques.

Clo, Come apace, good Audrey^ \ will fetch up your

goats, Audrey \ and now Audrey ^ ami the man yet ?

doth my fimple feature content you ?

Aud, Your features, lord warrant us ! v/hat features ?

Clo* I am here with thee and thy goats, as the moll ca-

pricious poet honeft O'vid was among the Gotbs,

Jaq. O knowledge ill inhabited, worfe than yeve In a
thatch'd houfe.

Clo. When a man's verfes cannot be underftood, nor a
man's good wit feconded with the forward child, under-

ftanding ; it ftrikes a man moredead than a great reeking

in a little room: truly I would the Gods had made thee

poetical.

Aud. I do not know what poetical is 5 is it honeft in deed

and word ? is it a true thing ?

C/o, No truly 5 for the trueH poetry is the moll feigning,

and lovers are given to poetry, and what they fwear in

poetry, may be faid as lovers, they do feign.

Aud Do you wifh then that the Gods had made me
poetical ?

C/o. I do truly ; for thou fwear*il tome thou art honeft:

now if thou wert a poet, I might have fome hope thou

didll feign.

Aud Would you not have me honell ?
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CIo. No truly, unlefs thou wert hard favoured
j for ho-

nefty coupled to beauty, is to have honey a fawee tofugar.
Jaq, A material fool !

^ud. Well, 1 am not fair, and therefore I pray the
Gods make me honeft.

CIo, Truly, and to caft away honefty upon a foul flut

were to put good meat into an unclean difh.

^^^.lamnota Hut, though I thank the Gods Tarn foul.

C/o. Well, praifed be the Gods for thy foulnefs I flut-

tiflinefs may come hereafter : but be it as it may be, I will

marry thee ; and to that end I have been with Sir Oli'ver

Mar-text, the vicar of the next village, who harh pro-
mised to meet me in this place of the foreft, and to cou-

ple us.

Jaq, I would fain fee this meeting.

jiud. Well, the Gods give us joy.

CIo, Amen, A man may, if he were of a fearful heart,

flagger in this attempt ; for here we have no temple but

the wood, no aflembly but horn-beafts. Bttt what t4io'

?

courage. As horns are odious, they arc neceflary. ' It is

faid, many a man knows no end of his goods : right : ma-
ny a man has good horns, and knows no end of them.

Well, that is the dowry of his wife, 'tis none of his own
getting ; horns •* even fo—poor men alone ?-~no, no, the

jiobleft deer hath them as huge as therafcal: is the fmgle

man therefore bleffed ? no. As wall'd town is worthier

than a village, fo is the forehead of a married man more
honourable than the bare brow of a batchelor j and by how
much defence is better than no ikill, fo much is a horn

more precious than to want.

Enter Sir Oliver Mar- text.

Here comes Sir OU-ver: S'n Oli'ver Mar-text
,
you are well

met. Will you difpatch us here under this tree, or fiiall

we go with you to your chappel?

Sir Oli, Is there none here to give the woman ?

CIo. I will not take her on gift of any man.

Oli, Truly fhe muft be given, or the marriage is not

lawful.

Jaq. Proceed, proceed! Til ^ive her.

C/o. Good even, good mafter what ye call: how do you.

Sir ?



As You Like it. 48

Sir ? you are very well met : God'ild you for your Jaft

company ! I am very glad to fee you j even a toy in hand

here, Sir : nay
;

pray be covered.

Jaq. Will you be married, Motlyf
Clo. As the ox hath his bow. Sir, the horfe his curb, and

the faulcon his bells, foman hath his defiresj and as pige-

ons bill, fo wedlock would be nibling.

Jaq, And will you, being a man of your breeding, be

married under a bu{h like a beggar ? get you to church,and

have a good prieft that can tell you what marriage is j this

fellow will but join you together as they join wainfcoat
j

then one of you will prove a fhrunk pannel, and, like

green timber, warp, warp.

Clo. I am not in the mind, but I were better to be mar-
ried of him than of another j for he is not like to marry

me well ; and not being well married, it will be a good ex-

cufe for me hereafter to leave my wife.

Jaq. Go thou with me and let me counfel thee.

Clo. Come, fweet Audrey, we muft be married, or we
iw.uft live in bawdry : farewell, good Mr. Oli'veri not O
fweet Oli'ver, O brave 0liver^ leave me not behind thee

5

but wind away, be gone, I fay, I will not to wedding with

thee.

Sir Oil, *Tis no matter ; ne*er a fantaftical knave of

them all fiiall flout me out of my calling. [^Exeuni„

SCENE X. Enter Rofahiid and CeUa.

Rof. Never talk to me, I will weep.

CeL Do, I pr'ytheej but yet have the grace to confidec

that tears do not become a man.

Rof. But have I not caufe to weep ?

Cel. As good caufe as one would defire, therefore weep.

Eof. His very hair is of a diffembling colour.

CcL Something browner than Judas* s : marry his kiffes

are Juda5*s own children.

Rof. r faith his hair is of a good colour.

Cel. An excellent colour ; your chefnut was ever the on-

ly colour.

Rof. And his kifling is as full of fandity as the touch
of holy beard.*

* Meaning the kifs of charity from Hsrroits and holy men.
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Cel. He hath bought a pair of caft Hps ofZ)/d«j ; a

nun of winter's fifterhood kifles not more reJigioufly j the

very ice of chaftity is in them.

RoJ, But why did he fwear he would come this morn-
ing, and comes not ?

CeU Nay, certainly there is no truth in him.
Do you think fo ?

Cel, Yes, I think he is not a pick-purfe, nor a horfe-

ftcaler : but for his verity in love, 1 do think him as coa-

cave as a covered goblet, or a worm-eaten nut.

Rof* Not true in love i*

CeL Yes, when he is in ; but I think he is not in.

Rof, You have heard him fwear downright he was.

CeL WaSy is not, is
j

befide^, the oath of a lover is no
ilronger than the word of a tapfter

5
they are both the con-

firmers of falfe reckonings 5 he attends here in the foreft

on the Duke your father.

Rof I met the Duke yefterday, and had much queftion

with him : he afkt me of what parentage I was j I told him
of as good as he 5 fo he laugh'd, and let me go. But,

what talk we of fathers when there is fuch a man as

Orlando ?

Cel. Oj that's a brave man,he writes brave verfes, fpeaka

brave words, fwears brave oaths, and breaks them bravely;

quite travers athwart the heart of his lover, as a puifny til-

ter, that fpurs his horfe but on one fide, breaks his ftaff

like a nofe-quilTd goofe 5 but alfs brave that youth mounts

and folly guides : who comes here ?

Enter Corin.

Cor. Miftrefs and mafter, you have oft enquir'd

After the /hepherd that complain'd of love.

Whom you faw fitting by me on the turf,

Praifing the proud difdainful fhepherdefs.

That was his mil^refs.

Cel. Weil, and what of him ?

Cor* If you will fee a pageant truly plaid

Between the pale complexion of true love,

And the red glow of fcorn and proud difdain
j

Go hence a little, and I fhaii conduit you.

If you will mark it*
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Rof. O come, let us remove :

The fight of lovers feedeth thofe in Jove!

Bring us but to this fight, and you /hall fay

rJl prove a bufy a£tor in their play. {^Exeunt^

SCENE XI. Enter Sylvius and Phebe.
SyL Sweet Phebe, do not fcorn me, do not> Phebe :

Say that you Jove me not, but fay not fo

In bitternefs j the common executioner,

Whofe heart th'accuftom'd fight of death makes hard.
Falls not the ax upon the humbled neck.

But firft begs pardon : will you fterner be

Than he that Jives and thrives by bloody drops ?

Enter RofaJind, Celia and Corin.

Phe, I would not be thy executioner.

I fly thee, for I would not injure thee.

Thou tell'il me there is murder in mine eyes :

'Tis pretty, fure, and very probable.

That eyes that are the frail'il and fcfteft things.

Who fliut their coward gates on atomies,

Should be call'd tyrants, butchers, murtherers.

Now I do frown on thee with all my heart,

And if mine eyes can wound, now let them kill thees

Now counterfeit to fwoon
;
why, now fall down 5

Or if thou canft not, oh for ihame, for fhame.

Lie not, to fay mine eyes are murtherers.

Now /hew the wound mine eyes have made in thee |

Scratch thee but with a pin, and there remains

Some fear of it j lean but upon a rufii.

The cicatrice and capable Impreflure

Thy palm fome moment keeps : but now mine eyes.

Which I have darted at thee, hurt thee not
j

Nor, I am fure, there is no force in eyes

That can do any hurt.

!Syl O my dear Phebe,

If ever (as that ever may be near)

You meet in fome frefh cheek the power of fancy.

Then fhall you know the v/ounds invifibJe

That love's keen arrows make.
Phe, But 'till that time

Come not thou near me j and when that time coaie?.

Vol. 111. E Ailli^
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Affii<5l me v/ith thy mocks, pity me not.

As 'till that time I fhall not pity thee.

Rof. And why, I pray you ? who might be your mother.

That you infult, exult and domineer

Over the wretched ? what though you have fome beauty,

(As, by my faith, I fee no more in you

Than without candle may go dark to bed,)

Mnft you be therefore proud and pitilefs ?

Why, Vs'hat means this ? why do you look on me ?

i fte no more in you than in the ordinary

Of nature's fale-work : cdds my little life,

I think fhe means to tangle mine eyes too t

No, faith, proud miftrefs, hope not after it
5

'Tis not your inky brows, your black filk hair.

Your bugle eye-balls, nor your cheek of cream

That can entame my fpirits to your wor(hip«

You fooliih fliepherd, wherefore do you follow her

^Like foggy fouth puffing with wind and rain ?

You are a thoufand times a properer man
Than flie a woman. 'Tis fuch fools as you

That ma-ke the world full of ill-favour'd children
5

Tis not her glafs, but you that flatter her.

And out of you fhe fees herfelf more proper

Than any of her lineaments can fhow her.

But, miftrefs, know yourfelf, down on your knees,

And thank heaven failing for a good man's love 5

For I muft tell you friendly in your ear,

Sell when you can, you are not for all markets.

Cry the man mercy, love him, take his offer,

* Foul is moft foul, being foul to be a fcoffer:

So take her to thee, fhepherd 5 fere you well.

Phz^ Sv/eet youth, I pray you, chide a year together;

I had rather hear you chide, than this man woo.
Rcj> He's fallen in love with her foulnefs» and /he'll fall

an love with my anger. If it be fo, as faft as fhe anfwers

thee with frowning looks, Tllfauce her with bitter words

;

Why look you fo upon me ?

Fhe, For no ill-will I bear you.

JJi?/. I pray you do not fall in love with me,

By the word/ca/ Ucre is me«int jmrcmng^ U-iemg.
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For I am falfer than, vows made in wine ;

Befides, I like you not. If you will know my houfe,

'Tis at the tuft of olives, here hard by:

Will you go, fifter ? fhepherd, ply her hard :

Come, fifter
5

fhepherdefs, look on him better,

And be not proud } tho' al! the world could f^e ye

None could be fo abusM in fight as he.

Come, to our flock. \^Ex. Rof. Cel. and Cor.

Phe» 'Deed, fhepherd, now I find thy faw of might.

Who e'ver lo'v''dy that h'v^d not at fitji fight

Pbe, Hah : what fay'ft thou, Syhius ?

Syl. Sweet Phebe, pity me.
Phe, Why, I am fcr y for thee, gentle Syhiuu

]

SyL Where-ever forrow is, relief would be
5

If you do forrow at my grief in love,

By giving love your forrow and my grief

Were both extermin'd.

Phe. Thou haft my love j is not that neighbourly ?

SyL I would have you.

Phs, Why, that were covetoufnefs,

Syhius f the time was, that I hated thee ;

And yet it is not that I bear thee love j

But fince that thou canft talk of love fo well.

Thy company, which erft was irkfome to me,
I will endure; and I'll employ thee too :

But do not look for further recompence

Than thine own gladnefs that thou art employ'd.

Sy/» So holy and fo perfed is my love.

And fuch a poverty of grace attends it.

That I fhall think it a moft plenteous crop

To glean the broken ears after the man
That the main harveft reaps: ioofe aow and then

A fcattered fmile, and that I'll live upon.

Phe. Know'ft thou the youth that fpoketome erewhilc ?

Syh Not very well, but I have met him oft 5

And he hath bought the cottage and the bounds

That the old Carlot once was mafter of.

Phe, Think not I love him, tho' I afk for him 1

'Tis but a peeviih boy, yet he talks well,

E z But,
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But what care I for words ? yet words do weJI,

When he that fpeaks them pleafes thofethat hear:

It is a pretty youth, not very pretty

;

But fure he's proud, and yet his pride becomes him ,

He'll make a proper man; the heft thing in him
Is his complexion : and fafter than his tongue

Did make offence, his eye did heal it up

:

He is not tall, yet for his years he's tall
j

His leg is but fo fo, and yet *tis well
j

There was a pretty rednefs in his lip,

A little riper and more luliy red

Than that mix'd in his cheek ; 'twas juft the difference

Betwixt the conftant red and mingled damafk.

There be fome women, Syl'viusy had they mark'd him
In parcels as I did, would have gone near

To fall in love with him ; but for my part

I love him not, nor hate him not ; and yet

I have more caufe to hate him than to love him

:

For what had he to do to chide at me ?

He faid mine eyes were black, and my hair black.

And, now I am remembred, fcorn'd at me;
I marvel why I anfwer'd not again,

But that's all onej omittance is no quittance*

I'll write to him a very taunting letter.

And thou fhalt bear it 5 wilt thou, Sylvius f

Syl. Phebe, with all my heart.

Pbe, I'll write it ftraight
;

The matter's in my head, and in my heart,

1 will be bitter with him, and pafling fliort

:

Go with me, Syhius, [Exeunt

•

A C T IV. SCENE I.

Continues in the Foreft.

Enter Rofalind, Celia and Jaques«

Jaq, "T Pr'ythee,pretty youth^ let me be better acquaint-

JL ed with thee.

Rof* They fay you are melancholy fellow.

yaq. I am fo ; I do love it better than laughing.

Rof, Thofe that are in extremity of either are abomina*
ble
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ble fe]Iows,an(l betray themfelves to every modern c€nfure,

worfe tb^^n drunkards.

Jaq. Why^ 'tis good to be fad, and fay nothing.

Rof Why then 'tis good to be a poft.

yaq, I have neither the fcholar's nnelancholy, which,

is emulation ; nor the mufician s, which is tantaftical 5 nor

the courtier's, which is proud j nor the foldier's, wh'th is

ambitious ; lior the lawyer's, which is politick 5 nor thi

lady's, which is nice 5 nor the lover's, which is all thefej

but it is a melancholy of mine own, compoundcxl of many
fimples, extracted from many objeds, and indeed the fun-

dry contemplation of my travels, in which my often ru-

mination wraps me in a moll humourous fadnels.

Rof. A traveller ' by miy faith, you have great reafon

to be fad : I fear you have fold your own lands, to fee other

mens j
then, to have feen much, and to have nothing, is

to have rich eyes and poor hands.

Jaq, Yes, I have gaii^'d experience.

Enter Orlando.

Rof And your expeiience makes you fad : I had rather

have a fool to make me merry than experience to makg
me fad, and to travel for it too.

Orla» Good day, and happinefs, Atzx Rofalitid !

Jaq. Nay, then God b'w'y you an you talk in blank

verfe. \Exit^

SCENE II.

Rof. Farewell, monfieur traveller
J

look you lifp, and

wear flrange fuits j diiable all the benefits of your own
country 5 be out of love v/ith your nativity, and almoft

chide God for making you thatcountenance you are, or I

will fcarce think you have fwam in a Gondola. Why, how
now, Orlandoy where have you been ail this while ? You
a lover ? an you ferve me fuch another trick, never come in

my fight more.

Orla, My fair Rofalind, I come within an hour of my
promifc.

Rof Break an hour's promife in love ! he that will di-

vide a minute in a thoufand parts, and break but a part

of the thoufafidth part of a minute m the affairs of iovtij».

£3 it
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h may be faid of him, that Cupid hath clapt him o'th*

fhoulder, but PU warrant him heart-whole.

Orla. Pardon me, dear Rofaiind.

Rof. Nay, an you be lb tardy, come no more in mj
fight

J
I had as lief be wooM of a fnail.

Orla. Of a fnail ?

Rof» Ay, of a fnail ; for tho' he comes flowly, he car-

ries his houfe on his head: a better jointure I think, than

you can make a woman; befides he brings his deftiny

with him.
Orla. What's that ?

Rof, Why, horns 5 which fuch as you are fain to be

beholden to your wives for 5 but he comes armed in his for-

tune, and prevents the (lander of his wife.

OrIa» Virtue is no horn-maker j and my Rofaiind is

virtuous.

Rof, And I am your Rofaiind,

Cel. It pleafcs him to call you fo j but he hath a Rofa-
iind of a better leer than you.

Rof, Come, woo me, woo me; for now I am in a
holyday humour, and like enough to confent: whatwould
you fay to me now, an I were your very, \Qxy Rofaiind f

Orla, I would kifs before I fpoke.

Rof, Nay, you were better fpeak firfl, and when you
were gravell'd for lack of matter, you might take occa-

£on to kifs. Very good orators, when they are out, they
will fpit ; and for lovers lacking, God warn us, matter, the

cleanlieft ihift is to kifs.

Orla. How if the kifs be denied ?

Rof, Then /he puts you to entreaty, and there begins

new matter.

Orla, Who could be out, being before his beloved

miftrefs ?

Rof, Marry that fhould you if I were your miftrefs, or

I Aould think my honefty ranker than my wit.

Orla, What of my fuit ?

Rof, Not out of your apparel, and yet out of your fuit.

Am not I your Rofaiind ?
Orla. I take fome joy to fay you are, becaufe I vvrould

be talking of her»

Rof^
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iJfl/. Well, in her perlbn I fay I will not have you.

Orla, Then in mine own perfon I die.

l^oj. No, faith, die by attorney j the poor world is al-

ftioft fix thouland years old, and in all this time there was
not any man died in his own perfon, 'videlicet^ in a love-

caufe: T^roilus had his brains dafli'd out with a Grecian

club, yet he did what he could to die before, and he is one

of the patterns of love. Leander, he would have liv'd

many a fair year, tho* Hero had turn'd nun, if it had not

been for a hot midfummer night
; for, good youth, ha

went but forth to wafh in the Hellefponty and being taken

with the cramp was drown'd ; and the foolifh coroners of
that age found it Hero of Sejlos, But thefe are all lies

j

men have died from time to time, and worms have eaten

them, but not for love.

Orla, I would not have my right Rofalind of this

mind j for I proteft her frown might kill me.
Roj\ By this hand, it will not kill a fliej but come;

now I will be your Rofalind in a more coming-on difpofi-

tion 5 and afk me what you will, I will grant it.

Orla» Then love me, Rofalind,

Rof, Yes faith will I, Fridays and Saturdays, and all.

Orla, And wilt thou have me ?

Rof, Ay, and twenty fuch.

Or/a. What fay'ft thou ?

Rof, Are you not good ?

Oria, I hope fo.

Rof Why then, can one defire too much of a good

thing ? come, fifter, youfhall be the prieft, and marry us.

Give me your hand, Orlando : what do you fay, Sifter ?

Orla. Pray thee, marry us.

Cel. I cannot fay the words.

Rof You muft begin, will you Orlando ^

Cel, Go to : will you Orlando have to wife this Rofalind ?

Orla, I will.

Rof. Ay, but when ?

Orla, Why now, as faft as fhe can marry us.

Rof Then you muft fay, I take thee Rofalind for wife.

Orla, I take thee Rofalind for wife.

RoJ, I might^ you for your commifiion, but I do
I take
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take thee Orlando for my hufband : there's a girl goes be -

fore the prieft, and certainly a woman'sthought runs before

her anions.

Orla* So do all thoughts; they are wing'd.

Ro^. Now tell me how long you would love her after

you have poffeft her.

Orla. For ever and a day.

Rof. Say a day without the ever : no, no, Orlando^ mea
are Aprilwhen they woo, December when they wed : maids

are May when they are maids, but the fky changes when
they are wives ; I will be more jealous of thee than a

5^2/-^^rycock pidgeon over his hen j more clamorous than a

parrot againft rain; more new-fangled than ape ; more

giddy in my defires than a monkey ; 1 will weep for no-

thing, like Diana in the fountain, and I will do that when
you are difpofed to be merry ; I will laugh like a hyen,

and that when you are inclinM to flcep.

Orla, But will my Rofalind do fo ?

Rof. By my life, (he. will do as I do.

Orla. O, but fhe is wife.

Rof. Or elfe flie could not have the wit to do this ; the

wifer,the waywarder: make the doors faft upon a woman's
wit, and it will out at thecafement j

fhutthat, and 'twill

out at the key-hole
;
ftop that, it will fly with the fmoak

oat at the chimney.
Orla, A man that had a wife with fuch a wit, he might

fay, wit, whither wilt ?

Rof, Nay, you might keep that theck for it, 'till you

met your wife's wit going to your neighbour's bed.

Orla. And what wit could wit have to excufe th^t ?

Rof. Marry, to fay fhe came to feek you there: you
fhall never take her without her anfvver, unlefs you take

her without her tongue. O that woman, that cannot make
her fault her hufband's accufation, let her never nurfe her

child herfclf, for fhe will breed it like a fool !

Orla, For thefe two hours, Rofalindy I v/ill leave thee.

Rof. Alas, dear love, I cannot lack thee two hours.

Or/a. I muft attend the Duke at dinner, by two o'clock

I will be with thee again.

Rof* Ay, go your ways, go your ways ; I knew what
you
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you would prove, my friends told me as much, and I

thought no lefs ; that flattering tongue of yours won me
5

'tis but one caft away, and fo come death : two o'th'clock

is your hour ?

Orla* Ay, fweet Rofalind,

Rof. By my troth, and in good earneft, and fo God mend
me, and by aJl pretty oaths that are not dangerous, if you
break one jot of your promife, or come one minute behind

your hour, I will think you the moft pathetical break-pro-

mife, and the moft hollow lover, and the moft unworthy
of her you call Rojalind, that may be chofen out of the

grofsbandof the unfaithful 5 therefore beware my cenfure,

and keep your, promife.

Orla. With no lefs religion if thou wert indeed my
Rofalind'^ fo adieu.

Rof Well^ time is the old juftice that examines all

fuch offenders, and let time try. Adieu. [-E;c/> Orla.

SCENE III.

CeL You have fimply mifus'd our fex in your love-prate

:

we muft have your doublet and hofe pluck*d over your

head, and fhew the world what the Bird hath done to her
own neft.

RoJ, O coz, coz, coz, my pretty little coz, that thou
didft know how many fathom deep I am in love j but it

cannot be founded : my affedion hath an unknown bottom,

like the bay of Portugal,

CeL Or rather bottomlefs, that as faftas you pour affec-

tion in, it runs out, .

Rof. No, that fame wicked baftard of Venus, that

was begot of thought, conceiv'd of fpleen, and born of
madnefs, that blind rafcally boy, that abufes every one's

eyes, becaufe his own are out, let him be judge how deep

I am in love 5 Pll teli thee, Aliena, I cannot be out of

the fight of OrlarJo : I'll go find a fhadow and iigh 'till

he come.

Cel. And rll fleep. [Exeunt,

SCENE IV. Enter Jaques, Lords, and Forefters.

Jaq. Which is he that kiil'd the deer ?

Lord. Sir, it was I.

Jaq, Let's prefent him to the Duke like a Reman con-

queror.
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queror, and it would do well to fet the deer's horns upon
his head for a branch of vidtory j have you no fong, foreft-

cr, for this purpofe ?

For, Yes, Sir.

y^iq. Sing it : 'tis no matter how it be in tune, fo it

make noife enough.

Mufick, Song.

What Jhall he ha've that kiWd the deer ?

His leather Jkin and herns to ivear
j

Hhen Jing him home ; Take thou no fcorn

[The reft fhall bear this burthen.

To nvear the horn^ the horn, the horn :

It was a crejl ere thou moaft horn.

Thy father"* s father wore ity

And thy ownfather bore it,

The horn, the horn, the tufty horn,

Is not a thing to laugh to fcorn, [Exeunt*

SCENE V. Enter Rolalind ^n^Celia.

Rof, How fay you now, is it not paft two o'clock ?

I wonder much Orlmndo is not here.

Cel, I warrant you, with p6re love and troubled brain

he hath ta'en his bow and arrows, and is gone forth to

ileep : look who comes here.

Enter Sylvius.

Syl. My errand is to you, fair youth.

My gentle Phebe bid me give you this:

I know not the contents ; but as I gutfs

By the ftern brow and wafpifh a£lion

Which fhe did ufe as fhe was writing of it.

It bears an angry tenour
;
pardon me,

I am but as a guiltlefs mefTenger.

Rof. Patience herfelf would ftartle at this letter,

[^fter reading the letter*

And play the fwaggerer 5 bear this, bear ail.

She fays I am not fair, that I lack manners,

She calls me proud, and that /he cculd not Icve me
Were man as rare at phenix : odd's my will

!

Her love is not the hare that I do hunt.

Why writes fhe fo to me ? well, fhepherd, well^

This is a letter of your own device.
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SyU No, I proteft I knew not the contents,

Fbthe did write it.

^of* Come, come, you're a fool.

And turnM into th' extremity of love.

Ifawher hand, fhe has a leathern hand,

A free-ftone-coloured hand ; I verily did think

That her old gloves were on, but 'twas her hands

:

She has a houfewife's hand, but that's no matter ;

3 fay file never did invent this letter.

This is a man's invention, and his hand.

Syl. Sure it is hers.

Ro^* Why 'tis a boifterous and cruel llile,

A ftile for challengers
;
why, fiie defies me.

Like ^Turk to Chriftian 5 woman's gentle brain

Could not drop forth fuch giant rude invention.

Such Etbiop words, blacker in their effe£l

Than in their countenance 5 will you hear the letter ?

Sy!» So pleafe you^ for I never heard it yet j

Yet heard too much of Phebe's cruelty.

Rof. She Fhebe's me : mark how the tyrant writes.

[Reads] Art thou God toJhepherd turri'd^

That a maiderP i heart hath burned P

Can a woman rail thus ?

Syl, Call you this railing ?

Rof, [Reads] l^hy, thy Godhead laid apart,

JVarr'^Ji thou nvith a <woman'& heart ?

Did you ever hear fuch railing ?

Whiles the eye of man did *woo me,

That could do no ^vengeance to me»

Meaning me a beaft.

If the fcorn of your bright eyne

Have po^uer to raife fuch lo've in mine^

Alack^ in mey ivhat frange effeci

Would they uuork in mild ajpeEi?

Whiles you chid me y I did love
\

Hczv then might your prayers move i

lie that brings this love to thee

Little knows this love in me^
And by him feal up thy mind,

JVhjtbcr that thy xoutb aiid kind

Will
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Will thefaithful offer take

Of mey and all that lean make j

Or elfe by him my love deny.

And then I'llJiudy how to die*

Syl. Call you this chiding ?

Cel. Alas, poor fhepherd !

Rof Do you pity him ? no, he deferves no pity ; wilt

thou Jove fuch a woman ? what, to make thee an inftru-

ment, and play falfe ftrains upon thee ?. not to be endured .'

well go your way to her, for I fee love hath made thee a

tame fnake, and fay this to her, that if /he love me, I

charge her to love thee ; if /he will not, I will never have

her, unlefs thou entreat for her. If you be a true lover,

hence, and not a word 5 for here comes more company.
[Exit Syl.

SCENE VI. Enter Oliver.

Oli, Good morrow, fair ones : pray you, if you know.
Where in the purlews of this foreft ftands

A Aeep-cote fenc'd about with olive-trees ?

Cel. Weft of this place down in the neighbour bottom.

The rank ofofiers, by the murmuring ftream

Left on your right-hand, brings you to the place j

But at this hour the houfe doth keep it felf.

There's none within.

Oli. If that an eye may profit by a tongue.

Then fhould I know you by defcription,

Such garments, and fuch years : the boy is fair.

Of female favour, and beftows himfelf

Like a ripe Sifter : but the woman low.

And browner than her brother. Are not you
The owner of the houfe 1 did enquire for ?

Cel. It is no boaft, being a/k'd to fay we are.

Oli. Orlando doth commend him to you both.

And to that youth he caJis his Rojalind

He fends this bloody napkin. Are you he ?

RoJ. I am 5 what muft we und-^rftand by this ?

Oli, Some ofmy ihame, if you will kn'.-w cf me
What man I am, and how, and why, and where
This handkerchief wjs ftain'd*

CeU I pray ycu, tell it.

Oli%
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1

OJu When laft the young Orlando parted from you,

^ie left a promife to return again

AVirhin two hours j and pacing through the foreft.

Chewing the focd of fvveet and bitter fancy,

Lo what befel ! he threw his eye a fide.

And mark what objedi d d prefent it feJf.

Under an oak, whofe boughs v/ere mols'd with age,

And high top bald, of dry ant iquity :

A wretched ragged m^m, o'er-grown with hair.

Lay fleeping on his back j about his neck

A green and glided fnake had wreathM it felf,

ho with her head, nimble in threats, approach'd

The opening of his mc uth 5 but luddenly

Seeing Orlar,do it unlink'd it felf,

And with ind ntcd glides did flip away
Into a bufli, under which buOi's fhade

A Lionels, with udders all drawn dry,

Li^y couching head on ground, with cat-like watch
W'hcn that the fleeping man fhculd ftir; for 'tis

Tile royal difpofition of that beaft

To prey on nothing that doth feem as dead :'

This feen Orlando did approach the man.
And found It was his brother, his elder brother.

CeL O, I have heard him fpeak of that fame brother^

And he did render him the moft unnatural

That liv'd 'mongd men
Oli. And well he might fo do

5

For well I know he was unnatural.

Ro/. JJwt to Orlando 5 did he leave him there

Focd to the fuck'd and hungry lionefs ?

Ol'u Twice did he turn his back, and purpcsM fo :

But kindnefs nobler ever than revenge,

And nature ftronger than his juft occafion,

Wade him give battle to the lionefs :

Vt/ho quickly fell before him, in which hurtling

From miferable flumber 1 awak'd.
Cel. Are you his brother ?

i^o/. Was't you he refcu'd ?

Cd, Was't VQU Uut did fo oft contrive to kill him ?

YoL. III. F on, ,
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Oil, 'Twas I ; but 'tis not I ; I do not fliaaae

To tell you what I was, fince my converfion

So fweetly taftes, being the thing I am.
Roj, But for the bloody napkin ?

on. By and by.

When from the firft to lift, betwixt us two.

Tears our reccuntments h^d nioft kindly baili'd.

As how I came into that dsfart place
5

In brief, he led me to the gentle Duke,
Who gave me fre/li array and entertainment.

Committing me unto my brother's love.

Who led me'ndantly unto his cave.

There ftrippM himfcif, and here upon his arm
7'he iionefs had torn fome llefh away, '

Vv^hich all this while had bled; and liow he fainteS,

And cry'd, in fainting, upon Rojalind,

Brief, I recover'd him, bound up his wound.

And after fome fmall fpace, being firong at heart.

He fent me hither, ibanger as 1 am,

To tell this ftory, that you might excufe

His broken promife, and to give this napkin,

Dy'd in his blocd, unto the Ihepherd youth

That he in fportdoth call his RofalinJ,

CeL Why, how now, GanimeJ, fweet Gar.i'mtif

[Rof. fairm*

Oil, Many will fwoon when they do look on blood.

Cel. There is no more in't : coufm Ganitmd!
Oli, Look, he recovers.

Rof. Would I were at home !

Cel, We'll lead you thither.

I pray you, will you take him by the arm ?

Oil. Be of good cheer, youth
;
you a man ? you Jack ^

man's heart.

RoJ. I do fo, Iconfefsit. Ah, Sir, a boly ivould thin^
this v/as v/ell counterfeited. I proy you, teJi your br.otliLfff

hov/ we!l J counterfeited : - heigh-ho !

0//. This was not counterfeit, there is too great itei^i-

jnonyin your complexion that it was a palBon ofearndft-

• Roj> Counterfeit^ I afilire you.

OB.
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on. Well then, take a good heart, and counterfeit to be

a man.

Raf, So I do: but, i'faith, I /hould have been a wo-
man by right.

Cel, Come, you look paler and paler
;
pray you, draw

homewards
} gocd Sir, go with us.

Oli. That will 1 5 for I muft bear anfwer back

How you excufe my brother, Rofalind.

Rof, I fliall devife fomethingj but I pray you, com-
mend my counterfeiting to him : will you go ? \_Exeiint*

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

The Foreft. Enter CJcwn ^nd Audrey.

CIo, WJ E ^iiall find a time, Audrey
j
patience^ gentle

Aud. Faith, the prieft was gocd enough, for all the

old Gentleman's faying.

Clo, A moft wicked Sir OIiTJer, Audrey ^ a moft vile

Mar-text ! but, Audrey y there is a youth here in thefo-

xefl lays claim to you.

Aud, Ay, I know who *tis ; he hath no intereft in the

world 5 here comes the man you mean.
Enter Wiiliam.

CiO. It is meat and drink to me to fee a clown
;
by my

troth, we that have good wits have much to anfwer for:

weihall be flouting j we cannot hold.

fVilL Good ev'n Audrey.

And. God ye good ev*n, WiU'tam.

JVtll. And good ev'n to you. Sir.

Clo. Gocd ev'n, gentle friend. Cover thy head, cover thy

head
;
nay, pr'ythee be cover'd. How old are you, friend ?

IViiL Five and twenty. Sir.

Clo, A ripe age : is thy name William f

miL-.V/dltam, Sir.

Clo, A fair name. Waft born i'th' foreft here ?

Will. Ay, Sir, I thank God.
Clo. Thank God : a good anfwer : art rich ?

mil, 'Faith, Sir, fo fo.

Clo, So fo is good, very good, very excellent gocd : and

yet it is not
J

it is but fo fo. Art thou.wife

F 2 mil.
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Will. Ay, Sir, I have a pretty wit.

C/cj. Why, thou fay'ft well : I do now remember a fay-

ing, the fool doth think he is wife, but the wife man knows
hirnfelf to be a fool. The hcarhen philofopher, when he
had a defire to eat a grape, would open his lips when he put

it into his mouth, meaning thereby, that grapes were made
to eat, and lips to open. You do love this maid ?

Will. I do, Sir.

Clo, Give me your hand: art thou learned ?

Wni. No, Sir.

Co. Then learn this of me ; to have, is to have. For
it is a figure in rhetorick, that drink being poured out of a
cup into a glafs by filling the one doth empty the other.

For all your writers do confent^ that ip^e is he: now yotf

zrenoti/>fe] for I am he.

Wi/l. Which he, Sir ?

Clo. He, Sir, that muft marry this woman; therefore

you clown, abandon j which is in the vulgar, leave the

focietyj which in theboorifli, is company, of this female|

which in the common, is woman ; which together is,

abandon the focietyof this female; or clown, thou perifh-

eft
; or, to thy better underftanding, dieft ; or, to wit, I

kill thee, make thee away, tranflate thy lifeinto death, thy

liberty into bondage ; I will deal in poifon with thee, or

in baftinado, or in ftecl ; I will bandy with thee in faftion,

I will o'er-run thee with policy, I will kill thee a haa-
dred and fifty ways ; therefore tremble and depart.

u4ud. Do, good William.

Will, God reft you merry, Sir. [Exit*

Enter Corin.

Cor. Our mafter and miftrefs feek you ; come away,
away.

Clo. Trip, Audrey, trip, Audrey ; I attend, I attend.

[^Exeunt.

SCENE IL Enter Orlarado and Oliver.

OrZar. Is'tpofiiblethat on fo little acquaintance you/liould

like her? that but feeing, you ftiould love her ? and lov-

ing, woo? and wooing, fhaftiould grant ? and will you
perfevere to enjoy her ?

Oil, Neither call the giddinefs of it In qucftien, the pa*

Tcrty
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ir'erty of her, the fmall acquaintance, my fudden \vooing>

nor her fudden cc nienting \ but lay with me, 1 love Aliena\

fay with her, that fhe loves me ; confent with both, thac

we may enjoy each other j it fhaii be to your good : for my
father's houfc, and ail the revenue that was old Sir

Jand'*s, will I eftateupcji you, and here live and die a fhep-

herd.
Enter Rofalind.

Orla. You have my conicnt. Let your wedding be to-

morrow ; thither will i invite the Duke and ail his con-

tented followers ;
go you and prepare Aiiena j for look you,

here comts my Rofahnd.

Rcf God fave you, brother.

Oil, And you, fair liiler.

Rof. O rny dear Orlando, how it grieves me to fee thes

wear thy heart in a fcarf

!

Orla, It is my arm.

Rof, I thought thy heart had been wounded with the

claws of a lion.

Orla, Wounded it is, but with the eyes of a lady.

HoJ, Did your brother teii you how I counterfeited t«

fwoon, when he fhev/'d me your handkerchief?

Orla, Ay, and greater wonders than that.

"RoJ, O, I know where you are: nay, 'tis true: there

was never any thing fo fudden, but the light of two rams,
and C<^/i?f's thrafonical br.-^g of I came, faw and overcame:

for your brother and my filier no fooner met, but thty

look'd
J
no fooner look'd, but they lov'd : no fooner lov'd,

but they figh'd ; no fooner figh'd, but they askM one an-
<^ther the reafon j no fooner knew the reafon, but they

fought the remedy j and in thefe degrees have they made a
pair of ftairs to marriage, which they v/ill climb inconti-

nent, or elfe be incontinent before marriage
j
they are in

the very wrath of love, and they will together. Clubs
cannot part them.

Orla, They fhall be married to-morrow j and! wnllbid

the Duke to the nuptial. But O, how bitter a thing it is

to look into happineis through another man's t yes! by fo

much the more fhaiU to-morrow beat the height of heart-

F 3 hca-
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heaviiiefs, by how much 1 ihall think my brother happy m
having what he wifhes for.

Rof. Why then to-morrow I cannot ferve your turn for

Rofalind.

Orla, I can live no longer by thinking.

Rof. J will weary you then no longer with idle talking.

Know of me then, for now I fpeak to fome purpofe, that

I know you are a gentleman of good conceit. I Ip^ak not

this tliat you fliould bear a good opinion of my knowledge j

inibmuch, I f^y, I know what you are ; neither do 1 la-

bour for a greater efleem than may in fome little meafure
draw a belief from you to do your felf good, and not to

grace me. Believe th?n, if you pleafe, that I can do
llrange things ; I have, fince I was three years old, con-
verft with a magician, moft profound in his art, and yet

not damnable. If you do love Rosalind fo near the heart as

your gefture cries it out, when your brother marries AUtna.

you fhall marry her. I know into what ftreights of for-

tune fhe is driven, and it is not impoflible to me, if it ap-

pear not inconvenient to you, to let her before your eyes

to-morrow \ human as file is, and without any danger.

Orla, Speak'ft thou in fobcr me.mings ?

RoU By my life, I do j which 1 tender dearly, tho*^ I

fay I am a magician : therefore put you on your beft ar-

ray, bid your friends: for if you will be married to-

morrow, you ^hdW } and to Rojalindy if you will.

SCENE III. Enter Sylvius and Phebe.

Look, here comes a lover of mine, and a lover of hers.

Phe. Youth, you have done me much ungcntleucfs.

To fliew the letter that I writ to you.

Rof I care not if I have : it is my lludy

To feem defpiteful and ungentle to yon :

You are there followed by a faithful flicpherd ;

J-ook upon him, love him ; he woi/bips you.

Phe. Good fiiepherd, tell this youth what 'tis to Iovc«

SyL It is to be made all of hghs and tears
j

^nd fo I am for Pbtbe»

Phe. And I for Ganimed,

Orla. And I for R'J'alind,

JfioJ, A;id I for ao womaa.
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Syl, It is to be made all of faith and fervicc \

And fo I am for Pbebe,

Phe, And I for Ganimcd»

Orla. And I for Rojalind,

Rof. And I for no woman.
Syi. It is to be all made of fantafie,

AW made of palTion, and all made of wlfheSp.

All adoration, duty and obfervance,

All humblenefs, all patience, and impatience.

All purity, all tryal, all obfervance
5

And fo am I for Phebe,

Phe. And fo am I for Ganimed.

Orla. And fo am I for Rofalind.

Rof. And fo am I for no woman.
Phe» If this be fo, why blame you me to love you ?

[T. Rof.

Syl, If this be fo, why blame you me to love you ?

[To Phe.
Orla, If this be fo, why blame you me to love you ?

Rof, Who do you fpeak to, JVhy blameyou me to lonjeyou ?
Orla. To her that is not here, nor doth not hear.

Roj. Pray you, no more of this; 'tis like the howling
of Irijh Wolves againft the moon; 1 will help you if I can,

I would love you if I could : to-morrow meet me all to-

gether : I will many you, if ever I marry woman, and
ril be married to-morrow; [To Phe.] I will fatisfy you
if ever I fatisfyM man, and you fhall be married to-mor-
row ; [To Orl.j I will content you, if what pleafes you
contents you, and you fhall be married to-morrow : [To

Syl.] As ycu love Rofalind, meet ; as you love Phebe^

meet ; and as I love no woman, I'll meet. So fare you
well ; I have left you commands.

Syl, ril not fail, if I live.

Phe. Nor I.

Orla. Nor I. [Exeunt,

SCENE IV. Enter Ciown and Audrey.
C/dJ. To-morrow is the joyful day, Audrey : to-morrow

l^e will be married.

Aud* 1 do dsfire it Viith all my heart 5 and I hope it 13

BO
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no diflioneft defire to defire to be a woman of the world*

Here come two of the banifhM Duke's pages.

Enter two Pages,

1 Page, Well met, honeft gentleman.

Clo. By my troth, well met: come, fit, fit, and a fong.

2 Page. We are for you, fit Tth* middle,

1 Page, Shall we clap into't roundly, without hawk-
ing, or fpitting, or faying we are hoarfe, which are the

only prologues to a bad voice ?

2 P^ge* r faith, i'faith, and both in a tune, like tw«
gvpfies on a horfe.

SONG.
Je ivas a lo'ver and his lajs,

With a hey^ and a ho, and a hey noninOy

That o'er the green corn-field did pafs

In thespring-time j the pretty jpring- time,

When birds do Jing^ hey ding a ding^ ding^

Siveet lo'vers lome the j'pring.

And therefore tale the prejent time.

With a hey, and a ho, and a bey nonino
9

For love is croivned with the prime.

In thefpring'time, &c,

Betiveeit the acres ofthe rye.

Wit > a hey, and a ho, and a hey Twmno^

Thefe pretty countryfolks ivcu/d lye.

In the Spring-time, &c.

The carrol they began that hour,

V/ith a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino,

H01V that our life ivas but afewer.
In the fpring'time. See*

Clo. Truly, young gentlemen, though there was, no
great matter in the ditty, yet the note was vtry unluneable.

I Page. You are dtceiv'd. Sir 5 and we kept time, we
loft not our time.

Clo. By my troth, yes: I count it but time loft to hear

fuch a foolifh fong, God b'w'y you, and God mend your

voices Come, Audrey, [Exeunt.

SCENE
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SCENE V. Enter Duke Senior^ Amiens, Jaques,

Orlando, Oliver, and Celia.

Ifuke Sen. Doft thou believe, Orlando^ that the boy-

Can do all this that he hath promifed?

Orla, I fometimes do believe, and fometimes do not
j

As thofe that think they hope, and know they fear.

Enter Rofalind, Sylvius, and Phebe.

Rof, Patience once more, whiles our compaft is urg'd :

You fay, if I bring in your Rofa/ind, \T'o the Duke
You will beftow her on Orlando here ?

Duke Sen, That would I, had I kingdoms to give with
iter.

Rof» And you fay you will have her when I bring her ? .

,

[To Orlando.

Orla, That would I, were I of all kingdoms King.

RofYoM fay you'll marry me, if I be willing. [T(jPhcbe».

Phe, That will I, fhoiild I die the hour after.

Rof. But if you do refufe to marry me.
You'll give your felf to this mofl faithful fhepherd ?

Phe, So is the bargain.

Rof. You fay, that you'll havePi^^^^, if /lie will ?

[To Sylvius*

Syl* Tho' to hate her and death were both one thing.

Rof, I've promis'd to make all this matter even ;

Keep you your word, O Duke, to give your daughter :

You yours, Orlando, to receive his daughter :

Keep your word, Phebe, that you'll marry me.
Or elfe, refufmg me, to Wed this fhepherd.

Keep your word, Sylvius, that youMl marry her,

if fhe refufe me; and from hence I go

To make thefe doubts all even. [Exe. Rof. and Celia.

Duke Sen. I do remember in this fliepherd-boy

Some lively touches of my daughter's favour.

Or/a. My Lord, the firft time that I ever faw him»
Methought he was a brother to your daughter j

But, my good Lord, this boy is foreft-born.

And hath been tutor'd in the rudiments

Of many defperate ftudies by his uncle.

Whom he reports to be a great magician,

Obfcured in the circle of this foreft.

SCENE
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SCENE VI. Enter Clown and Audrey.

Jaq^ There is fure another flood toward, and thefc

couples are coming to the ark. Here come a pair of un-

clean * beafts, which in all tongues are call'd fools.

Clo, Salutation and greeting to you all

!

Jaq* Good my Lord, bid him welcome. This is the

motley-minded gentleman that I havefo often met in the

foreft : he hath been a courtier he fwears.

Clo» If any man doubt that, let him put me to my pur-

gation ; I have trod a meafure, I have flatter'd a lady, I

have been politick with my friend, fmooth with mine e-

nemy, I have undone three taylors, I have had four quar-

rels, and like to have fought one.

Jaq* And kow was that ta'en up ?

Clo» 'Faith, we met, and found the quarrel was upon
the feventh caufe.

Jaq^ How the feventh caufe ? good my lord, like this

fellow.

Duke Sen. I like him very well.

Clo» God'ild you. Sir, I defire of you the like: I

prefs in here. Sir, amongft the reft of the country copula-

tives, to fwear, and toforfwear, according as marriage

binds, and blood breaks: a poor virgin. Sir, an ill-favourM
thing, Sir, but mine own ; a poor humour of mine, Sir, to

take that that no man elfe will. Rich honefty dwells like a
mirer,Sir, in a poor houfe, as your pearl in your foul oyfter*

Duke Sen, By my faith, he is very fwift and fententious.

C/o. According to the fool's bolt. Sir, and fuch dulcet

Jifeafes f.

Jaq. But for the feventh caufe j how did you find the

quarrel on the feventh caufe ?

Clo. Upon a lie feven times removed
;
(bear your body

more {toxximg, Audrey) as thus, Sir j I did diflike the cut of

5 certain courtier's beard j he fent me word, if I faid his

beard was not cut well, he was in the mind it was : this

is cali'd the retort courteous. If I fent him word again it

was not well cut, he would fend me word he cut it to

v/as order 'd to take into ilie ark the clean beafts byfevens,
>nd the unclean by pairs,

t Meaning Lovs, as what isapt tomake folks ieatentious.

pleafe*
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pleafe himfelf. This is call'd the quip modefl-. If again,

it was not well cut, he difabled my judgment : this is

call'd the reply churl ifh. If again, it was not well cut,

he would anfwcr, I fpake not true : this is call'd there-

proof valiant. If again, it was not well cut, he would

,iay, I lied : this is call'd the countercheck quarrelfome
j

and To the lie circumftantial, and the lie dire61:.

Jaq* And howoftdidyou fay his beard was not well cut?

Clo, I durftgo no further than the lie circumftantial
j

fior he durft not give me the lie dire(ft;, and fo we mea-
fui'd fvvords, and parted.

Jaq. Can you nominate in order now the degrees of

the lie?

Clo. O Sir, we quarrel in print, hy the book 5 as you

have books for good manners. I will name you the degrees.

The firft, the retort courteous \ the fecond, the quip mo-
deft j the third, the reply churlifli ; the fourth, the re-

proof valiant; the fifth, the countercheck quarrelfome
;

the fixth, the lie with circumftancej the feventh, the

.lie direct. Ail thefe you may avoid, but the lie direct ;

and you may avoid that too, with an If. I knew when
feven Juftices could not take up a quarrel^ but when the

parties were met themfclves, one of them thought but of

an If'^ as, {/you faid fo, then I faid fo ; and they ftiook

hands, and fwore brothers. Your If is the only peace-

maker ; much virtue in If
Jaq. Is not this a rare fellow, my lord ? he's good at

at any thing, and yet a fool.

Duke Sen, He ufes his folly like a ftaiking-horfe, and

under the prefentation of that he Ihoots his wit.

SCENE VII.

Enter Hymen, Rofalind/;; 'woman's chatbs, and Celia.

Sti/I Mufick.

Hym. ^Then is there wirth in hewven^

When earthly thivgs made even

Atone together.

Good Duke, recei've thy daughter,

Hyme'n from hea^oen brought her.

Tea, brought her hitter,

lhat
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That thou might''Ji join her hand with his^

Whoje heart within hii bof&m is.

Rof. To you I give iiiyfelf j for I ara yours.

[To tha Duiu
To you I give myfelf 5 for lam yours. [To Orlando*

Duke Sen. If there be truth in light, you are mydaughtes^
Orla. If there be truth in fight, you aremy i^o/a/zW.

Phe. If fight and fhape be true.

Why then, my love adieu f

Rof* I'll have no father, if you be not he
\

rjl have no husband, if you be not he 5

Nor ne'er w^ed woman, if you be not ihe«

Hym. Peace, hoa ! I bar confufion :

*Tis 1 muft make conclufion:

Of thefe moft ftrange events:

Here's eight that muft take han^5.

To join in Hymen* bands,

If truth holds true contents*

Vou and you no crofs fhall part
;

You and you are heart in heart

;

You to his love muft accord.

Or have a woman to your lord.

You and you are fure together.

As the winter to foul weather :

Whiles a wedlock-hymn we fing.

Feed your felves with queftioning :

That reafon wOnder may diminifli,
\

How thus we met, and thele things finiA.

SONG.
JVedding is great Juno' 5 croivn,

0 bUJJ'ed bond ofboard and bid ^

""Tis H'ymtn peop/es every tcivn,

High ivedlcck then be honoured :

H'jnour, high boncur and rcnczvn

To Hymen, God of every toivn t

Duke Sen, O my dear neice, welcome thou art to me 5

Even daughter, welcome in no lefs degree.

Fie. I will not eat my word, now thou art mine.

Thy faiih mv fancy to thee doth combine.

^ C £ N E-
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SCENE VIII. Enter Jaques d.e Boys.

yaq* de B. Let me have audience for a word or tw«
lam the fecond fon of old Sir Ron^/and,

T-hat bring thefe tidings to this fair aflembly.

Dukt Frederick, hearing hew that every day

Men of great worth relbrtcd to this foreft,

jAddrefs'd a mighty power which were on foot

In his own condu<£l purpofely to take

His brother here, and put him to the fword :

And to the skirts of this v/ild wood he came.

Where meeting with an old religious man.
After fome qucftion with him, was converted

Both from his enterprize, and from the world
;

His crown bequeathing to his banifii'd brother,

And all their lands reftor'd to them again

That were with him exiPd. This to be true,

I do engage my life.

Duke Sen. Welcome, ycung man :

Thou offer'ft fairly to thy brother's wedding;

To one, his lands with-held ; and to the ether;,

A land it felf at large, a potent Dukedom.
Firft, in this foreft, let us do thofe ends

That here we're well begun, and Vveli begot:

And after, every of this happy nun)ber.

That have endur'd fhrewd days and nights with us^

Shall /hare the good of our returned fortune.

According to the rneafure of their ftates.

Mean-time, forget this new-fal]*n dignity.

And fall into our rufdck revelry:

Play, mufick ; and you brides and bridegrooms, all.

With rneafure heap'd in joy, to th* meafures fall.

yagf. SiTy by your patience : if 1 heard you rightly^

The Duke hath put on a religious life,

And thrown into negledl the pompous court.

Jaq. de B. He hath.^

Jaq. To bin) will I: cut of thefe convertltes

There is much matter to be heard and learu'd.

Vou to your former honour I bequeath, [To the Duke*
Your patience and your virtue Wfll dcfervc it;

You to a love that your true faith doth merit
j

[To Orla.

Vol. Ill C Yo\j
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You to your land, and love, and great allies
; fTo Oli.

You to a long, and well-deferved bed
}

[To Syl.

And you to wrangllngj for thy loving voyage [To the Chivn,

Is but for two Hionths viftuaTd : fo to your pleafures

:

I am for other thun for dancing meafures.

Duke Hen Stay, Jaques, ftay.

Ja^' To fee no paftime, I : what you would have

ril ftay to know at your abandon'd cave. [Exit,

Duke Sen, Proceed, proceed 5 we will begin thefc rites,

y\s we do truft they'll end in true delights.

RoJ. It is not the falhion to fee the lady the epilogue

;

but it is no more unhandfome than to fee the lord the

prologue. If it be true that good nuine needs no hujhy *tis

true that a good play needs no epilogue. Yet to good

wine they do ufe good buflics j and good plays prove the

better by the help of good epilogues. What a cafe am 1 in

then, that am neither a good epilogue, nor can infinuate

'with you in the behalf of a good play ! I am not furnifliM

like a beggary therefore to beg will not become me. My
way is to conjure you, and Til begin with the women. I

charge you, O women, for the love you bear to men, to

like as much of this play as pleafes them : and I charge

you, O men, for the love you bear to women, (as I perceive

by your fimpering none of you hate them) to like as much
as pleafes them, that between you and the women the

play may pleafe. If I were a woman, * I would kifs as

many of you as had beards that pleas'd me, complexions

that llk'd me, and breaths that I defy'd not : and I am
fure, as many as have good beards, or good faces, or fweet

breaths, will for my kind offer, when I make curt*iie, bid

me farewel.

\Exeunt omnes,

Note, that in this Author's time the parts of women were
always peiform'd by men or buys.
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Dramatis Person ^e.

A Lord, before ivhom the Play is fuppofed to be played,

Christoher Sly, a drunken Tinker*

Hofiefs,

Page, Players, Huntfmen, and other Sernjants attending (

the Lord*

Baptista, Father to Catharina and Bianca, very rich,

Vincent 10, an old Gentleman of Pifi.

LuCENTio, Son to Vinccntio, in lo've 'with Bianca.

Petruchio,^ Gentleman of Verona, a fuitor ^oCatharina.

Grumio, Sernjant to Petruchio.

Pedant, an old fellow Jet up to perfonate Vincentio*

Catharina, the Shrew,
BiAKCA, her Sifter,

fVidoiv,

Taylor, Haberdafhers, with Sernjants attending on Baptifta

and Petruchio.

^ G E N Ejfomefimes in Padua y andfometimes in Pctxvi'

chio'i Houfe in the Country,

The Perfons of the Play iffelf are,

Gremio,
HoRTENSIOj
Tran [O,

BlONDELLOj

THE



"J^V^ 4^4^ 4^ 4^^ 4^ 4' 4* 4'" 4^ 4^ 4^ ^'f'^
^ 4 4^ 4* 4^4^ 4^ 4'*'^^ 4^

THE

Taming of the Shrew^

I N D u c r I O N,

SCENE I. Enter Hoftefs and Sly.

^/y.^^'LL pheeze you, in faith.

H i/i/?. A pair of ftocks, you rogue.

B AS'/y. Y'are a baggage j ilie Slies are no rogues*

Look in the Chronicles, we came in with
Richard Conqueror thtrcfoxt * paucus pallah is,

let the worJd Aide: Seffa.

Hoji, You will not pay for the glafies you haveburft ?

Sfy» No, not a deniere: f go by, yeronymo,'-—' go to

thy cold bed and warm thee.

HoJi. I know my remedy j I muft go fetch the Third-

borough. [Exit,

Sly. Third, or fourth, or fifth borough, PIl anfwer him
by law j I'll not budge an inch, boy ; let him come, and

kindly. [Falls ajleep.

S C E N E II.

Wind horns. Enter a Lordfrom hunting, vjitb^ train.

Lord. Huntfman, I charge thee tender wellmy hounds j

Leech Merriman, the poor cur is imboft j

* He mean ^ to fay focas palabras

t Go hy Jeronymo.v^tL', a. kind of by-wovdinthe Author's days,
»s appea.iby by itsbeing uicd in the fame tr.simer by Bey. Jthnf
fon, Beaumont aud FletcUr. sifA other Writers near that rtne. It

arofe firft from a palTage iu an eld Vlay call'd liiiiovpno or The

And
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An3 couple CIoKvder with the deep mouthM Brach.

Sav/'ft thou not, boy, how Sil'ver made it good

At the hedge-corner in the coldeft fault ?

I would not lofe the dcg for twenty pound.

Hufj, Why, Belmany is as good as he^ my Lord i

He cried upon it at the mecreft lofs,

And twice to-djy picJc'd out the dulled fcent

:

Truft me, I take him for the better dog.

Lord. Thou art a fool 5 if Eccho were as fleet,

I wom14 elleem him worth a dozen fuch-

But fup them well, and look unto them all,

To-morrow I intend to hunt again.

Hun. I will, my Lord.

Lord. What's here ? one dead, or drunk ? fee, doth he
breathe ?

2 Ilun, He breathes, ipy Lord. Were he not warm'd
This were a bed but cold, to fleep fo foundly. [with ale.

Lord, O monftrcus beaft ! how like a fwine he lyes !

Grim death, how foul and loathfome is thine image !

Sirs, I will pra£life on this drunken man.
"What think you if he were convey'd to bed.

Wrapt in fweet cl oaths ; rings put upon his fingers 5

A mofl delicious banquet by his bes!.

And brave attendance near him when he wakes 5

Would net the beggar then forget himfelf ?

1 Hun. Believe me^ Lord, I think he cannot chufe.

2 Hun. It would feem lhange unto him when he wak'd.
Lord. Even as a flatt'ring dream, or wcrthlefs fancy.

Then take him up, and manage well thejeft:

Carry him gently to my faireft chamber,

And bang it round with all my wanton pidiures;

Balm his foul head with warm diftilled waters.

And burn fweet wood to make the lodging Iwect.

Procure me njufick ready when he wakes,
"^o make a dulcet and a heav'nly found

j

And if he chance to fpeak, be ready llraighf,

A.nd with a low fubmiiiive revtience,

Say, what is it your honour will C'^mmand ?

Let one attend him with a filver bafon

?uil of ?ofe-"V/ater, and beftrewM with flov/ers»
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Another bear the ewer 5 a third a diaper^

And fay, will't pleafe your Lordihip cool your hands ?

Some one be ready with a coftly fuit,

And afk him what apparel he will wear 5

Another tell him of his hounds and horfes.

And that his Lady mourns at his difeafe
j

Perfwade him that he hath been lunarick.

And when he fays he's poor, fay that he dreams^

For he is nothing but a mighty lord :

This do, and do it kindly, gentle Sirs:

It wiil be paftime pafling excellent.

If it be huftanded with modefty,

1 Hun. My Lord, I warrant you we'll play our part.

As he fhall think, by our true diligence.

He is no lefs than what we fay he is.

Lord, Take him up gently, and to bed with him;
And each one to his office when he v/akes- [^Sound Trumpets,

Sirrah, go fee what trumpet 'tis that founds.

[Sly is carried off.

Belike fome noble gentleman that means.

Travelling fome journey, to repofe him here.

SCENE III. Enter Servant,

JHow now ? who is it ?

Serv. Pleafe your honour, Players

That offer fervice to your lordfhip, '

Lord. Well.

Bid them come near :

Enter Players,

Now, fellows, you are welcome.

Play. We thank your honour.

Lord, Do you intend to ftay with me to-night ?

2 Play. So pleafe your lordfhip to accept our duty.

Lord, With all my heart. This fellow I remember.

Since once he play 'd a farmer's eldeft fon j

'Twas where you woo'dthe gentlewoman fo well

:

I have forgot your name ; but fure that part

Was aptly fitted, and naturally performed.

Play. I think 'twas Soto that your honour means.

Lord. 'Tis very true ; thou didft it excellent

;

Weli;^ you are come to me in happy time^
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The rather for I have fome fportin hand.

Wherein your cunning can aflift me much.
There is a lord will hear you play to-night ;

But I am doubtful of your modefties.

Left over-eying of his odd behaviour,

(For yet his honour never heard a play,)

You break into fome merry paflion,

And fo offend him : for I tell you. Sirs,

If you fhould fmile, he grows impatient.

Play> Fear not, my lord ; we can contain our felves.

Were he the verieft antick in the world.

2 Play, [To the other*} Go geta difhclout to make clean

your fhoes,

And ril fpeak for the properties. My lord, [Exit Player,

We mufi have a fhoulder of mutton, and

Some vinegar to make our devil roar.

Lord, Go, firrah, take them to the buttery.

Let them want nothing that the haufe affords.

[Ex ft one luith the Players.

Sirrah, go you to Bartholomew my page,

And fee him dreft in all fuits like a lady :

That done, conduft him to the drunkard's chamber,

And call him Madam, do him allobeifance.

Tell him from me, (as he will win my love)^

He bear himfelf with honourable a6lion.

Such as he hath obferv'd in noble ladies.

Unto their lords by them accompliflied
5

Such duty to the drunkard let him do.

With foft low tongue, and lowly conrtefie
;

And fay ; what is't your honour will command.
Wherein your lady, and your humble wife.

May fhew her duty, and make known her love ?•

And then with kind embracements, tempting kifles.

And with declining head into hisbofom.

Bid him fhed tears, as being overjoy'd

To fee her noble lord reftor'd to health.

Who for twice feven years hath tfteem'd himfelf

No better than a poor and loathfome beggar:

And if the bey have not a woman's gift

To rain a fiiower of commanded tears,

An
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An onion will do well for fuch a fhift.

Which in a napkin being clofe convey'd.

Shall in defpight enforce a waj;'ry eye.

See thisdifpatch'd with all the haft thou can'ft.

Anon ril give the more inftrudtions. [Exit Servant*

1 know the boy will well ufurp the grace,

Voice, gate, and action of a gentlewoman.

I long to hear him call the drunkard hufband.

And how my men will ftay themfelves from laughter.

When they do homage to this fimple peafantj

I'll in to counfel them : haply my prefence

May well abate the over-merry fpleen.

Which otherwife would go into extremes. ^[Exit Lord*

SCENE W. u4 Bed-chamber in the Lord's Houfe,

Bf^ter Sly ivith attendants, Jome nvith apparel, bafon and
ewer, and other appurtenances. Re-enter Lord,

Sly" Per God's fake a pot of fmall ale.

I Sernf. Wil't pleafe your lordfliip drink a cup of fack ?

25'£/"r/.Wirt pleafe your honour tafle of thcfe conferves ?

3 Ser'v. What raiment will your honour wear to-day ?

S'y* I tLTCi Chriftophe/o Sfyf call not me honour, nor

lordfhip: I ne'er drank fack in my life: and if you give

me any conferves, give me conferves of beef : ne*er afk

me what raiment Til wear, for I have no more doublets

than backs, no more (lockings than legs, nor no more
flioes than feet, nay fometimes more feet than ftioes, or

fuch flioes as my toes look through the overleather.

Lord, Heav'n ceafe this idle humour in your honour !

Oh, that a mighty man of fuch defcent.

Of fuch polleffions, and fo high efteem,

Should be infufed with fo foul a fpirit !

Sly* What, would you make me mad ? am not I Chrif*

topheroSiy, old -S'/y's fon of Burton-heath, by birth a pedlar,

by education a card maker, by tranfmutation a bearherd,

and now by prefent profeffion a tinker ? a/k Marian
Hacket, the fat ale-wife of IVincot, if fhe know me not

;

if ihe fay I am not fourteen-pence on the fcore for flieer

?ile, fcore me up for the lying'ft knave in Chriftendom.

What ? 1 am not beftraught: here's——
I Man* 0\\y this it is that makes your lady mourn.

2 Man,
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2 Man, Oh, this it is thit makes your fervants droop-

Lord. Hence comes it that your kindred fliun your houfe j

As beaten hence by your Itrange lunacy.

Oh noble lord, bethink thee of thy birth.

Call home thy ancient thoughts from banifhment.

And banifli hence thefe abjedt lowly dreams.

Look hf^'W thy fervants do attend on thee.

Each in his office ready at thy beck.

Wilt thou have mufick ? hdixk, Apollo plays.

And twenty caged nightingales du fing.

Or wilt thou fleep ? we'll have thee to a couch.

Softer and fweeter than the luftful bed

On purpnfe trimm'd up for Semiramis,

Say thou wilt walk, we will beftrow the ground:

Or wilt thou ride ? thy horfes ihall be trapp'd.

Their harnefs lludded all with gold and pearl.

Doft thou love hawking ? thou haft hawks will foar

Above the morning lark. Or wilt thou hunt ?

Thy hounds fhall make the welkin anfwer them.
And fetch fhrill echoes from the hollow earth.

1 Man» Say thou wilt courfe, thy greyhounds are as fwift

As breathed ftags
5
ay, fleeter than the roe.

2 Man. Doft thou love pidures ? we will fetch thee ftrait

Adonis painted by a running brook.

And Cytberea all in fedges hid.

Which feem to move, and wanton with her breath,

Ev'n as the waving fedges play with wind.

Lord. We'll fhew thee lo, as fhe was a maid.

And how flie was beguiled and furpris'd.

As lively painted as the deed was done.

3 Man. Or Daphne roaming through a thorny wood.

Scratching her legs, that one fhall fwear ihe bleeds
5

And at the fight fhall fad Apollo weep :

So workmanly the blood and tears are drawn.

Lord. Thou art a lord, and nothing but a lord

:

Thou haft a lady far more beautiful

Than any woman in this waining age.

I Man, And 'till the tears that ihehath fhedfor thee.

Like envious floods o'er-run her lovely face.

She was the faireft creature in the world.

And



The Taming of the Shrew, 33
And yet fhe is inferior to none.

Sly. Am I a lord, and have I fuch a lady ?

Or do I dream ? or have I dream'd 'till now ?

I do not fleep ; I fee, I hear, I fpeak:

I fmell fweet favours, and I feel foft things

:

Upon my life, I am a lord indeed.

And not a tinker, nor Chrifiophero Sfy.

Well, bring our lady hither to our fight.

And once again^ a pot o*th* fmalleft ale.

2 Mi2«. WiJl't pleafeyour Mightincfs to wafh your hands?
Oh, how we joy to fee your wits reftor'd !

Oh that once more you knew but what you are !

Thefe fifteen years you have been in a dream,

Or when you wak'd, you wakM as if you flept.

S/y, Thefe fifteen years ! by my fay, a goodly nap:

But did I never fpeak of all that time ?

T Man. O yes, my lord, but very idle words.

For tho'you lay here in this goodly chamber.
Yet would fay, ye were beaten out of door.

And rail'd upon the hoftefs of the houfe.

And fay you would prefent her at the Leet,

Becaufe /he bought ftone-jugs, and no feal'd quarts:

Sometimes you would call out for Cicely Racket.

Sly, Ay, the woman's maid of the houfe.

^Man. Why, Sir, you know no houfe, nor no fuch maid;,

Nor no fuch men as you have reckoned up,

As Stephen Sly, and old John Naps o'th' Green,

And Peter Turf, and Henry PimperneJl,

And twenty more fuch names and men as thefe.

Which never were, nor no man ever faw.

Sly, Now Lord be thanked for my good amends !

All. Amen,
Sly. By th' mafs I think I am a lord indeed.

Whatis thy name?
Man, Simon, an't pleafe your honour.

Sly. Sim? that's as much as to fay Simeon or Simony

put forth thy hand and fill the pot. [Gi'ves him drink*

SCENE V. Enter Lady ivith Attendants.

Sly. I thank thee, thou fhalt not lofe by it.

Lady* How fares my noble lord ?

Sfy.
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Sly. Marry, T fare well, for here is cheer enough.

"Where is my wife ?

Lady. Here, noble lord, what is thy will v;ith her.**^

Sly. Are you my wife, and will not call me hulband ?

My men fhould call me lord, I am yoin* good man.
Lady. My hufband and my lord, my lord and husband,

I am your wife in all obedience.

Sly. I know it well : what mull I call her ?

Lord. Madam.
Sly> Alee Madam, or Joan Madam ?

Lord. Madam, and nothing elfe, fo lords call ladies*

Sly^ Come, fit down on my knee. Sim, drink to her.

Madam wife, they fay that I have dream'd, and flept above

fome fifteen years and more.

Lady, Ay, and the time fecms thirty unto me.
Being all this time abandoned from your bed.

Sly. 'Tis much. Servants, leave me and her alone J

Mndam, undrefs you, and come to bed. Simy drink

to her.

Lady. Thrice noble lord, let me entreat of you.

To pardon me yet for a night or two:

Or if not fo, until the fun be fet
5

For your phyficians have exprefly chargM,

In peril to incur your former malady.

That I fhould yet abfent me from your bed
;

I hope this reafon ftands for my excufe.

Sly. Ay, it ftands fo, that 1 may hardly tarry fo long ;

but I vfould be loth to fall into my dream again : I will

therefore tarry in defpite of the flefh and the blood.

SCENE VI. Enter a Mejfenger.

Mejr. Your honour's Players, hearing your amendment.
Are come to play a pleafant comedy

;

For fo your doctors hold it very meet.

Seeing fo much fadnefs hath congiial'd your blood.

And melancholy is thenurfe of frenzy
j

Therefore they thought it good you hear a play.

And frame your mind to mirth and merriment.

Which bars a thoufand harms, and lengthens life.

Sly. Marry, I will 5 let them play j is it not a commo-'
dity ? a Ckn^m^i gambol, or ^ WffiiliPg tricj; ?

Lady^
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Lady. No, my good lord, it is more pJeafing ftufF.

Sly. What, houfliold fluff ?

Lady* It is a kind of hiftory.

Sly. Well, we'll fee't : come, Madam wife, fit by my
iide, and let the world flip, we fliall ne'er be younger.

216^ TAMING of the SHREW.
ACT I. SCENE I.

P A D U A.
Flourijh* Enter Lucentio and Tranio*

Luc* ^"W^Ranioy fince for the great defire I had
I To fee fair Padua, nurfery of arts,

I am arrivM from fruitful Lombardy,

.The pleafant garden of great Italy
;

And by my father's love and leave am arm'd
With his good will, and thy good company,
Moft trufty fervant, well approved in all

;

Here let us breathe, and happily inftitute

A courfe of learning,' and ingenious ftudies.

Pifa, renowned for grave citizens.

Gave me my being, and my-fither firft

A merchant of great trafEck through the world,

Vincentio come of the BentiDolii
5

Lucentio his fon, brought up in Florence,

It fhall become, to ferve all hopes conceiv'd.

To deck his fortune with his virtuous deeds

:

And therefore, Tranio, for the time I ftudy.

To virtue and that part of philofophy

Will I apply, that treats of happinefs.

By virtue fpecially to be atchiev'd.

Tell me thy mind, for I have Pifa left,

And am to Padua come, as he that leaves

A (hallow plafli to plunge him in the deep.

And with fatiety fecks to quench his thirft*
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Tra, Me pardonato, gentle mafter mine,

I am in all affefted as your fell*
5

Glad that you thus continue your refolvc^r

To fuck the fweets of fweet philofophy ;

Only, good mafl-er, while we do admire

This virtue, and this moral difcipline.

Let's be no Stoicks, nor no ftocks, I pray
j

Or fo devote to AnfiotW^ checks,

iAs O'vidhc an outcaft quite abjur'd.

Talk logick with acquaintance that you have,

-And pradife rhetorick in your common talk
5

IVIufick and poefie ufe to quicken you
5

The mathematicks, and the metaphyficks,

JFall to them as you find your llomach ferves you :

No profit grows, where is no pleafure ta'en a

In brief. Sir, ftudy what you moft affcdl.

Luc, Gramercy, Tranio, well doft thou ad vife .

If, Biondelloy thou wert come afhore,

"We could at once put us in readinefs.

And take a lodging fit to entertain

JSuch friends, as time in Padua ihall beget.

But flay a while, what company is this ?

Tra* Mailer, fome fiiow to welcome us to town.

SGENE ir.

Enter Baptifta *witb Catharina and Bianca, Gremio and,

Hortenfio. Lucentio and Tranio fiand by.

Bap, Gentlemen both, importune me no farther.

For how I firmly am refolv'd you know
5

That is, not to beftowmy youngeft daughter,-

Before I have a hufband for the elder :

If either of you both Icve Catharina,

Becaufe I know you well, and love ycu well.

Leave lhall you have to court her at your pleafure.

Gre, To cart her rather. She's too rough for me.
There, there, Hortenjio, will you any wife?

Cath» I pray you> Sir, is it your will and pleafure

To make a ftale of me amongft thefe mates ?

Hor, Mates, maid, how mean you that ? no mates for

Unlefs you were of gentler milder mould. fyou j

€atb% rfallh; Sir^ youiha 11 never need to feaj)
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Iwis, it is not half way to her heart

:

But if it were, doubt not, her care fha 11 be

To comb your noddle with a three-legg'd ftool.

And paint your face, and ufe you like a fool.

•Hor» From all fuch devils, good Lord, deliver me*
Gre, And me too, O good Lord.

*2fa, Hu/h, mafter, here is fome good paftimq '\

toward, /
That wench is ftark mad, or wonderful froward. (

Luc, But in the other's filence I do fee \ AJidem
Maids mild behaviour and fobriety. C
Peace, Tyranio, V

V^ra^ Vf^hy, well faid,mafter
5
mum, and gaze j

-your fill.

Bap* Come, Gentlemen, that I may foon make good
What I have faid, Bianca, get you in.

And let it notdifpleafe thee, good Bianca^

For I will love thee ne'er the lefs, my girl.

Catb, A pretty Pet, it is beft put finger in the eye, an
fee knew why.

Bism, Sifter, content you in my difcontent.

Sir, to your pleafure humbly I fubfcribe :

My books and inftruments fhall be my company.
On them to look, and pradlife by my felf.

Luc, Hark, Tranio, thou may' ft hear Minerva fpeak*

[jifide.

Hor, Signior Bapvfla, will you be fo ftrange ?

Sorry I am that our good-will effects

Bianca's grief.

Gre, -Why will you mew her up,

Signior Baptijia, for this fiend of hell.

And make her bear the penance of her tongue ?

Bap, Content ye, Gentlemen 5 I am refolv'd :

Go in, Bianca. [Exit Bianca.

And for I know £he taketh moft delight

In mufick, inftruments, and poetry,

School-mafters will 1 keep within my houfe.

Fit to inftruft her youth. If you, Hortenjio^
j

Or, Signior Gremio, you, know any fuch,

prefeiT them hither ; for to cunning mea
H z I wIU .
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I v/ill be very kind, and liberal

To noine own children in good bringing up
;

And fo farewel. Catbarina, you may fcay.

For I have more to commune with Bianca, [Exit,

Catb. Why, I truft I may go too, may I not ? what,

ihall 1 be appointed hours, as tho% belike, I knew not

what to take, and what to leave ? ha ! [^Exit*

SCENE III.

Gre, You may go to the devil's dam : your gifts are fo

good, here is none will hold you. Our love is not fo great,

HortenfiOy but we may blow our nails together,"and fall it

fairly out. Our cake's dow on both fides. Farev/el
;
yet

for the love I bear my fweet Biancay if I can by any
means light on a fit man to teach her that wherein Ihe de-

lights, I will wifh him to her father.

Hor. So will I, Signior Gremio : but a word, I pray ;

tho' the nature ofour quarrel never yet brook'd parle,know

jiow upon advice, it toucheth us both, that we may yet a-

gain have accefs to our fair miftrefs and be happy rivals in

Blanco's love, to labour and efte(Sl one thing 'fpecially*

Gre, What's that, I pray ?

Hor, Marry, Sir, to get a hulband for her fifler.

Gre, A hufband ! a devil.

Hot, I fay, a hufband.

Gre* I fay, a devil. Think' ft thou, Uortenjioy tho' her

father be very rich, any man is fo very a fool to be married

to heh ?

Hor, Tufh, Gremio tho' it pafs your patience and mine
to endure her loud alarms, why man, there be good fellows

in the world, an a man could light on them, would take

her with all her faults, and mony enough.

Gre, I cannot tell 5 but I had as lief take her dowry with
this condition, to be whipp'd at the high-crofs every morn-
ing.

Hor, 'Faith, as you fay, there's fmall choice in rotten

apples: come, fince this bar in law makes us friends, it

(hall be fo far forth friendly maintain'd, 'till by helping

Baptifla's eldeft daughter to a hufband, we fet his youngefl

free for a hufband, and then have to't afrefh. Sweet

Branca !
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Bianca ! happy man be his dole ! he that runs fafleft gets

the ring ; how fay you, Signior Gremio ?

Gre, lam agreed,and would I had given him the befthorfe

inPadua to begin the wooing that would thoroughlywooher,

wedher, and bed her, and rid the houfe ofher. Come on.

[Exeunt Gre. and Hor. Manent Tra. and Lucent

SCENE IV.
Tra* I pray, Sir, tell me, is it polTible

That love ihould on a fudden take fuch hold?

Luc. Oh Tramo, 'till I found it to be true,

I never thought it poflible or likely.
^

But fee, while idly I ftood looking on,

I found th' efl*e£l of love in idlenefs

:

And now in plainnefs do confefs to thee.

That art to me as fecret and as dear

As Anna to the Queen of Carthage wzs,

Cranio, I burn, I pine, I perifli, Tranio,

If I atchieve not this young modeft girl:

Counfel me, Tranio, for I know thou canfl: j

Aflift me, Tranio, for I know thou wilt.

Tra, Maftcr, it is no time to chide you now
5

Affeflion is not rated from the heart.

If love hath touch'd you, nought remains but fo,

Redime te captum quam queas minimo,

Luc, Gramercy, lad
;
go forward, this contend.

The reft will comfort, for thy counfel* s found.

Tra. Mafter, you look'd fo Jongly on the maid,
Perhs»ps you markM not what's the pith of all.

Luc, O yes^ I faw fweet beauty in her face.

Such as the daughter of Agenor had,

That made great ^oi/^ to humble him to her hand.

When with his knees he kifsM the Cretan ftrand.

Tra, Saw you no more ? mark'd ycu aot how her fiftar

Began to fcold, and raife up fuch a ftorm.

That mortal ears might hardly endure the din ?

Luc. Tranioy I faw her coral lips to move.
And with her breath ftie did perfume the air j

Sacred and fweet was all I faw in her.-

Tra, Nay, then 'tis time to ftir him from hjs trance J

J pray, awake, §ir3 if you love the maid,
H 3 E&iia
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Bend thoughts and wit t'atchieve her. Thus it flandi i

Her eldeft fifter is fo curft and flirewd,

That 'till the father rids his hands of her.

Matter, your love muft live a maid at home
j

And therefore has heclofely mew^'d her up,

Becaufe /he lhall not be annoy'd vi^ith fuitors.

Luc* Ah, Tra?iio, what a cruel father's he !

But art thou not advis'd, he took fome care

To get her cunning fchool-mafters to inftrudl her ?

Tra* Ay marry am I, Sir, and now 'tis platted.

Luc» I have it, Cranio,

Tra* Matter, for my hand.

Both our inventions meet and jump in one.

Luc. Tell me thine firft.

Tra* You will be fchool-matter.

And undertake the teaching of the maid :

That's your device.

Luc* It is : may it be done ?

Tra* Not poflible : for who ttiall bear your part.

And be in Padua here Vincentio's fon,

Keep houfe, and ply his book, welcome his friends^

Vifit his countrymen, and banquet them ?
'

Luc* Bajia, content thee, for I have it full.

We have not yet been feen in any houfe.

Nor can we be diftinguiih'd by our faces,

For man or matter : then it follows thus.

Thou fhalt be matter, Tranio, in my ftcad 5

Keep houfe, and port, and fervants, as 1 fliould-

I will fome other be, fome Florentine,

Some Neapolitany or meaner man
Of Pifa* It is hatch'd, andfliall be fo :

Tranioy at once uncafe thee : and here take

My hat and cloak. When Biondello comes.

He waits on thee, but I will charm him firtt:

To keep his tongue.

Trtf. And fo. Sir, had you need.

In brief, good Sir, fith it your pleafure is.

And I am tied to be obedient.

For fo your father charg'd mf at our paftij^g a

ftrvi€€abl$ to aiy fon, quoth he,-
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(Altho' I think *twas in another fenfe)

I am content to be Lucentio,

Becaufe fo well Hove Lucentio,

Luc* l^ranio, be fo, becaufe Lucentio loves

;

And let me be a (lave t' atchieve that maid,

Whofe fuddcn fight hath thrall'd my wounded eye.

Enter Biondello.

Here comes the rogue. Sirrah, where have you been ?

Bion» Where have I been ? nay, how now, where are you ?

Mafter, has Tranio ftolen your cloaths.

Or you ftoPn his, or both ? pray, what's the news ^

Luc, Sirrah, come hither: 'tis no time to jert.

And therefore frame your manners to the time.

Your fellow Tranio here, to fave my life.

Puts my apparel and my countenance on.

And I for my efcape have put on his :

For in a quarrel, fmce I came afliore,

I kiird a man, and fear I am deferyM :

Wait you on him, I charge you, as becomes

;

V/hilc I make way from hence to fave my life.

You underftand me ?

Bion» Ay,. Sir, ne'er a whit.

Luc, And not a jot of Tranio in your mouth,
Tranio is changM into Lucentio,

Bion, The better for him, would I were fo too.

Tra, So would I, Yaith, boy, to have the next wi/li

after, that Lucentio indeed hadi?^j/>//y?^z'syoungeft daughter.

Eut, firrah, not for my fake, but your mailer's, I advife

you ufe your manners difcreetly in all kind of companies :

when I am alone, why then I am Tranio j but in all

places elfe, your matter Lucentio,

Luc, Tranio, let's go: one thing more refts, that thy

felf execute, to make one among thefe wooers j if thouafk

tue, why ? fufficeth my reafons are both good and weighty.

[^Exeunt,

SCENE V. Before Hortenfio*i Houfe in Padua.

Enter Petruchio, and Grumio.
Pet, Verona, for a while I take my leave.

To fefc my friends in Padua j but of ail

My ':eft beloved and approved friend.
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Hortenfio ; and I txw tJhis is the houfe
|

fiere, firrah, GrumiOy knock I fay *.

Enter Hortenfio \
Hor, Alia noftra caja ben 'venutOy multo' bonorato Stgnior

mio Petruchio 4-
And tell me now, fweet friend, what happy gale

Blows you to Padua here from old Verona ?
* -• -- knock I fay.

Gm. Knock. Sir? whomfliall I knock? is there any man has re-
fcOs'd your wur&ip ?

Tct. Villain. I fay. knock me here foand ly.

Gru. Knock you here. Sir? why. Sir, what am I. Sir,

That I fhoiild knock you here, Sir?

'Pet. Villain, I lay knock one at thisgats.

And rap me well, or I' 11 knock your knave's pate.

Gru. My matter is grown quarrelfome

;

Ilhoald knock you rirft,

And then 1 know after, who comes by the worft,
'Pet. Will !t nor be?

*F3)th, fiirah. an yoa 'Unot knock, I'll ring it.

I'll try how you can Jo/. Fa, a.nA lingit. \_Hetvrirjgshimbytheears

.

G)'u. H=lp rnif^refs, help, my mafter is mad.
'Pet. Now tcnock whenl bid yoa : (irrah, villain.

Enter, (S'c.

t— Hortenfio.
//or. How now. what's the matter ? my old friend Gr«w;o. andmy

good friend Tctritchio! how do you all at f^srona ?

'Pet. SifTnior Ihrtenfio, coine you to part the fray ?

Con tutti le core bene trovato may I fay.

Hor. Alia, Ac.
I— mio PetruchTO.

jElife, Grumio. we will compoond ihisquarrel.

Gru. Nay, 'tis no matter, what he leges in latin. Ifthisbenotl
lawful caufe for tv.t to leave his fervice, look you, Sir : hebid me
knock him. and rap him roundly. Sir. Well, was it fit for a fervant

to Hfe his mafter fa, being perhaps, for ought \ (et, ly^o^n^xX^niY*
a pip out ?

Whom would to God I had well knock'd at firft.

Then had not Grumio come by the worft.
Pet. A fenfelefs villain ! GooA Hortenfio*

1 bid the rafcal knock upon your gate.

And could not get him for my heart to doit.
Gru. Knock at the gate? Oheav'ns! fpakeyou not thefe word«

^lain? knock me here, rap me here, knock me well and knock na$

foundly? and come you now with knocking at the gate?
Tet. Sirrah, be gone, or talk not, I advife ^ou.

Uor. Tetrmhio. patience. I am Grumio's pledge:
Why, this is a heavy chance 'twixt him and you. /

Your ancient, trufty. pleafant fcryant GrumiQ
|

Afki tell me now, <^(.
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Ptff.Such windas Tcattersyoung men through the world^

To feek their fortunes farther than at home.

Where fmall experience grows j but in a few,

S'i%n\or Hortenjioy thus it ftands with me,
Antonio my father is deceased.

And I have thruft my felf into this maze,

HappMy to wive and thrive, as beft I may :

Crowns in my purfe I have, and goods at home,
And fo am come abroad to fee the world.

Hor, Petruchioy fhall I then come roundly to thec^

And wifli thee to a fhrewd ill-favour'd wife ?

Thou'It thank me but a little for my ccunfel.

And yet I'll promife thee /he fliall be rich.

And very rich : but thou'rt too much my friend^

And 1*J1 not wifli thee to her.

Pet* Signior HortenJtOy 'twixt fuch friends as us

Few words fuffice 5 and therefore if you know
One rich enough to be Petrucbio\ wife

;

(As wealth is burthen of my wooing danee)

Be /he as foul as was * Florentius'* love.

As old as Sybily and as curft and fhrewd

As Socratei* Xantippe, or a worfe,

She moves me not, or not removes, at leaft,

Affe£tion*s edge in me. Were /he as rough

As are the fwelling Adriatick feas,

I come to wive it wealthily in Padua :

If wealthily, then happily in Padua,

Gru, Nay, look you. Sir, he tells you flatly what hh
mind is: why, give him gold enough, and marry him to

a puppet, or an aglet-baby, or an old trot with ne'er a

tooth in her head, tho' fhe have as many difeafes as two
and fifty horfes

5
why, nothing comes amifs, fo mony comes

withal.

//or. Petruchio, fince we are ftept thus far in,-

I will continue that I broach'd in jeft.

I can, Petrucbioy help thee to a wife

With wealth enough, and young and beauteous.

Brought up as bell becomes a gentlewoman.

* This probably alludes to Tome ftory ia an It/ilian novel, and
fhouldbe v.'ritten FhrcfiUu'i love.

Her
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Eer only fault, and that is, fault enough.

Is, that fhe is intolerably curft,

-And Hirewd, and froward, fo beyond all meafure.

That were my ftate far worfer than it is,

I would not wed her for a mine ofgold.

Pet. Hortenjioy peace 5 thou know' ft not go1d*s effc£lj

Tell me her father's name, and 'tis enough :

For I will board her, tho' /he chide as loud

As thunder when the clouds in autumn crack.

Hqr. Her father is Baptijia Mino/a,

An affable and courteous gentleman

:

Her name \s Catharina Minola,

Kenown'd in Padua for her fcolding tongue.

Pet. I know her father, tho' I know not her^

And he knew my deceafed father well

:

I will not fleep, Hortenfio, 'till I fee her.

And therefpre let me be thus bold with you^

To give you over at this firft encounter,

Unlefs you will accompany me thither.

Gru, I pray you. Sir, let him go while the humour
lafts. O my word, anlhe knew him as well as I do, (he

would think fcolding would do little good upon him. She
may perhaps call him half a fcore knaves, or fo : why,
that*s nothing j an he begin once^ he'll rail in his rhe-

torick 5 I'll tell you what, Sir, an Hie ftand him but a

little, he will throw a figure in her face, and fo disfigure

her with it, that fhe fhall have no more eyes to fee withal

tjian a cat : you know him not. Sir.

i^or. Tarry, Petrucbio, I muft go with thee.

For in Baptijia* s houfe my treafure is

:

He hath the jewel of my life in hold.

His youngeft daughter, beautiful Biancay

And her with-holds he from me, and other more
Suitors to her, and rivals in my love :

Suppofing it a thing impoflible.

From thofedefeds I have before rehears'd.

That ever Catbarina will be woo'd
;

Therefore this order hath Baptijia ta'en.

That none fhall have accefs untp Bianco^

irill Catharine the euril have got a hufband.
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Gru, Catharine the curft !

A title for a maid, of all titles the worft.

Hor, Now fhall my friend Petrucbio do me grace.

And offer me difguisM in fober robes

To old Baptifia as a fchool-mafter

Well Teen in mufick, to inftrudl Bianca
5

That fo I may, by this device, at leaft

Have' leave and leafure to make love to her.

And unfufpe^led court her by her felf.

S C E N £ VI.

Enttr Gremio Lucentio difguiz^d,

Gru, Here's no knavery! fee, to beguile the old folks,

how the young folks lay their heads together. Mafter-^

look about you : who goes there ? ha.

Hor, Peace, Grumio, 'tis the riv^l of my love.

Petruchioy fland by a while.

Gru, A proper ftripling, and an amorous*

Gre, O, very well j I have perusM the note»

Hark yoe^ Til have them fairly bound,

All books of love, fee that, at any hand
;

And fee you read no other ledlures to her

:

You underftand me. Over and befide

Signior ^tf/»^//?^*s liberality,

I'll mend it with a largels. Takeyciir pztpers'

And let me have them very well perfumed,
'

For fhe is fweeter than perfume it felf

To whom they go : what will you read to her ?

Luc* Whatever I read to her, Til plead for yo*

As for my patron, ftand you fo affured
5

As firrhly as your felf were ftill in place.

Yea, and perhaps with more fuccefsful words
Than you, unlefs you were a fcholar, Sir.

Gre, Oh this learning, what a thing it is

!

Gru, Oh this woodcock, what an afs it is

!

Pet. Peace, Sirrah.

Hor. Grumiof mum ! God fave you, Signior 6"

Gr^. And you are well met, Signior Hortenfio, Trow
you whither I am going ? to Baptijia Minola ;! promised

to enquirecarefully about afchool-mafterfor the fair Bianca

^

and by good forcyji^i hare lighted well on this young mans.

for
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for learning and behaviour fit for her turn, well read in

poetry, and other books, good ones, I warj-ant ye.

Hor. 'Tis well ; and I have met a gentleman

Hath promised me to help me to another,

A fine muhcian to inflrutl our miftrefs
j

So fhall I no whit be behind in duty

To fair Bianca, fo belovM of me.

Gre. BelovM of me, and that my deeds fhall prove.

Gru, And that hia bags fhall prove.

Hor. Grem'w, *tis now no time to vent our love.

Liften to me, and if you fpeak me fair,

I'll tell you news indifferent good for either.

Here is a gentleman whom by chancel met,

Upon agreement from us to his liking,

Will undertake to woo curft Catharine,

Yea, and to marry her, if her dowry pleafe.

Gre, So faid, fo done, is well
j

fjortenjiiy have you told him all her faults ?

Pet, I knowfhe is an irkfome brawling fcold 5

If that be all, mafters, I hear no harm.
Gre* No, fay^ft mefo, friend ? pray, what countryman ?

Pet- Born in Verona^ old Antonio^ s fon j

My father's dead, my fortune lives for me.
And I do hope good days and long to fee.

Gre, Oh, fuch a life with fuch a wife were ftrange j

But ifyou have a ftomach, to*t a God's name.
You fhall have me aiTifting you in all.

But will you woo this wild cat ?

Pet, Will I live ?

Gru. Will he woo her ? ay, or 1*11 hang her.

Pet, Why came I hither, but to that intent ?

Think you a little din can daunt my ears-?

Have I not in my time heard lions roar ?

Have I not heard the fea, puff 'd up with vfin^f

Rage like an angry boar, chafed with fweat ?

Have I not heard great ordnance in the field ?

And heav'n's artillery thunder in the fkies ?

Have I not in a pitched battle heard

Loud larums, neighing fteeds, and trumpets clangue ?

An4 do you teil me of a woman's tonguej
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That gives not half fo great a Wow to th* ear.

As will a chefnut in a farmer's fire

Tulh, tufli, fear boys with bugs.

Gr«, For he fears none.

Gre* Uortenjioy hark:

This gentleman is happily arrivM,

My mind prefumes, for his own good, and curs*

Hor» I promised we would be contributors.

And bear his charge of wooing, whatfoe'er.

Gre» And fo we will, provided that he win her.

Gru, I would I were as fure of a good dinner.

SCENE VIT.

To iifemTrnmo bra*vely apparelled, and Biondello.

Tra» Gentlemen, God fave you. If I may be bold,

tell me, I befeech you, which is the readied way to the

houfe of Signior Baptifta Minola ?
Bion, He that has the two fair daughters ? is*t he you

mean ?

2><2. Even he, Biondello,

Gre» Hark you, Sir, you mean not her to*—

-

^ra. Perhaps him and her, what have you to do ?

Pet» Nor her that chides, Sir, at any hand, I pray.

Tra. I love no chiders. Sir : Biondelloy let's away.

Luc* Well begun, Tranio, . [Afide*

Hor, Sir, a word before you go :

Are you a fuitor to the maid you talk of, yea or no ?

Tra, An if I be. Sir, is it any oftence ?

Gre, No 5 ifwithout more words you will get you hence«

Tra, Why, Sir, I pray, are not the ilreets as free j
For the, as for you ?

Gre, But fo is not Ihe.

Tros For what reafon I befeech you ?

Gre» For this reafon, if you'll know.
She^s the choice love of Signior Gremis,

Hor» She is the chofen of Hortenfio* »

Trj. Softly, my matters : if you be gentlcmCJl>

Do me this right 3 hear me with patience*

Baptifta is a noble gentleman.

To whom my father is not all unknown.
And were his daughter fairer than lh« is>

Voitlllt 1 Sic
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^

She may more fuitors have, and me for one.

Fair Ledas daughter had a thoufand wooers

;

Then well one more may fair Bianca have.

And fo fhe fliail. Lucentio /Iiall make one,

Tho"* Paris came, in hope to fpeed alone.

Gre, What [ this gentleman will out-talk us alh

Luc. Sir, give him head, I know he'll prove a jadCf

Pet. HortenfiOy to what end are all thefi words ?

Hor, Sir, let me be fo bold as to afk you,

pid you yet ever ice J^^/j/Z/^^a's daughter ?

Tra. No, Sir 5 but hear I do that he hath two j

The one as famous for a fco'ding tongue,

As the other is for beauteous modefty.

Pet, Sir, Sir, the firft*s for me j let her go by.

Gre, Yea, leave that labour to great Hercules,

And let it be more than Alcidei* twelve.

Pet, Sir, nnderftand you this of me, infooth

:

The youngeft daughter, whom you hearken fcr^

Her father keeps from ail accefs of fuitors.

And will not promife her to any man.
Until the eldeft fifter firft be wed :

The younger then is free, and not before.

Tra, If it be fo. Sir, that you are the man
Muft fteed us all, and me amongft the reft j

And if you break the ice, and do this feat, \

Atchieve the elder, fet the younger free

For our accefs 5 whofe hap fliall be to have her.

Will not fo graceiefs be> to be ingrate.

Hor, Sir, you fay well, and well you do conceive %

And fince you do profefs to be a fuitor.

You muft, as we do^ gratifie this gentleman.
To whom we all reft generally beholden.

Tra. Sir, I ftiall not be flack 5 in fign whereof^
Pleafe ye, we may convive this afternoon.

And quaH'caroufes to our miftrefs' health.

And do as adverfaries do in law,

Strive mightily, but eat and drink as friends.

Gru, Bion, O excellent motion ! fellows, let's be gonCa
Hor. TThe motion's good indeed, and be it fo.

[Exeunt^
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t Man. My Lord, you nod, you do not mind the Play,

Sly. Tea, hy St. Ann, do I : a good matterfurely ! comes

there any more of it ?

Lady. My Lord, *tis but begun.

Sly. ""Tis a 'very excellent piece of'work j Madam Lady,
'would 'tivere done I

ACT II. SCENE i.

Baptifta'j Houfe in Padua. Enter Catharina and Bianca.

Bian. OOD fifter, wrong me not, nor wrong your lelf,

VJT To make a bond-maid and a flave of me j

That I difdain : but for thefe other gaudes.

Unbind my hands, I'll pull them offmy fclf^

Yea, all my raiment, to my petticoat.

Or what will you command me will I do 5

So well I know my duty to my elders.

Cath, Of all thy fuitors here I charge thee tell

Whom thou lov'ft beft : fee thou diflemble ftot.

Bian. Believe me, fifter, of all men alive

1 never yet beheld that fpecial face

Which I could fancy more than any othef

.

Cath» Minion, thou lieft ; is't not Hortenjio ?
Bian, If you affe£t him, fifter, here I fwear

ril pleai for you my felf butyou ftiall have him.
Cath. Oh then belike you fancy riches more.

You will have Gremio, to keep you fair.

Bian, Is it for him you do fo envy me ?

3^ay, then yoo jeft, and now I Well perceive

You have but jefted with me all this while j

1 pr'ythee, fifter Kate, untie my hands.

Cath, Ifthatbe jeft, then all the reft was fo. l^Strikes her*

Enter Baptifta.

Bap*y/hy, how now, dame,whence grows this infolence?

Bianca, ftandafidej poor girl, fhe weeps

j

Go ply thy needle, meddle not with her.

For fliame, thou hilding of a deviiifii fpirit,

Why doft thou wrong her, that did ne'er wrong thee ?

When did ftie crofs thee with a bitter word ?

Catb, Her faience flouts me, and Til be reveng'd.

l^FHes at Bianca.
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What, in my fight } Biancay gettheein.f^^f.JSiant

Cath, Will you not fuffer me ? nay, now I fee

She is your treafure, fhe muft have a hufband^

I muft dance bare-foot on her wedding-day.

And for your love to her lead apes in hell

:

Talk not to me, I will go fit and weep,

'Till I can find occafion of revenge. [Exit Cath*
Bap. Was ever gentleman thus griev'd as I ?

^ut who comes here ?

SCENE ir.

Enter Gremio, Lucentio in the habit of a mean man, Pe*
truchio *witb Hortenfio like a mujiciany Tranjo

and Biondello hearing a lute and books,

Gre, Good morrow, neighbour Baptijia,

Bap, Good morrow, neighbour Gremio : God favc you,

gentlemen.

Pet, AnA you, good Sir
5
pray, have you not a daughter

call'd Catharinoy fair and virtuous ?

Bap, I have a daughter. Sir, call'd Catharina.

Gre, You are too blunt, go to it orderly.

Pet, You wrong me, Signior Gremio^ give me leave*

I am a gentleman of Verona, Sir,

That hearing of her beauty and her wit.

Her affability and bafhful modefty.

Her wondrous qualities, and mild behaviour.

Am bold to fhew my fcif a forward gueft

Within your houfe, to make mine eye the witncls

Of that report, which I fo oft have heard.

And for an entrance tomy entertainment, [Prefenting^ Hot*
I do prefent you with a man of mine.

Cunning in mufick, and the mathematics*
To inftrucfl her fully in thofe fciences.

Whereof I know fhe is not ignorant

:

Accept of him, or clfe you do me wrong.
His name is Licio, born in Mantua,

Bap, Y'are welcome. Sir, and he for your good f^k?*
But for my daughter Catharine, this I ki>ow.
She is not for your turn, the more's my grief.

P£t, I fee you do not mean to part with hei*,

(pr elfe you like not of my company.
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^ap% Miftake me not, I fpeak but what I find.

"Whence are you, Sir ? what may I call your name ?

Pet* Petrucbio is my name, Antonio's fon,

A man well known throughout all Italy*

Bap. I know him well : you are welcome for his fake.

Gre, Saving you tale, Petruchio, I pray let us that are

poor petitioners fpeak too. Baccalartl you are marvel-

lous forward.

Pet, Oh, pardon me, Signior Grem'io^ I would fain be

doing.

Gre* I doubt it not, Sir, but you will curfe your wooing.

Neighbour ! this is a gift very grateful, I am fure of it»

To exprefs the likekindnefs my felf, that have been more
IdndJy beholden to you than any, free leave give to this

young fcholar, that hath been long ftudying at Rehns^

[Prefenting Luc] as cunning in Greek, Latiuy and other

languages, as the other in mufick and mathematics 5 liis

name h Caml>io
5
pray, accept his fervice.

Bap. A thoufand thanks, Signior Gremio : welcome^,

good Cambio, But, gentle Sir, methinks 3''ou walk like a

Granger, [Tb Tranio.Jmay I be fo bold to know the caufc

of your coming ?

'Tra. Pardon me. Sir, the boldnefs is mine own.
That, being a ftranger in this city here,

t)o make my felf a fuitor to your daughter.

Unto Biancay fair and virtuous :

Nor is your firm refolve unknown to me^
In the preferment of the eldeft fifter.

This liberty is all that I requeft,

That, upon knowledge of my parentage,

I may have v/elcome 'mongft the reft that woo.
And free accefs and favour as the reft.

And toward the education of your daughters,

I here beftow a fimple inftrument.

And this fmall packet of Greek and Latin books*

Ifyou accept them, then their worth is great.

[They greet pri'vatelyt

Bap, Lucentio is your name ? of whence I pray ?

^ra. Of Pifay Sir, fon to Vincentio.

Bapt A mighty man of Pija
j
by report

I 3 I kno'.v
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^

I know him well
;
you are very welcome. Sir*

Take you the lute, and you the fet of books,

[To Hor. andlAXU
You fhall go fee your pupils prefently.

Holla, v/ith>n !

Enter a Servant,

Sirrah, lead thefe gentlemen,

To my two daughters, and then tell them both

Thefe are their tutors, bid tht*m ufe them well.

[Ex> Ser'vant ivitb Hor. and LtsCt

We v;ill go walk a little in the orchard,

And then to dinner. You are pafTing welcome,
And fo I pray you all to think your felves»

Pet, Signiur Bapttftay my bufinefs alketh haftc.

And every day I cannot come to woo.
You knew my father well, and in him me,
Left fol'.dy heir to all his lands and goods,

Which I have bettered rather than decreas'd
;

Then tell me, if I ^et your daughter's love,

What dowry lhail I h:ive with her to wife ?

Bap, After my death, the one half of my lands.

And in p"»fieiiion, twenty thoufand crowns*
Pet, And for that dowry, Til afTure her for

K^r vridowhood, be it that fhe furvlve me,
In all my lands and icafes whatfoever

;

Let fpjcialties be therefore drawn between us,

That covenants may be kept on either hand.

Bap, Ay, when the fpecial thing is well obtained.

That is, her love ; for that is all in all.

Pet. "Why that is nothing: for I tell you, father,

I am as peremptory as fne proud-minded*

And where two raging fires meet together,

They do confume the thing that feeds their fury.

Tho' little hre grows great with little windf
Yet extrfam gufts will blow out fire and all

:

So I to her, and fo Ihe yields to me.

For lam rough, and woo not like a babe.

Bap. Well may'ft thou woo, and happy bcthy fpeed

But hz thou arm'i for fomc unhappy words.
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Pet, Ay, to the proof, as mountains are for winds,
- ^hatihake not, the* they blow perpetually.

SCENE III. Enter Hortenfio with his bead broke.

Bap, How now, my friend, why doft thou look fopalef

Hor, For fear, I promife you, if I look pale.

Bap, What, will my daughter prove a good mufician ?

Hor, I think fhe'Il fooner prove a foldier
5

Iron may hold with her, but never lutes.

Bap, Why then thou canft not break her to the lute ?

Hor, Why no 5 for fhe hath broke the lute on me.
I did but tell her fhe miftook her frets,

And bowM her hand to teach her fingering.

When, with a mofi- impatient devilifh fpirit.

Frets call you them ? quoth fhe: I'll fume with them:
And with that word /he ftruck me on the head,

And through the inllrument my pate made way.
And there I flood amazed for a while,

As on a pillory, looking through the lute
j

While /lie did call me rafcal, fidler,

And twangling jack, with twenty fuch vile terms,.

As fhe had lludied to mifufe me ib.

Pet, Now, by the world, it is a lufty wench
5

I love her ten times more than e'er I did j

Oh, how I long to have feme chat with her !

Bap, Well, go with me, and be not fo difcomfited*

Proceed in practice with my younger daughter.

She's apt to learn, and thankful for good turns ;

Signior Fetruchioy will you go with us.

Or ihall I fend my daughter Kate to you ?

Pet* I pray you, do. I will attend her here,

[£;f//Bap. tvitb Gre. Hor. andTxd^mp<^

And woo her with fome fpirit when fhe comes.

Say that (he rail, why then Til tell her plain

She fings as fweetly as a nightingale :

Say that ihe frown. Til fay fhe looks as clear

As morning rofes newly wafh'd with dew
j

Say fhe be mute, and will not fpeak a word.
Then Til commend her volubility.

And fay, fhe uttereth piercing eloquence :

If fhe do bid me pack, Til give her thanks^

4s tho' fhe bid me itay by her a week j |^
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If fhe tleny to wed, Pll crave the day

When I fhall aik the b.ines, and when be married.

But here fhe comes, and now, Petrucbio, fpeak.

SCENE IV. Enter Catharina.

Good morrow, Kate, for that's your name I heaf.

C^/i>.Well haveyouheard,but fomethinghard ofhearing*

They call me Catharine, that do talk of met
Pet, Ygu lie, in faith, for you are cali'd plain Kate,

And bonny Kate, and fometimes i^<2ff the curft

:

But Kate^ the prettieil Kate in Chriftendom,

Kate of Kate hall, my fuper-dainty Kate,,

(For dainties are ail Catet) and therefore Kate
5

Take this of me, Kate of my confolation

!

Hearing thy mildnefs prais'd in every town.

Thy virtues fpoke of, snd thy beauty founded.

Yet not fo deeply as to thee belongs

:

My felf am mov'd to woo thee for my wife.

Cath, Mov'd ! in good time 5 let him that mbv'd y<ou

hirher.

Remove ycu hence ; I knew you at the firft

You were a moveable.

Pet, Why, what's a moveable ?

Cath, A join'd l^ocl.

Pet. Thou hafl hit it
; come, fit on me.

Cathi AfTes were made to bear, and fo are youv

Pet, Women are made to bear, and fo are you.

Catht No fuch jade. Sir, as you, if me you mean.
Pet, Alas, good Kate, 1 will not burthen thee.

For knowing thee to be but young and light—
Cath, Too light for fuch a fwain as you to catch

|

And yet as heavy as my weight fhould be. *

* — weight fh->u!(? be,

'Pet. Should,! Bee: (hould 1 ,^-.bux,,

Cath. VVell ta'en, and like a bu2Xard.
'Fet. O Hov.'-wing'd turtle, fliall a bu^^ard take thee 5

Cath. Ay, for a turtle, as he takes a Suziard.
Tet. Come, com?, youvvaip, j'Faith you are too angry.
Cath. If I be wafpifn, 'bcft beware my fting.

Tet. My remedy js rhen to pluck it our.
Cath. Ay, if the fool couid find it where it ly<?$.

Tit, Who kauv/. uui wh?fs ^ wafp doth weai Xin fting ?

Xn h\i tail,

Catt,
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Fet, Nay, hear you, Kate, Infooth you 'fcape not fo.

Catb. I chafe you if I tarry ; Jet me go.

Pet. No, not a whit, I find you pafling gentle :

*Twas told me you were rough, and coy , and fullen.

And now I lin^ report a very liar
5

For thou art pleafant, gamefome, pafling courteous.

But flow in fpeech, yet fweet as fpring-time flowers.

Thou can*il not frown, thou can^ft not look afcance^

Nor bite the lip, as angry wenches will.

Nor haft tjjQu pleafure to be crofs in talk

:

But thou with mildnefs entertain'fl thy wooers^

With gentle conPrence, foft, and affable.

Why doth the world report that Kate doth limp ?

Oh fland'rous world ! Kate^ like the hazle-twig.

Is flraight and (lender, and as brown in hue
As hazle-nuts, and fweeter than the kernels.

Qh, Jet me fee thee walk : thou doll not halt.

Catb, Go, fool, and whom thou keepefl,thofc command

»

Tet, Did ever Dian fo become a grove.

As Kate this charnber with her princely gaite ?

Caik. In his tongue.

Tet. VVhofe tongue?
Cdtb. Yours if you talk of tails, and fo fartwel.
Tct. What, with my tongue in your tail? nay, come agaiis,

Ciood Kate, I am a gentleman,
Catb. That I'll try. [She frikfs hintf^-

Tet, I fwear Til cuff you, if yoa strike again.
€ath. So may yoa lofe your arms.

If you ftrike me you are no gentleman,

^ad if no gentleman, why then no arms.
" Tet. A herald, Ki^te ? oh, put me in thy books.

Cath. What is your cresr, a coxcomb ?

7'et. A comblefs cock, fo K^u will be my hen.

Catb. No cock of mine, you crow too like a craven.

Tet. Nay, come, Kate; come, you must nor lock fo fower^

€ath. It is my fafliion when I fee a crab.

Tet. Why, here's no crab, and therefore look not fowcr.

Cath. There is, there is.

Then (hew it me.

Cath. Had laglafs I would.

Tet, What, you mean my face?

Catb. Wellaim'd of fuch a young one.

"Pet. No, by St. George, I am too young for yo^v

Catb. Yet you are witUet'Uo

Tet, 'Tis with carpi.

Catb. I care not.

^tt. Nay, eye.
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' O, be thou Dian, and let her be Kate,

And then let Kate be chaft, and Dian fportful.

Catb, Where did you ftudy all this goodly fpeech t

Fet> It is extempore, from my mother-wit.

Catb* A witty mother, witlefs elle her fon.

Pet, Am I not wife?

Cath* Yes j
keep you warm.

Pet* Why, fo I mean, fweet C<2/^(if/«ff in thy bed i

And therefore fctting all this chat afide.

Thus in plain terms : your father hath confented

That you fhall be my wife
;
your dowry *greed"on j

And will you, nill you, I will marry you.

Nmv, Kate, I am a hulband for your turn>

For by this light, whereby I fee thy beauty.

Thy beauty that doth make me like thee well.

Thou muft be married to no man but mc.
For I am he am born to tame you, Kate,

And. bring you from a wild cat to a Kate,

Conformable as other houHiold Kates
^

Here comes your father, never make deniaf,

I muft and will have Catharine to my wife.

SCENE V.
Enter Baptifta, Gremio, and Tranio*

Bap. Signior PetruckiO. how fpeed you with

My daughter ?

Pet. How but well. Sir, how but well ?

It were impoflible I fjiould fpeed amifs.

Bap. Why >how now,daughter Catharinejin yourdiimps?'

Catb. Call you me daughter ? now I promife you
You've fhew'd a tender fatherly regard.

To wiih me wed to one half lunatick,

A madcap ruffian, and a fwearing jack.

That thinks with oaths to face the matter out.

Pet. Father, 'tis thus
;

your felf and all the world

That taik'd of her, have talk'd amifs of herj

If fhe be curft, it is for policy.

For /lie's not froward, but modeft as the dove :

She is not hot, but temperate as the morn.
For patience fhe will prove a fecond Griffel,

And Roman Lucrece for her chaftity.

Aft4
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Ani to conclude, we've 'greed fo well together,

That upon Sunday is the wedding-day.

Catb* V\\ fee thee hangM on Sunday firfl.

Gre. Hark, hark;

Petruchto! fhe lays fhe'll fee thee hangM firfl.

^fra. Is this your fpeeding ? then, good nigkt our part I

Per, Be patient. Sirs, I chufe her for my fclf
j

If fhe and I be pleas'd, what's that to you ?

'Tis bargained 'twixtus twain, being alone,

That flie /hall ftill be curft in company. *'

I tell you 'tis incredible to believe

How much fhe loves me 5 oh, the kindeft Kate!

5he hung about my neck, and kifs on kifs

She vy'd fo fa ft, protefting oath on oath.

That in a twink fhe won me to her love.

Oh, you are novices ; '*-ic a world to fee.

How tame (when men and women are alone)

A meacock wretch can make thecurfteft ilirew.

Give me thy hand Kate, I will unto Venice^

To buy apparel 'gainft the wedding-day
5

Father, provide the fead, and bid the guefts,

I will be fure my Catharine fhall be hnj.

Bap» I know not Vv^hat to fay, but give your hands*

God fend you joy, Petruchio! 'tis a match.
Gre. Tra, Amen fay we, we will be witnefTes.

Pet» Father, and v/ife, and gentlemen, adieu
j

I will to Venice, S'-inday comes apace.

We will have rings and things, and fine array 5

And kifs me, Kate^ we'll marry o' Sunday.

[Exe, Petruchio and Catharina^

SCENE VI.
Ore* Was ever match clapt up fo fuddenly ?

Bap. 'Faith, gentlemen, I play a merchant's part.

And venture madly on a defperate mart.

Tra. 'Twas a commodity lay fretting by you
j

'Twill bring you gain, crperilh on the feas.

Bap* The gain I feek is quiet in the match.
- Gre. No doubt but he hath got a quiet catch

;

But now, Baptijh, to your younger 4aug}iter j

Now
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is the day we long have looked fort

i am your neighbour, and Was fuitor firft.

'jTjr^. And I am one that love Bianca more
Than words can witnefs or your thoughts can guefs-

Gre. Youngling ! thou canft not love fo dear as !•

^ra. Grey - beard ! thy love doth freeze.

Cre. But thine doth fry.

Skipper, f^and back ; *tis age that nouri/heth".

Tra. But youth in ladies eyes that flouri/hetb.

Bap, Content you,gentlemen,! will compound this llrii*;

'Tis deeds muft win the prize, and he of both

That can affure my daughter greateft dower.

Shall have Bianco*^ love.

Say, Signior Gremio, what can you aflure her ?

Ore. Firft, as you know, my houfe within tk« city

Is richly furnifhed with plate and gold,

Bafons and ewers to lave her dainty hands;

My hanginp-s all of Tyrian tapefl^ry
5

In ivory coffers I have Hiut my crowns 5

In cyprefs chefts my arras, counterpanes,

Coftly apparel, tents and canopies,

Fine linnen, Turkey cu/hions bofs*d with pearl ^
Valance of Venice gold in needle-work;

Pewter and brafs, and all things that belong

To houfe, or houfe-keeping : then at my faria

I have a hundred milch-kine to the pail,

Sixfcore fat oxen Handing in my ftalls j

And all things anfwerable to this portion.

My felf am rtruck in years, I muft confefs.

And if I die to-morrow, this is hers.

If whilft I live fhe will be only mine.

Tra, That only came well in. Sir, lift to mc|
I am my father's heir, and only fon ,5

If I may have your daughter to my wife,

I'll leave her houfes three or four as good.

Within rich Pifa walls, as any one

Old Signior Gremio has in Padua
Befides two thoufand ducats by the year

Of fruitful land j all which fhall be her jointurfif

What, have I pinch'd you, Signior Grmig f
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Crc, Two tboiifand ducats by the yeat of land !

My land amounts but to fo much in ail

:

That ihe fiiall have, befidcs an Argojls

That now is lying in Marfeilies*5 road.

What have I cho^kt you with an Argofie ?

Tra. GremtOy 'tis known my father hath no lefs

Than three great Argofies, btfides two galliafles.

And tv/tlve tight gallies ; thefc I will allure her,

And twice as much, what e*er thou ofier'ft next.

GVf. Nay, I have ofier'd all ; \ have no more j

And Oie can have no more than all I have
;

If you like me, fhe fhali have me and mine.

^Tra, Why then the maid is mine from all the world.

By your iirm promife j Grcmio Is out-vied.

Bat>. I mult confcfs your offer is the bell 5

And let your father make her the aflurance.

She is your own, elfe you mufl: pardon me :

If you fhould die before him, where's her dower ?

T^ra, That*s but a cavil 5 he is old, I young.

Cre, And may not young men die as well as old ?

Bap, Well, gentlemeh, then I am thus refolvM

:

On Sunday next, you know, my daughter Catharine

I?? to be married : now oft Sunday following

Bianca fliall be feride to you, if you'

Th' afTurance make ; if not to Signior Gremio :

And fo I take my leave, and thank you both. [Exit»

Gre* Adieu, good neighbour. Now I fear thee not:

Sirrah, young gamefler, your father were a fool

To give thee all 5 and in his waining age

Set foot under thy table : tut ! a toy !

An tfld Italian fox is not fo kind, my boy. \Ex:t^
Tra. A vengeance on your crafty witherM hide! v

Yet I have fac'd it with a card of ten

:

'Tis in my head to do my mailer good :

I fee no reafon but fuppos'd Lucentio

May get a father, cali'd fuppos'd Vincentio
;

And that's a wonder : fathers commonly
Do get their children j but in this cafe

Of wooing, a child fhall get a fire, if

¥01. III. K J
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I fail not of my cunning. [Exitn

[Sly fl)eaks to one ofthe Servants*

Sly. Sim, ivhcn *ivi/I thefool come again ?

Sim. Anon, wy Lord,

Sly. Gi've's fome more drink here wherc'^s the tapr

per? here, Sim, eat fome of thefe things,

Sim. So I do, my Lord.

SJy. Here, Sim, / dritik to thee,

ACT III. SCENE I.

Continues in Padua.

Enter Lucentio^ Hortenfio, and Bianca. *

Luc, T7IDLER, forbear
5
you grow too forv/ard, Sir

;

Have you fo foon forgot the entertainment

Her fifter Catharine welcomM you withal ?

Hor, But, v/rangling pedant, know this lady is

The patronefs of heavenly harmony }

Then give me leave to have prerogative

;

And when in mufick we have fpent an hour.

Your lecture fhall have leifure for as much.
Luc, Prepofterous afs ! that never read fo far

To knov/ the caufe why mufick v.as ordain'd

:

V/as it not to refrefli the mind of man
After his ftudies, or his ufual pain ?

Then give me leave to read philofophy.

And while I paufe, ferve in your harmony.
Her. Sirrah, I will not bear thcTe braves of thine*

, . Bian, Why, gentlemen, you do me double wrong.

To ftrive for that v/hich refteth in my choic?

:

I am no breeching fcholar in the fchoolsj

I'll not be tied to hours, nor 'pointed times.

But learn my lellons as I pleafe my felf}^

And to cut off all ftrifc, here fit we down,
Take you your inftrurnent, flay you a while.

His letlure will be done ere you have tun'4«

Hor, You'll leave his lecture when I am in ti|ne ?

[Hortenfio retires,

Luc, That will be never : tune your injjlrunient,

Eian, Where left ws laft i
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Luc, Here, Mad:im : Hie ibat Simoisy hie ejl Sigeta tel^

ius, Hie jleterat Priami regia ce/fa fenis,

Bian. Conftrue them.

Luc, Hie ibat, as I told you before, Simois, lam Lu-^

centio, hie eft, Ibn unto Vintentio of Pifa, Sigeia tellus^

difguifed thus to get your love, hie Jleterat, and that Ltt^

eentio that comes a wooing, Priami, is my man Cranio,

regia, bearing my port, celja Jenis, that we might beguile

the o!d Pantaloon.

Hor. Madam, my inftrument's in tune. [ReturmTigt,

Bian, Let's hear. O fie, the treble jars.

Luc, Spit in the hole, man, and tune again.

Bian. Now let me fee if I can conflrue it : Hie ibat o/-

ffisis, I know you not, Hieefi Sigeia ttUus, I truft you not,

hie Jleterat Priami, take heed he liears us not, regia

^

prefume not, celJa Jenis, defpair not.

Hor, Madam, 'tis now in tune.

Luc, All but the bafe.

Hor, The bafe is right, 'tis the bafe knave that jars*

How fiery and how froward is our pedant

!

Now, for my life, that knave doth court my love
j

Pedajeule, I'll watch you better yet.

Bian, In time I may believe
5
yet I miflrufl.

Luc. Miflruft it not, for fure JEacidss

Was Ajax, call'd fo from his grandfather.

Bian, I muft believe my mafter, elfe I promife you^

I fhouldbe arguing ftill upon that doubt

:

But let it reft. Now, Licie, to you :

Good mafters, take it not unkindJy, pray.

That I have been thus pleafant with you both.

Hor, You may go walk, and give me leave a while
|

My lelTons make no mufick in three parts.

Luc, Are you fo formal. Sir ? well, I miift wait.
And watch withal ; for, but I be deceiv'd.

Our fine mufician groweth amorous. [Luc. retires

Her, Madam, before you touch the inftrument.

To learn the order of my fingering,

I muft begin with rudiments of art.

To teach you Gamut in a briefer fort.

More pleafant, pithy, and effedual,

K z Than
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Than hath been taught by any of my trade
j

^nd there it is in writing fairly drawn.

Bian, Why, I am paft my Gamut long ago.

Jlcr. Yet read the Gamut of Uortenfio,

B'tan, \Reading.'\ Gamutlamy the ground ofall accord,
j^re, to plead Hortenjio' s p^ffion,

Bmi, Biaticay take him for thy lord,

Cfaut^ that loves thee with all affe^lion,

pe fol rey one cliff, but two notes have I,

Elamiy fhow nie pity, or I die.

Call you this Gamut f tut, I like it not
^

C)ld fafhions pieafe me beftj Tm not fonice

To change true rules for odd inventions.

Enter a Str'vant.

Serv. Miftrefs, your father prays you leave your books.
And help to drefs your fifter*s chamber up

;

You know to-morrow is the wedding day.

Bi(2f7.1ca.rewd, fweetm afters both; Imuft begone. [Exit,

X«^. *Faith,miftrefs,thenIhavenocaufe to flay. [^Exic»

Hor, But I have to pry into this pedant
5

Methinks he looks as tho' he were in love :

Yet if thy thoughts, Bianca, be fo humble
To caft thy wandring eyes on every ftale

;

t>cize thee who lift j if once I find thee ranging,

S'lortenjio will be quit with thee by changing. [ExU»
SCENE II.

£/;f^rBaptifta,Tranio,Catharina,Lucentio,^7«^^//f«d^«^j»

Bap, Signior Lucentio^ this is the *pointed day

That Catherine and Petruchio fhould be married
\

And yet we hear not of our fon-in-law.

"What will be faid ? what mockery will it be.

To want the bridegroom when the prieft attends

To fpeak the ceremonial rites of marriage ?

What fays Lucentio to this fhame of ours ?

^ Cath> Noftiame but mine ; I muft, forfooth, be forc'd

To give my hand oppos'd againft my heart.

Unto a mad-brain rudeft)y, full of fpleen.

Who woo'd in hafte, and means to wed at leifure.

1 told you, I, he was a frantick fool,

l^i^i'ig ^is bitter jefts in blunt behaviour:
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And to be noted for a merry man,

HeMI woo a thoufand, 'point the day of marriage.

Make friends, invite, yes, and proclaim the banes

,

Yet never means towed where he hath wooM.

Now mufl the world point at poor Catharine,

And fay, lo I there is mad Petruchio's wife.

If it would pleafe him come and marry her.

Tra, Patience, good Catharins, and Bapiijla too 5

Upon my life, Petruchio means but well.

What ever fortune ftays him from his word.

Tho' he be blunt, I know him pafiing wife
;

Tlio' he be merry, yet withal he's honcft.

Cdth. Would Catharine had never feen him tho' !

[^Exit ^eepin^i

Bap, Go, girl j I cannot blame thee now to weep j

For fuch an injury would vex a faint.

Much more a flirew of thy impatient humour.

SCENE HI. Enter BiondeUo.

Bion, Mafter, mafter 5 old news, and fuch news as you

never heard of.

Bcfp. Is it new and old too ? how may that be ?

Biort, Why, is it no news to hear ot Petruchio\ coming ?

Bap, is he come ?

BioTu Why, no, Sir.

Sap. What then ?

Bi'.n. He is coming.

Bap, Vy hen will he be here ?

Bion, When he ftands where I am, and fees you therC*

Tra, But fay, what to thine old news ?

Bion, Why, Petruchio is coming in a new hat and an old

jerkin ; a pair ofold breeches thrice turned 5 a pair of boots

that have been candle-cafes, one buckled, another lac'd 5

an oldrufty fword ta'en out of the town-armory, with a

broken hilt, and chapelefs, with two broken points j his

horfe hipp'd, with an old mothy faddle, the ftirrups of no
kindred

J
befides, poffeft with the glanders, and like tci

mourn in the chine, troubled with the lampaiTe, infedled

v;iththe farcin, full of windgalls, fped with fpavins, raitd

with the yellows, paft cure of the vives, ftark fpoiled with,

the ftaggcrs^ begnawn with the bots^ fway'd in the back,,
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and flioulder-lhotten, near-legg'd before, and with a hait-

cheek'd bit, and a headftall of fheep's leather, which being

reftrain'd to keep him from ftumbling hath been otteii

burft, and now repair'd with knots; one girt fix times

piec'd, and a woman's crupper of velure, which hath two

letters for her name, fairly fet down in ftuds, and here

and there piecM with packthread.

£ap. Who comes with him ?

Bion, Oh Sir, his lackey, for all the world caparifonM

like the horfe, v/ith a linen ftocji on one leg, and a kerfey

boot-hofe on the other, garterM with a red and blue lift,

an old hat, and the humour of forty fancies pricktup in't

for a feather : a monfter, a very monfter in apparel, and

jiotlikc a chriftian foot-boy, or gentleman's lackey.

7ra, 'Tis fome odd humour prick^himtothisfafhion
j

Yet oftentimes he goes but mean apparell'd.

I ani glad he's come, howfoever he comes.

Mion, Why, Sir, he comes not.

Didft thou not fay he comes ?

£tou. Who ? that Petruchto came ?

Bap, Ay, that Petruchio came,

Bion, No, Sir; I fay his horfe comes with him on his

tack.

Bap, Why that"*s all one.

. Bion. Nay, by St. Jamyf I hold you a penny,

A horTe and a man is more than one, and yet not many.
S C E N E IV.

j^iYUr Petruchio and Grumio fantajiically habited.

Pet, Come, where be thefe gallants ? who is at home?
Bap, You're welcome, Sir.

Pet, And yet I come net well.

Bap. And yet you halt not.

^ra. Not fo well 'pareU'd as I wifh you were.

Pet. Why, were it better I fhould rufh in thus.

But v;bere is Kate ? where is my lovely t.ride ?

Hew dees my father ? gentles, methinks you frown;

And wherefore gaze this goodly company.
As if they fav/ fome wondrous monument,
5ome comet, or unufual prodigy ?

Bap, Why Sir^ you know this is your wed4Ing-c^^y 2
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Firfi: were we fad, feapng you would not come 5

l^ow fadder, that you come fo unprovided.

Fie, doff this habit, Hiame to your eflate.

An eye- fore to our folemn feftival.

^ra. And fell us what occafion of import

Hath all fo long detain'd you fri>rn your wife>

And fent you hither fo unlike your felf?

Pet. Tedious it were to tell, and harfh to hear :

Sufficeth 1 am come to keep my word.

The' in feme part enforced to digrefs.

Which at more leifurc I will foexcufe.

As ycu fhaliwell be fatisfied withal.

But w'here is Kate ? I ftay too long from her;

The morning wears ; 'tis time we were at church.

Ira, Sec not your bride in thefe unreverent robes j

Go to my chamber, put on cloaths of mine.

Pet, Not I believe me, thus Til vifit her.

Bap. But thus, I truft", you will not marry her.

Pet. Good footh, even thus 5 therefore ha' done with

To me file's married, not unto my cloaths : [words j

Could I repair what fhe will wear in me.
As I could change thefe poor accoutrements,

'Twere well for Kate, and better formyfelf.

But what a fool am 1 to chat with you.

When I fliouldbid good-morrow to my bride.

And feal the title v/ith a lovely kifs I

I'ra, He hath fome meaning in his mad attire:

' We will perfuade him, be it poffible.

To put on better ere he go to church.

B'ap^ I'll after him, and fee the event of this. l^Exit*.

SCENE. V.
TrJ. But, Sir, our love concerneth us to add

Her father's liking 5 which to bring to pafs.

As I before imparted to your worfhip,

I am to get a man, (whate'er he be

It /kills not much, we'll fit him to our turn)

And he fiiall be 'Vincentio of Pifa,

And make aflurance here in Padua
Of greater funqs than I have promifed:

So ijiall you quietly enjoy your h«pe,
'

' And



Ji6 Th^ Ta7ning of tin ShrnO.

And marry fweet Bianca with confent.

Luc, Were it not that my fcliow fchool-mafter

Doth watch Bianca s fteps fo narrowly,

'Twere good, methinks, to fteal our marriage
;

"VVhich once performed, let all the world fay no,

I'll keep mine own, defpight of all the world.

Tri7. That by degrees we mean to lock intoy

And watch our vantage in this bufinefs

:

"We'll over-reach the gray-beard Gremio,

The narrow-prying father Minola,

The quaint mufician amorous Licto
5

All for my mafter's fake Lucentio*

SCENE VI. Enter Gremio.

Now, Si^mor Gremio y came you from the church ?

Gre» As willingly as e'er I came from fchool.

Ira, And are the bride and bridegroom coming home
Gre. A bridegroom fay you ? 'tis a groom indeed,

A grumbling groom, and that the girl fliall find.

Tra. Curfter than flie ? why, 'tis impofliblc.

Gre, Why, he's a devil, a devil, a very fiend.

*Tra. Why, /he's a devil, a devil, the devil's dara.

Gre. Tut, fhe's a lamb, a dove, a fool to him i

I'll tell you. Sir Lucefjtio) when the prieft

t)\d afk if Catharine fhould be his. wife ?

Ay, by gogs-woons. quoth he 3 and fwore fo loud.

That all amaz'd the prieft let fall the book
j

And as he ftoop'd again to take it up.

This mad'brain'd bridegroom took him fuch a cuff.

That down fell prieft and book, and book and prieft.

Now take them up, quoth he, if any lift.

^ra. What faid the wench, when he rofe up again ?

Gre. Trembled and fhook; for why, heftamp'd and fwore

As if the vicar meant to cozen him.
But after many ceremonies done.

He calls for wine : a health, quoth he ; as if

H*ad been aboard carowfing to his mates

After a ftorm
5

quaft offthe mufcadel,

And threw the fops all in the fexton's face
5

Havijig no other caufe^ but that his beard

Grevr
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Crew thin and hunger^y, and feemM to a/k

His fops as he was drinking. This done, he took

The bride about the neck, and kift her lips

With fuch a clamorous fmack, that at the parting

All the church echoed; and I feeing this,
^

Came thence for very fhame ; and after me
The rout is coming: fuch a mad marriage

Ne*er was before. Hark, hark, the minftrels play*

[Mujick plays,

S C ;p N E VII. £;//^rPetruchio,Catharina, Bianca,

Hortenfio, and Baptifta.

Ptf^. Gentlemen and Friends, I thank you for your paii^s.

I know you think to dine with me to-day,

And have prepar'd great ftore of wedding cheer 5

But fo it is, my hafte doth call me hence
5

And therefore here I mean to take my leave.

Bap* Is't poflible you muft away to-night ?

Pet, I muft avtay to-day, before night come.
Make it no wonder 3 if you knew my bufinefs.

You would entreat me rather go than ftay.

And, honeft company, I thank you all.

That have beheld me give away my felf

To this moft patient, fweet and virtuous wife :

Dine with my father, drink a health to me.
For I muft hence ; and farewel to you all.

Tra, Let us entreat you ftay till after dinner*

Pet, It may not be.

Gre* Let me entreat you. Sir.

Pet, It cannot be.

Catb, Let me entreat you. Sir.

Pet, I am content.

Catb. Are you content to ftay ?

Pet, I am content you /hall intreat me ftay
j

But yet not ftay, intreat me how you can.

Qatb. Now, if you love ine, ftay.

Pet, Grumioy my horfes.

Gru, Sir, they be ready : the oats hjve eaten the horfes*

Catb, Nay then ^ '

Do what thou canft, I will not go to-day
5

No^
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No, nor to-morrow, nor 'till I pi cafe my felf
j

The door is open, Sir, there Jyes your way.
You may be jogging while your boots are green

j

For me, TiJ not go, 'till I pleafe my felf:

"Tis like you'll prove a jolly furly groom,
.That take it on you at the firft fo roundly.

Pet. O Kate, content thee
j
pr'ythee, be not angry.

Catb. I will be angry; what haft thou to do?
Father, be quiet ; he fhall ftay my leifure.

Gre. Ay, marry, Sir, now it begins to work*
Catb. Gentlemen, forward to the bridaJ-dio^er.

I fee a woman may be made a fool.

If /he had not a fpirit to refift.

Pet, They fhall go forward, Kate, at thy comman(3.
Obey the bride, you that attend on her

:

Go to the feaft, revel and domineer;
Carowfe full meafure to her maiden-head

;

Be mad and merry or go hang your felves
;

But for my bonny Kate, fhe muft with me.
Nay, look not big, nor ftamp, nor ftare, nor fret^

I will be mafter of what is mine own

;

She is my goods, my chatties, and my houfe.

She is my houfliold-ftuft*, my field, my barn.

My horfe, my ok, my afs, my any thing j

And here flie ftajids, touch her who ever dare 5

I'll bring my adtion on the proudeft he,

That ftops my way in Padua : Grumio,

iDraw forth thy weapon ; we're befet with thieves;

Refcue thy miftrefs if thou be a man

:

Fear not, fweet wench, they fiiall not touch thee, Kate
;

I'll buckler thee againft a million. \^Exe. Pet. and Cath.

Baff. Nay, let them go, a couple of quiet ones.

Gre. Went they not quickly, I fhould die with laughingt

'Tra. Of all mad matches, never was the like.

Luc* Miftrefs, w'hat's your opinion of your fifter ?

Bian, That being mad herfelf, fhe's madly mated.

Gre, I warrant him, Petrucbio is Kated.

Bap, Neighbours and friends, tho' bride and bridegroom

For to fupply the places at the table; [want

You know there wants no junkets at the feaft

:

Lucentio^
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l^ucentio, you fupply the bridegroom's place.

And let Bianca take her fiftcr's room.

Tra, Shall fweet Bianca pra<£life how to bride it ?

Bap, SheHiall, Lucer.tio : geiiciemin, let's go. lExeuntf

ACT IV. S C E N E I.

Petruchio'j Country Hcufe. Enter Grumio.

fie on ail tired jades, on all mad makers,

Jt^ and ail foul ways ! was ever man fo weary ?

was ever man fo beaten ? was ever m:Mi fo raied ? I ani

fent before to make a fire, and they are coming after to

warm them : now wcre I not a Jiuttle pot, and foon hot^

my very lips might freeze to my teeth, my tongue to the

roof of my mouth, my hesrt in my belly, ere 1 fhould

come by a tire to thaw me j bat I with blowing the fire

fhall warm my felf ^ for confidering the weather, a taller

man than I will take cold : holla, hoa, Curtis !

Enter Curtis, a Servant,

Cur. Who is that calls fo coldly ?

Cru. A piece of ice. If thou doubt it, thou msy'ft

from my ihoulder to my heel, with no greater a run

out my head and my neck. A lire, goodCurtis.

Curt, Is my mafter and his wife coming, Grumio ?

Cru. Oh ay, Curtis, ay 5 and therefore fire, fire, cafl

on no water.

Curt. Is fhe fo hot a fhrew as /lie's reported ?

Gru. She v/as, good Curtis, before the froft ; but thou

know'fl winter tames man, woman, and beafl, for it hath
tam'd my old mafter, and my new miflrefs, and thy felf,

fellov7 Curtis.

Curt. Away, you three-inch'd fool 5 I am no beaft.

Gru, Am I bift three inches ? why, thy horn is a foot,

and fo long am I at the leafl. But wilt thou make a fire,

or fhall I complain on thee to our miftrefs? whofe hand,
fhe being now at hand, thou fhalt foon feel to thy cold

comfort, for being flow in thy hot ofiice.

Curt. I pr'ythee, good Grumio, tell me, how goes the
world ?

Gru, A cold worlds Qurtis^ qvery ofiice but thine ;

an^
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and therefore fire : do thy duty, and have thy duty ; for

my mafter and miftrefs are almofl: frozen to death.

Curt. There'i fire ready j and therefore, good Grumid,
the news.

Gru, Why, Jack boy, ho boy, and as much nev;s as

thou wilt.

Curt. Come, you are fo full of cony-catching.

Gru. Why therefore fire ; for I have caught extreaiti

cold. Where's the cook ? is fupper ready, the houfe

trimm'd, rufhes ftrew'd, cobwebs Iwept, the fervingmen

in their new fuflian, their white ftockings, arid every offi-

cer his wedding garment on ? be the Jacks fair without,

the Jills fair within, carpet laid, and every thing in order?

Curt* All ready : and therefore I pray thee, what news ?

Gru. Firft, know my horfe is tired, my mafter and mi-
ilrefs fairn out.

• Curt. How ?

Gru. Out of their faddles into th« dirt j and thereby

hangs a tale.

Curt. Let's ha't, good Grumio,

Gru. Lend thine ear.

Curt. Here.
Gru, There. ^Strikes hirK<>

Curt. This is to feel a tale, not to hear a tale.

Gru, And therefore 'tis call'd a fenfible tale : and this

cuff was but to knock at your ear, and befeech liftning.

Now I begin : imprimis we came down a foul hill, my ma-
fter riding behind my miftrefs.

Curt. Both on one horfe ?

Gru, What's that to thee ?

Curt, Why a horfe.

Gru, Tell thou the tale. But hadft thou not croft me,

thou fhould'ft have heard how her horfe fell, and flie un-

der her horfe : thou fhould'ft have heard in how miry a

place, how flie was bemoil'd, how he left her with the

horfe upon her, how he beat the becaufe her horfe ftumbled,

how flie waded through the dirt to pluck him offme ; how
he fwore, how fhe pray'd that never pray'd before ; how
I cry'd, how the horfes ran away, how her bridle was

feurii, how I loll my crupper 3 with many things ofvrorthy

xAemory,
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memoiry, which now ^hall die in oblivion, and thou return

unexperienc'd to thy grave.

Curt, By this reckoning he is more ihrcw than ilic»

Gru. Ay, and that thou and the proudeAofyoa aJl/hall

find, when he comes home. But what talk I of this ? call

forth Nathanae!, Jofepb, Nicholas, FhiIi/>, JValter, Sugar

^

fop, and the reft: let their heads be Heekly comb'*d, their

blue coats brufh'd, and their garters of an indifferent knit j

let them currfiewith their left legs, and notprefume to

touch a hair ofmy maker's horfe tail, *tiii they kifs their

hands. Are they all ready ?

Curt. They are.

Gru. Call them forth.

Cart, Do you hear, ho ? you muft meet -my mafter to

countenance my miftrejs.

Gru, Why, Hie hath a face of her own.
Curt, Who knows not that ?

Gru, Thou, it feems, that eairil for company to coun-

tenance her.

Curt* 1 call them forth to credit her.

Enter fcur or fi^uc Ser'vwgrmsn,

Gru. Why, /he comes to borrow nothing of them.
Natb. Welcome home, Grumio,

Phtl. How now, Grumio

Jcf, What, Grumio I

Nich, Fellow Gmmio !

N^itb. How now, old lad ?

Gru, Welcome, you j how now ,^'ou j what, you ; fel-

low, you \ and thus much for greeting. New, my fpruce

companions, is all ready, and all things neat ?

Natb, All things are ready j how near is our maftcr ?

Gru. Vn at hand, alighted by this ; and therefore be

not— cock'f palhon, filence ! I hear my niaO.er.

SCENE II. Enter Petruchio andh\r.X.e.

Pet, Where be thefe kn:nes ? what, no man at door

to hold my iiiirrup, nor t o take my horfe ? where is A'rt-

tbanas/, Gregory^ Pbilip ?
All, Scrv, Here, here. Sir ; here. Sir.

Pet, Here, Sir, here, Sir, here, Sir, here Sir

You loggerheaded and unpoIiihM grooms *.

Vou ill* L What?
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What ? no attendance ? no regard ? no duty ?

Where is the foolifh knave \ fent before ?

Gru. Here, Sir, as foolifh as I was before.

Pet.You peafant fwain,youwhorefon,malt-horre drudge^;

Did not I bid thee meet me in the park,

i\nd bring along the rafcal knaves with thee?

Gru. Nathanaets coat. Sir, was not fully made r

And Gabriers pumps were all unpinkM I'th' heel

:

There was no link to colour Peter'' s hat,

And /^tz/zcY's dagger was not come from fheathing :
,

There were none fine, but Adam^ Ralph ^ and Gregorys

The relt were ragged, old and beggarly.

Yet as they are, here are they come to meet you.

Pet, Go, rafcals, go and fetch my fupperin. [^Exe, Seri/,

Where is the life that late I led ? \^ingi.

Where are thoje P fit down, Kate,

And welcon\e. Scud, [oud, foud, foud.^ [Humming^
Enter Scwantz ivith jupper.

Why, when I fay ? nay, good fweet Kate, be merry*

Off with my boots, you rogue : you villains, when?
// ivai the friar of orders grey

»

Ai he forth walked on bis ivay*

Out, out, you rogue ! you pluck my foot awry.

Take that,and mind the plucking offthe other. [Strikes him.

Be merry, Kate : fome water here ; what hoa !

Enter one <with water,

Where's my fpaniel Troilus ? firrah, get you hence.

And bidmy coufm Ferdinand come hither :

One, Kate, that you muft kifs, and be acquainted with*

Where are my flippers ? lhall I have fome water ?

Come, Kate, and walh, and welcome heartily

:

You whorelon villain, will you let it fall ?

Cath. Patience, I pray you, 'twas a fault unwilling.

Pet. A whorefon, beatle-headed, fiat-ear'd knave s

Come, Ar<:zf^, fit down ; I know you have a ftomach.

Will you give thanks, fweet Kate^ or elfe ihali I ?

What is this, mutton ?

I Serv, Yes,

Pet. Who brought it ?

^trv. I.

Pet.



The Taming of the Shrew.' 123

Pet» 'Tis burnt, and fo is all the meat

:

IVhat dogs are thefe ? where is the rafcal cook ?

How durft you, villains, bring it from the drefler,

-And ferve it thus to me that love it not ?

There, take it to you, trenchers, cups and all

:

[Throws the meaty &c. about the ftage*

You heedlefs jolt-heads, and unmannerM (laves

!

What, do you grumble ? Til be with you ftraight.

Cath* I pray you, hufband, be not fo difquiet
j

The meat was well, if you were fo contented.

Pet, I tell thee, iT-sr^^, 'twas. burnt and dry'd away.

And I expredy am forbid to touch it:

For it engenders choler, planteth anger.

And better 'twere that both of us did faf^.

Since of our felves our felves are cholerJck,

Than feed it with fuch over-roafted flefli : ,

Be patient, for to-morrow' t fliall be mended.

And for this night we'll faft for company.

Come, I will bring thee to thy bridal chamber.
Enter Ser'vants fe'verally^

Nath, Peter, did ft ever fee the like ? .
,

Peter* He kills her in her own humour.
Gru» Where is he ?

Enter Curtis.

C«nf. In her chamber, making a fermon ofcontiaency

to her.

And rails, and fwears, and rates; and fke poor fcul

Knows not which way to ftand, to look, to fpeak.

And fits as one new-rifen from a dream.

Away, away, for he is coming hither. [Exeunt^

SCENE III. £77/c'y Petruchio.

Pet, Thus have I politickly begun my reign.

And 'tis my hope to end fuccefsfuUy :

jMy faulcon now is fliarp, and pafling empty.
And *till flie ftoop, /he muft not be full gorg'd.

For then fhe never looks upon her lure.

Another way I have to man my haggard.

To make her come, and know her keeper's call

:

That is, to watch her, as we watch thefe kites,

T^h'at bait and beat, and will not be obedient.

h 2, jShe

4r
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She eat ho meat to-day, nor none (hall eat.

Laft night fhe flept not, nor to-night {hall not

:

As with the meat, feme undeferved fault

I'^ll find about the making of the bed.

And here V\\ fling the pillow, there the bolfler>

This way the coverlet, that way the fheets
j

Ay, and amid this hurly Til pretend

That all is aone in reverend care of her.

And in conclufion, fhe fhall watch all night

:

And if fhe chance to nod, I'll rail and brawl.

And with the clamour keep her ftlU awake.

This is a way to kill a wife with kindnefs,

And thus Til curb her mad and headftrong humour.
He that knov/G better how to tame a fhrew.

Now let hiip Ijicak, 'tis charity to (hev/. [Exitr

S C E N E IV. PADUA.
Enter Tranio and Hortenfio.

I'ra, Is'tpoflible, friend Licio, that Bianca

Doth fancy any other but Lucent io ?

I tell you, Sir, fhe bears me fair in hand.

Her. To fatisfie you. Sir, in what I faid,

Stand by, and mark the manner of his teaching.

Enter Bianca and Lucentio.

JLuc, Now, miflrcfs, profit you in what you read ?

Bian* What, mafler, read you ? iirft refolve me thati

Luc* I read that I profefs, the art of love.

Bian* And may you prove. Sir, mafler of your art!

Luc. While you, fweet dear, prove miftrefs of my heart.

Hor, Quick proceeders ! marry ! now tell me, I pray,,

you thatdurfl fwear that your miflrefs Bianca lov'd none

in the world fo well as Lucentio,

Tra. O defpightful love, unconflant womankind

!

I tell thee, Licio, this is wonderful.

Hor* Miftake no more, I am not Licio,

Nor a mufitian, as I feem to be.

But one that fcorn to live in this difguife.

For fuch a one as leaves a gentleman.

And makes a God of fuch a cullion
;

Know, Sir, that I am cali'd Hortenfio,

Tra, Signior Uortenjio^ I have often heard>

®£
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•Of your entire affe£lIon to Bianca^

And fince mine eyes are witnefs of her lighlnefs,

J wiJl with you, if you be fo contented,

Forfwear Bianca and her love forever.

Uor, See how they kifs and court. Signior Z<«f^»/7^,

Here is my hand, and here I firmly vow
Never to woo her more, but do forfwear her

As one unworthy all the former favours

That I have fondly flatter' cf herwilhal.

Tra. And here I take the like unfeigned oath.

Never to marry her, tho' /he intreat.

Fie on her, fee how beaftly /he doth court him.
Hor. Would all the world but he had quite forfwornher?

For me, that I may furely keep mine oath.,

I will be married to a wealthy widow,
Fre three days pafs, which has as long Inv'drae,

As I have lov'd this proud difdainfui haggard.

A.nd fo farewel, SIgnior Lucentio.

Kiridnefs in women, not their- beauteous looks.

Shall win nsy love : and fo 1 take my leave.

In jefolution as I fwore before. [Exit Hor.
Tra, Miftrefs Bianca, blefs you with fuch grace.

As 'longeth to a lover's blefled cafe !

Nay, I have ta'en you napping, gentle love.

And have forfworn you with Horten^o,

Bian. TraniOy you jeft : but have you both forfworn me ?

Tra, Mi/trefs, we have.

Luc* Then we are rid of, Licio.

Tra, IVfaith, he'll have a luJly widow now.
That fliall be wooM and wedded in a day.

Bian. Cod give him joy !

Tra* Ay, and he'll tame her.

Bian, He fays fo, Tranio,

"Tra, 'Faith he is gone unto the taming fchool.

Bian, The taming fchool ? what, is there fuch a place?

Tra, Ay, miftrefs, and Petruchio is the mailer.

That teacheth tricks eleven and twenty long,

To tame a /hrew, and charm her chattering tongue,

SCENE V. £///^r Biondello.

Sion^ Oh mailer, mailer, I have watch'd fo long,

L 3 That
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That I'm dog-weary ; but at laft I fpied

An ancient engle coming down the hill

Will ferve the turn.

Tra. What is he, Biondello P

Bion. Mafter, a mer«antant, or elfe a pedant

I know not what ; but formal in apparel 5

In gate and countenance furly like a fathe r.

Luc» And what of him, Tranio ?

*Tra, If he be credulous, and truft my tale,

rU make him glad to feem Vincentioy

And give affurance to Baptifta Minola,

As if he were the right Vincentio :

Take mc your love, and then let me alone.

[Ex» Luc, ^ Bian^

Enter a Pedant,

PeJ. God fave you. Sir*

Tra, And you, Sir
5
you are welcome

:

Travel you far on, or are you at the fartheft ?

Ped, Sir, at the farthelt for a week or two j

But then up farther, and as far as Rome
5

And fo to Tripoly, if God lend me life.

Tra, What countryman, I pray ?

Fed. Of Mantua,
^ra. Mantua, Sir, fay you ? Cod forbid!

And come to Padua, carelefs of your life ?

Ped, My life, Sir ! how, I pray ? for that goes hard

^ra* 'Tis death for anyone of Mantua
To come to Padua ; know you not the caufe ?

Yourfhips are ftaid at Venice^ ani the Duke
(For private quarrel 'twixt your Duke and him,)
Hath publifti'd and proclaim'd it openly :

'Tis marvel, but that you're but newly come,
Vou might Have heard it elfe proclaim'd about.

Ped» Alas, Sir, it is worfe for me than fo \

Per I,liave bills for money by exchange

From Florence, and muft here deliver them.
Tra* Well, Sir, to do you courtefie.

This will I do, and this will I advife you

;

I^rfl tell me, have you ever been at Pija f
Fti^ Ay^ Sir, in fija have I often been \
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Pifa renowned for grave citizens.

Tra, Among them know you one Vincentiof

Ped. I know him not, but I have heard of him J

A merchant of incomparable wealth.

Tra. He is my father, Sir
j
and, footh to fay,.

In countenance fomewhat doth refemble you.

JBion, As much as an apple doth an oyfter, and all one.

Tra» To fave your life in this extremity,

This favour will. I do you for his fake
j

And think it not the worft of all'your fortunes-

That you are like to Sir Vincentio:

His name and credit (hall you undertake.

And in my houfe you (hall be friendly lodg'd :

took that you take upon you as you fhould.

You underftand me. Sir : fo fiiall you flay

'Till you have done your bufinefs in the city.

If this be courtYie, Sir, accept of it.

Ped, Oh, Sir, I do, and will repute you ever

The patron of my life and liberty.

^ra. Then go with me to make the matter gccd r
This by the way 1 let you underftand,

My father is here look'd for every day.

To pafs affurance of a dowre in marriage
' T wixt me and one Baptifta*^ daughter here

:

In all thefe circumftances I'll inftru£l you

:

Qo with me, Sir, to cloath you as becomes you. [Exeunt
Lord. Who's within there ? [Sly fictp.

Enter Servants*

Afl^^P ^i^ifi ' go take him eaftly up, and put him in his oivit

apparel again. But fee ycu 'wake himnot in any cafe.

Serv. It Jbail be done, my lord: come help to bear him hence,

\T:hey bear ofSly .

A G T V, S C E N E I.

Petruchio'^ Country-houje, Enter Catharina tf»^CrumIo.

Gru* O, no, forfooth, I dare not for my life.

X\ Cath. The more my wrong, the more Ms
fpite appears

:

What, did he marry me t« famiih me ?

Beggars



J 23 The Taming of the Shr^w,
/

Beggars that come unto my father's door.

Upon intreaty, have a prefent alms
j

If not, elfewhere they meet with charity;

But I, who never knew hov/ to intreat.

Nor never needed that I fhould intreat.

Am ftarv'd for meat, giddy for lack of fleep

;

With oaths kept waking, and with brawling fed
;

And that which fpights me more than all thefe wants.

He does it under name of perfe£l love :

As who would fay, if I fhould fleep or eat

'Twere deadly ficknefs, or elfe prefent death :

1 pr'ythee go, and get me fome repaft :

I care not what, fo it be wholefome food.

Gru, What fay you to a neat's foot ?

Cath. 'Tis paffing good j I pr'ythce, let me have it^

Gru. I fear it is too flegmatick a meat

;

How fay you to a fat tripe finely broil'd ?

Cath, I like it well
j
good Grumio, fetch it me.

Gru. I cannot tell, I fear itVs cholerick :

What fay you to a piece of beef and muftard ?

Cat^. A difh that I do love to feed up<>n.

Gru. Ay, but the muftard is too hot i little.

Cath. Why then the beef, and let the muftard reft.

Gru. Nay, then, I will not: you fhall have the muftard.

Or elfe you get no beef of Grumio*

Catb. Then both, or one, or any thing thou wilt.

Gru. Why then the muftard e'en without the beef.

Catb, Go, get thee gone, thou falfe deluding flave,

\^Beats bim%

That feed' ft me wjth the very napie of me^t

:

Sorrow on thee, and all the pack of you
That triumph thus upon my mifery !

Go, get thee gone, I fay.

S C E N E II.

Enter Petruchio and Hortenfio 'with meat.

Pet* How fares my Kate ? what, fweeting, all amort ?

Hor. Miftrefs, what cheer ?

Catb, 'Faith, as cold as can be.

Vet. Pluck up thy fpirits ; look cheerfully upon me^
flere, love, thou fceft how 4ii%ent I am.
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To drefs thy meat my felf, and bring It thee:

l*m lure, fwtet KatCy this kindnefs merits thanks.

What, not a word ? nay then, thou lov^'ft it not:

And all my pains is lorted to no proof.

Here take away the difli.

Catb. Pray, let it ftand.

Pet. The pooreft fervice is repaid with thank??.

And fo fhall mine before you touch the meat.

Catb. I thank you. Sir.

Hor, Signior Petrucbio, fie, you are to blame z

Come, miftrefs Kate, IMI bear you company.

Pet, Eat it up ail, Hortenjio, if thou loveft me

Much good do it unto thy gentle heart j

Kate^ eat apace. And now, my honey love.

Will we return unto thy father's houfe.

And revel it as bravely as the bell,

"With filken coats, and caps, and golden rings.

With ruffs, and cuffs, and fardingals, and things:

With fcarfs, and fans, and double change of brav'ryj

With amber-bracelets, beads and all this knav'ry.

What, haft thou din'd ? the taylor ftays thy leifure.

To deck thy body with his ruftling treafure.

SCENE III. Enter Taylor.

Come, taylor, let us fee thefe ornaments.

Entir Haberdaper,

Lay forth the gown. What news with you. Sir ? ha ^

Hab* Here is the cap your worfhip did befpeak.

Pet, Why, this was moulded on a porringer,

A velvet difh ; fie, fie, 'tis lewd and filthy

;

Why, *tis a cockle or a walnut-ifliell,

A knack, a toy, a trick, a baby's cap.

Away with it, come, let me have a bigger.

Catb, I'll have no bigger, this doth fit the time.

And gentlewomen wear fuch caps as thefe.

Pet, V/hcn you are gentle, you fhall have one too.

And not 'till then.

Hor. That will not be in hafte. [Afide,

Catb, Why, Sir, I truft I may have leave to fpeak.

And fpeak I will. I am no child no babe.

Your
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Your betters have endufd me fay my mind
5

And if" you cannot, beft you Hop your ears.

My tongue will tell the anger of my heart.

Or elfe my heart concealing it will break :

And rather than it fhall, I will be free

Even to the utmoft as I pleafe in words.

Pet. Why thou fay' ft true, it is a paltry cap,

A cuftard coffin, a bauble, a filken pie
5

I love thee well in that thou lik'ft it not.

Cath. Love me, or love me not, I like the cap.

And I will have it, or I will have none.

Pet. Thy gown ? why, ay; come, taylor, Ictus fee't*

0 mercy, heav'n,what mafking ftufFis here?

What ? this a fleeve ? *tis like a demi-cannon
;

What, up and down carv'dlike an apple-tart ?

Here's fnip, and nip, and cut, and flilh, and flafh.

Like to a cenfer in a barber's fhop :

Why, what a devil's name, taylor, call'ft thou this ?

Hor. I fee fhe's like to've neither cap nor gown. [^AJidei,

lay. You bid me make it orderly and well.

According to the fafliion of the time.

Pet» Marry, and did : but if you be remembred,

1 did «ot bid you marr it to the time.

Go hop me over every kennel home.
For you fhall hop without my cuftom, Sir^

rjl none of it ;
hence, make your beft of it»

Catb, I never faw a better fafhion'd gown,

More quaint, more pleafing, nor more commendable;
Belike you mean to make a puppet of me.

Pet. Why, true j he means to make a puppet of thee.

Tay. She fays ycurworfhip means to make a puppet of her«>

Pet. O monftrous arrogance!

Thou lieft, thou thread, thcu thimble thou ! thou Jieft,

Thou yard, three quarters, half yard, quarter, nail.

Thou flea, thou nit, thou winter cricket thou !

BravM in mine own houfe with a Ikein of thread !

Away, thou rag, thou quantity, thou remnant.

Or I faall fo be-mete thee with thy yard,

As thou fhalt think on prating whilft thou liv'ft:

} tell thee I, that thou haft marr'd her gown.
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7izy» Your worfhip is deceiv*d, the gown is made

Juft as my mafter had dire£lion.

Grumio gave order how it fhould be done.

Gru. I gave him no order, I gave him the ftufr.

^ay. But how did you defire it fhould be made?
Gru* Marr)', Sir, with needle and thread.

*Tay. But did you not rcqueft to have it cut ?

Gru. Thou haft fac'd many things.

jTijy. I have.

Gru, Face not me: thcu haft brav'd many men, brave

not me ; I will neither be fac'd nor braved. I fay unto
thee, I bid thy mafter cut out the gown, but I did not bid

him cut it to pieces. Ergo thou lieft.

'

Tay* Why, here is the -note of the fafhion to teftify.

P^f. Read it.

Gru. The note lies in's throat, if he fay I faid fo.

T^ay. Imprimis, a loofe-bodied gown.
Gru. Mafter, if ever I faid loofe-bodied gown, fow me-

up in the fkirts of it, and beat me to death with a bcitora

of brown thread : I faid a gown.
Pet, Proceed.

^ay. With a fmall compaft cape.

Gru, I confefs the cape.

Trfy. With a trunk fleeve.

Gru» I confefs two lleeves.

Tay, The lleeves curioufly cut.

Ptt, Ay>, thei-e's the villainy.

Gru, Error i' th' bill, Sir, error i' th' bill : I com-
manded the fteeves ftiould be cut out, and fow'd up again

and that Til prove upon thee, tho' thy little finger be arm-
ed in a thimble.

lay. This is true that I fay, an I had thee in place

where, thou fhou'dft know it.

Gru, I am for thee ftraight: take thou the bill, give

me thy mete-yard, and fpare me not.

Hor, God-amercy, Grumio, then hefhall have nooddsa

Pet, Well, Sir, in brief the gown is not for me.
Gru, You are i* th' right. Sir, 'tis for my miftrefsi

Peu Go take it up unto thy maftcr's ufer

Gru^
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Gru, Villain, not for thy life: take up my miftrefs's

gown for thy mafter's ufe !

Pet. "Why, Sir, what's your conceit in that ?

Gru. Oh, Sir, the conceit is deeper than you think for 5
-

Take up my miftrefs's gown unto his mafter's uie ?

Oh fie, fie, fie!

Pet. HortenJiOf fay thou wilt fee the taylor paid. [Afide,

Go take it hence, be gone, and f,^y no more.

Hor. Taylor, Til pay thee for thy gown to-morrow.

Take no unkindnefs of his hafty words :

Away I fay, commend me to thy mafter. [Exit Taylor,

Pet, Well, come, my Kate, we will unto your father's.

Even in thefe honeft mean habiliments

:

Our purfes fhall be proud, our garments poor
j

For 'tis the mind that makes the body rich.

And as the fun breaks through the darkeft clouds.

So honour peereth in the meaoeft habit.

"What, is the jay more precious than the lark,

Becaufe his feathers are more beautiful ?

Or is the adder better than the eel,

Becaufe his painted ikin contents the eye ?

Oh no, good Kate ; neither art thou the worfe

For this poor furniture, and mean array.

If thou account' ft it fliame, lay it on me;
And therefore frolick ; we will hence forthwith,

To feaft and fport us at thy father's houfe.

Go call my men, and let us ftraightto him.
And bring our horfes unto Long-lane end.

There will we mount, and thither walk on foot.

Let's fee, I think *tis now fome feven a-clock.

And well we may come there by dinner-time.

Cath^ I dare allure you, Sir, 'tis almoft two \

And 'twill be fupper-time ere you come there.

Pet» It ihall be feven ere I go tp horfe

:

Look, what I fpeak, or do, or think to do.

You are ftill crolTing it 5 Sirs, let't alone,

} will not go to-day, and ere I do,

Jt fljall be what a clock I fay it is.

li<ir% Why, fo ; this gallant will command the fun.

JExeunt Pet. Cath. and Horr
SCENE
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SCENE VI. Padua.

Enter Tranio, and the Pedant drefi like Vincentio.

Tra. Sir, this is the houTe, pleafe it you that i call ?

Ped. Ay, ay, and (but I be deceived,)

Signior Baptijia may remember me
Kear twenty years ago in Genoay

Where we were lodgers, at the Pegafus.

I'ra, *Tis well, and hold your own in any cafe

^With fuch aufterity as Mongeth to a father.

Enter Biondello^

Ped. I warrant you : but, Sir, here comes your boy 5

*Twere good that he were fchoord.

Tra. Fear you not him
;

Sirrah Biendello^ do your duty throughly ;

Imagine 'twere the right Vincentio.

Bion. Tut, fear not me.
^ra. But haft thou done thy errand to Bapiifia f
Bion, 1 told him that your father was in Venice,

And that you lookM for him in Padua*
Tra, Th'art a tall fellow, hold thee that to drink

9

Here comes Baptijia ; fet your countenance, Sir.

SCENE III. Enter Baptifta and Lucentio.

Signior Baptijia, you are happily met

:

Sir, this is the gentleman I told you of:

I pray you ftand, good father, to me now.
Give me Bianca for my patrimony.

Ped. Soft, fon.

Sir, by your leave, having come to Padua
To gather in fome debts, my fon Lucentio

Made me acquainted with a weighty caufe

Of love between your daughter and himfelf

:

And for the good report I hear of you.

And for the love he beareth to your daughter.

And ftie to him 5 to ftay him not too long,

I am content in a good father's care

To have him matched, and if you pleafe to like

No worfe than I, Sir, upon fome agreement.

Me ftiall you find moft ready and moft willing

"With one confent to have her fo beftowed :

For curious I cannot be with you.

Vol. III. M Signior
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Signior Baptijiat of whom I hear fo well.

Bap» Sir, pardon me in what I have to fay*

Your plainnefs and your fhortnefs pleafe me well

:

Right true it is, your fon Lucevtio here

Doth love my daughter, and fhe loveth him.

Or both diflemble deeply their afFeftions
;

And therefore if you fay no more than thi?.

That like a father you will deal with him.
And pafs my daughter a fufficient dowry,

The match is fully made, and all is done.

Your fon /hall have my daughter with confent.

Tra. I thank you, Sir. "Where then do you trow is beiS:

We be affied, and fuch afhirance ta'en.

As fhall with either part's agreement ftand ?

Bap. Not in my houfe, Lucentio, for you know
Pitchers have ears, and I have many fervants

,

Befides, old Bremio is hearkning ftil].

And haply then we might be interrupted.

Ira. Then at my lodging, an it like you. Sir
5

There doth-my father lye ; and there this night

We'll pafs the bufmefs privately and well

:

Send for your daughter by your fervant here.

My boy ihall fetch the fcrivener prefently.

The worft is this, that at fo flender warning

You're like to have a thin and flender pittance.

Bap. It likes me well. Co, Cambio, hieyouhoms^
As\d bid Bianca make her ready ftraight

:

And if you will, tell what hath happened here \

Lucentio*^ father is arriv'd in Padua,

And now flie's like to be Lucentio''s wife.

Luc, I pray the Gods fhe may with all my heart. \Exit%

^ra. Dally not with the Gods, but get thee gon,^.

Signior Raptijia, lhall I lead the way ?

Welcome ! one mefs is like to be your cheer,

^ut come. Sir, we will better it in Fija.

Bap. I follow you. [Exeune,

S E C N E VI. Enter Lucentio arj Biondcllo.

Bion, Cambio!

Luc. What fay*ft thou, Biondello ?
^iortt You faw my mafter^vink and Ia>?|h upon ycur
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Luc, Biondello, what of that ?

Bion* *Faith, nothing ; but has' left me here behind to

expound the meaning or moral of his iigns and tokens.

Luc, I pray thee, moralize them.

Bion, Then thus. Bapufta\% fafe, talking with the de-

ceiving father of a deceitful fon.

hue. And what of him ?

Bian, His daughter is to be brought by you to the fuppcr.

Luc* And then ?

Bion, The old prieftat St. Lukt% church is at your com*
inand at all hours.

Luc, And what of all this ?

Bion, I cannot tell, except they are bufied about a coun-

terfeit aflTurance ; take you aflurance of her, Cum privtlc^

gio ad imprimendum folum^ to th* church take the prieft^^

dark, and fome fufficient honeft witnefles

:

If this be not that you look for, I have no more to fay,

fiut bid Bianca farewel for ever and a day.

Luc, Hear*ll thou, Biondello f

Bion, I cannot tarry 5 I knew a wench married in an af-

ternoon as (he went to the garden for parfly to fluff a rab-

bet, and fo may yon. Sir, and fo adieu, Sir ; my mafler

Ikath appointed me to go to St. Luke's, to bid the prieft be

ready to come againft you come with your appendix. \ExiU
Luc, I may, and will, if /he be fo contented

'

8he will be pleased, then wherefore fhould I doubt ?

Hap what hap may, I'll roundly go about her :

It iball go hard if Cambio go without her. {^Exit,

SCENE VII. rht Road to Padua.

Enter Petruchio, Catharina, and Hortenfio,

Ptf/.Comeon aGod's name,once moretow'rds our father's*

Cood Lord, how bright and goodly Ihines the moon !

Catb» The moon ! the fun 5 it is not moon-light now.
Pet. I fay it is the moon that fhines fo bright.

Catb, I know it is the fun that fhines fo bright.

Pet. Now by my mother's fon, and that's my felf.

It fliall be moon or ftar, or what I lift,

©r ere I journey to your father's houfe

:

Go on, and fetch our horfes back again.

Evermore croft and crofl, nothing but cioil

!

M 2 Hor.
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Hor, Say as lie fays, or we fhall never go.

Cath, Forward I pray, lince we have come fo far^

And be it moon, or fun, or what you pleafe

:

And if you pleafe to call it a rufh candle,

lienceforth I vow it fliall be fo for me.

Pet, I fay it is the moon.
Cath. I know it is the moon.
Pet, Nay then, you lie ; it is the bleffed fun.

Catb, Then, God be bleft, it is the bleffed fun.

But fun it is not, when you fay it is not,

^nd the moon changes even as your mind.

"What you will have it nam'd, even that it is.

And fo it fhall be fo for Catharine*

Hor* PetruchiOf go thy way, the field is won.

Pet, Well, forward, forward, thus the bowl {hill run
5

And not unluckily agaijift the bias

!

But foft, fome <:ompany is coming here.

SCENE VIII. Enter Vincentio.

Good morrow, gentle miftrefs, where away ? [To Vin^
Tell me, fweet Kate, and tell me truly too.

Haft thou beheld a frefher gentlewoman ?

Such war of white and red within her cheeks ?

What ftars do fpangle heaven with fuch beauty.

As thofe two eyes become that heaven'ly face ?

Fair lovely maid, once more good day to thee:

Sweet Kate, embrace her for her beauty's fake.

Hor, He will make the man mad, to make a woman
of him.

* Catb. Young budding virgin/fair, and frefli, and fwect.

Whither away, or where is thy aboad ?

* lo-jhs-'^rfi fketch if this flay, printed in 1607, T»e Jini tv
fpeeches in this place worth prefervtng, and feeming to bt of thehan^
of Shakefpear, tho' the refl vf that play is far inferior.

Fair lovely njaideji, youn^ and affable,

Mure clear of hue, and far more beantiful

Than precious fardonyx, or purple rocks
Of attiettiiris. or gliftering hyacinth—--
....Swect Catharine, this lovely woman

—

Catb Fair lovely lady, bright and chryftalllnCt

Bea'itfoas aud ftately as the eye-train'd bird ;

As glorious as the morning w^ih'd with dufc,

Within '-viiufc eyes ihe takss net dawning beaaas,
Ad4

/
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flap^jy the parents of fo fair a child

;

Happier the man whom favourable ftars

Allot thee to for his lovely bedfellow !

Pet, Why, how now, KatCy I hope thou art not mad t

This is a man, old, wrinkled, faded, withered,

And not a maiden as thou fay'ft he is.

Cath. Pardon, old father, my miftaken eyes.

That have been fo bedazled with the fun.

That every thing I look on feemeth green.

Now I perceive thou art a reverend father :

Pardon, I pray thee, for my madmiftaking.
Pet, Do, good old grandfir, and withal make knov/iiP

Which way thou travelleft 5 if along with us.

We fhall be joyful of thy company.
Vin» Fair Sir, and you my merry miftrefs too,

That with your ftrange encounter much amaz'd mej-

My name is call'd Vincentioy dwelling Pija,

And bound I am to Padua, there to viHt

A fon of mine, which long I have not feen.

Pet. What is his name ?

Vtn. Lticentio, gentle Sir.

Pet. Happily met, the happier for thy fon

}

And now by law as well as reverend age,

I may entitle thee my loving father :

The fifter of my wife, this gentlewoman,

Thy fon by this hath married. Wonder not.

Nor be not griev'd, fhe is of good efteem,

Her dowry wealthy, and of worthy birth 5

Befide, fo qualified, as may befeem

The fpoufeof any noble gentleman.

Let me embrace with, old Vincentio,

And wander we to fee thy honeft fon.

Who will of thy arrival be full joyous.

Vtn, But is this true, or is it elfe your pleafure^

Like pleafant travellers, to break a jeft

tJpon the company you overtake ?

And golden fummer fleeps upon thy cheeks.

Wrap up thy radiations in fotne cloud.

Lest that thy beauty make this stately towB
Unhabitable as the burning zone.

With fw€ei reilcilioni of shy lovely face.

M 3 H<?-^
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Hor, I do afiure thee, father, fo it is.

Pet, Come, go along, and fee the truth hereof.

For our firft merriment hath made thee jealous.

Hor, Petrucbio^ well ! this hath put me in heart.

Have to my Widow, if Hie hz froward.

Then haft thou taught Hortenfio to be untoward. [^Ex'it,

SCENE ix. Padua.

Before Lucentio's Hmje Enter Biondello, Lncentio and
Bianca j Gremio ivalking on one Jide,

Bion, Softly and fwiftly, 3ir, for the prieft is ready.

Luc. I fly, Biondello j but they may chance to need thee

at home, therefore leave us.

Bion. Nay, 'faith, I'll Teethe church your back, and
then come back to my bufinefs as foon as I can.

Gre. I marvel Camhio comes not all this while.

Enter Petruchio, Catharina, Vincentio and Grumiow;Vi&
Attendants.

Pet. Sir, liere's the door, this is Lucentio'*s houfe,

ATy father's bears towards the market-place.

Thither muft I, and here I leave you. Sir.

f^in. You fhall not chufe but drink before you go ;

J t(iink I /hall command your welcome here
j

And by ail likelihood feme cheer is toward. [Knccks*

Gre. They're bulie within, you were beft knock louder.

fPedant looks out of the ivindoiv^

Fed, What's he that knocks as he would beat down the

gate ?

l^in. Is Signior Lucentio within, Sir ?

Ped. He's within. Sir, but not be fpoken withal.

Vin. What if a man bring him a hundred pound or two,

to make merry withal ?

Ped. Keep your hundred pounds to your felf, he ihali

need none as long as I live.

Pet. Nay, I told you, your fon was beloved in Padua,

Do you hear, Sir ? to leave frivolous circumftances, I pray

you, tell Stl^mov Lucentio that his father is come from
Pija and is here at the door to fpeak with him.

Ped. Thou lie ft, his father is pome to Pa((aa, and here

Jco^cing out of the window.
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Vin. Art thou his father ?

Ped, Ay, Sir, fo his mother fays, if I may believe her.

Pet. Why, how now, gentleman I why, this is flat kna-
very to take upon you another man's nnme.

Ped, Lay hands on the villain. I believe he means to

cozen fome body in this city under my countenance.

SCENE X. Enter Biondello.

Bion. I have feen them in the church together. God
fend 'em good /hipping ! but who is here ? mine old mafter

Vincejitio? now we are undone, and brought to nothing.

Ftn. Come hither, crackhenip. [^Seeing Bion.

Bion» I hope I may chufe, Sir.

Vitf, Come hither, you rogue j what,, have you forgot

me?
Bion, Forgot you ? no, Sir : I could not forget you, for

I never faw you before in all my Hie.

f^in. What, you notorious villain, didfl: thou never fee

thy mafter*s father Vincentio ^

Bion, What, my old v^or/hipful old mafter } yes marry.

Sir, fee where he looks c-uc of the window.
yin. Is'c fo indeed ?* [He heats Bion*

Bion, Help, help, help, here's a mad-man will mur-
tlier me.

Ped, Help, fon
;

help, Signior Baptifta,

Pet. Pr'ythee, Kate^ let's ftand afide, and fee the enJ

of this controverfie.

Enter Pedant ivitb Seri'ants, Baptifta arJ Tranio.

Tra. Sir, what are you that oft'er to beat my fervant ? -

yin. What am I, Sir
;

nay, what are you. Sir? oh

immortal Gods ! oh fine villain ! a filken doublet, a velvet

hofe, a fcarlet cloakand a copatain hat : oh, I am undone,

I am undone ! vv'hile ] p'ay the good hufoand at home, my
fyn and my fervants fpend all at the univerfity.

7'ra, How now, what's the matter ?

Bap, What, is this man lunatick ?

^Ira, Sir, you fecm a fober ancient gentleman by your

^labit, but your words fhew you a mad-man
; why, Sir,

what concerns it you if I wear pearl and gol^ ? 1 thank
ciy good father; i am abk to maintain it.
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Virt. Thy father ! oh villain, he is a fail-maker in J?er-

gamo.
Bap* You miftake. Sir, you miftake, Sir ; pray what

do you think is his name ?

yin. His name ? as if I knew not his name : I have

brought him up ever fince he was three years old, and his

nanfie is Tranio,

Fed* Away, away, mad afs, his name is L«fw/o, and

he is mine only fon, and heir to the lands of me Signior

Vincentio,

Vin* Lucentio! oh, he hath murderrd his mafter j-lay

hold on him I charge you in the Duke's name 5 ch my ,

fon, my fon, tell me, thou villain, where is my fon La-
antio ?

Tra. Call ft/r an officer
5
cawy this mad knave to

the jail 5 father Baptijia^ I charge you fee that he be

forth-coming.

Vin* Carry me to jail ?

Gre. Stay, officer, he fhall not go to prifon".

Bap* Talk not, Signior Gremto : I fay he iliall go t9

prifon.

Gre, Take heed, Signior Baptifla, left you be ccny-

catch'd in this bufinefs j I dare fwear this is the right

Fed» Swear, if thou dar'ft.

Gre. Nay, I dare not fwear it.

Tra, Then thou wert beft fay, that I am not Lucentio*

Gre, Yes, I know thee to be Signior Lucentio,

Bap, Away with the dotard, to the jail with him.
Enter Lucentio and Bianca.

Vin, Thus ftrangersmay behal'd and abus'dj oh mon-
firous villain

!

B'lon, Oh, we are fpoil'd, and yonder he is, deny him,
forfwear him, orelfewe are all undone.

Exe, Biondello, Tranio and Pedant.

SCENE XI.
Luc. Pardon, fweet father. [Kneeling^,

yin. Lives my fweet fon ?

Bian* Pardon, dear father.

Bap^ How haft thou offended ? w^here is Lmntio f
tu6»
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Lue» Here's Lucentioy right (on to the right Vincentio^

Sriiat have by marriage made thy daughter mine :

"While counterfeit fuppofers bleer'd thine eyes.

Gre. Here's packing with a witnefs to deceive ust

Vip* Where is that damned villain Tranio,

That fac'd and brav'd me in this matter fo ?

Bap. Why, tell me, is not this my CambioF

Biart, Cambio is chang'd into Lucentio,

Luc, Love wrought thefe miracles. Bianco* s love

Made me exchange my ftate with Tranio,

While he did bear my countenance in the town:

And happily I have arriv'd at laft

Unto the wifhed haven of my blifs

;

What Tranio did y my felf enforcM him to 5

Then pardon him, fweet father, for my fake.

Vin. V\\ QXt the villain's nofe that would have fent me
to the jail.

Bap, But d<^yoB hear, Sir, have you married my daugh-

ter without a/king my good will ?

Vin, Fear not, Baptiftay we will content you, go to i

fcut I wjU in, to be revengM on this villain. [Exit^

Bap. And I to found the depth of this knavery. [Exit.

Lui» Look not pale, Bianca, thy father will not frown.

[Exeunt.

Gre, My cake is dough, but I'll in among the reft,

Otit of hope of all, but my fhare of the feaft. [Exit,

Catif, Hu/band, let*s follow, to fee the end of this ado.

Bet. Firft kifs me, Katey and we will.

Catb, What in the mid ft of the ftreet ?

Pet, What, art thou afliamed of me ?

Catb. No, Sir, God forbid : but alham'd to kifs.

P^/.Why then let's home agahi : come,firrah,let's away,

Catb. Nay, I will give thee a kifs j now pray thee, love,

ftay.

Pet, Is not this well ? come, come, my fweet Kate
;

iBetter late than never, for never too late. [Exeunt*,

* too Ure. {_Exen7it.

JSw/erBaprirra, Vincsntio, Gremio, Pedant, Lucentio. Bisnca, Tra-
nio, Bionddlo, Petrijchio. Carharina, Grumio, HortenHu andTi'i'

dow. Tranio'^ Servants brlTtgivg in n banquet.

Jlf,MC, At Uft, tho' long, our jariing notes agree
j

An4
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SCENE Xll. LuctntWs HoufeinFzduu
Enter Baptifta,Petruchio, Hortenfio, Lucentio,<2B<£ the refi^

Bap, NoWj in good fadnefs, fon Petruchio,

I think thou haft the verieft fhrew of all.

Pet, Well, 1 fay no; and therefore for afluranccy

Let'^s each one fend unto his wife, and he

Whofe wife is moft obedient to come iirft.

When he doth fend for her, /hall win the wagef.
Ani time it is, when raging war is done.

To fmile at Tcapes and peril* over-blown.

My faif Binaca, bid my tathft welcome,
Vhile 1 with felf fame kindnefs welcome thioe;

Brother 'Petruchiot fister Catharine.

And thou. Hortenfio, with thy loving Widow

;

Feast with the best, and welcome to my houfie;

My banquet is to clofe onr stomach* op
After our great good cheer; pray you. lit down.
For now we fit to chat as well as eat.
' Tit, Nothing bat fit and fit, and eat and est

!

Bap. Tadum^ox(\i this kindnefs. fon Tetruchi*.

'Pet. 'Padua aftbrds nothing but what is kind,

Hur. Fur both our fakes I v/ould that word vrete truti

Tet. Now. for my life, Hortenfio fears hisWidOiW.
IVid. Then never truw me if I be afeatd,

'Fet, You are very fenfibl* and yel you oiifs fenf*:

1 mean Hortenfio is afeard of voq.
JVid. He that is giddy thinks the y^tXi. tittasroanl^

yer. Roundly replied.

Cath, Mistrefs. how mean you that?

JVid. Thus I conceive by him.
Tet. Conceive by me. how likes HorHnflo that ?

Hor. My Widow fays, thus (he conceives her ttle.

'Pet. Very well mended, kifs him for thar, good Widow.
Csth. He that is giddy thinks the world turns toond—

1 pray you, tell me what you mean by thar,

IVid. Your Husband, being troubled with a Shrew.
Meafures my Husband's forrow by his *voe;

And now you know my meaning.
Cath^ A very mean meaning.

JVid. Right, 1 mean you

Cath. And I am mean indeed, refpeftiag yoa,

Tet. To her, Kate.

Hor. To her. Widow.
"Pet. A hundred marks, my AT^fe do put het down.

Hor. Thai's my office.

'Pet. Spokelike an officer ; ha* to thee. lad. [DnW '•Hor#

Bap. How like* Crew/0 thefequick v»^itied folks?

• Gre, Believe me. Sir. they butt heads together well.

Bian. Head and butt? an hafty-witted body

Would fay yoar head and butt were head and horn.

^tn. Ay. miftrefs bride, hath thatawaken'd vou?

Mian, Ay, but nutftfgbred me, therefore I'U il^cp agaii.
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5

Jlor, Content, what wager ?

Luc, Twenty crowns.

Pet. Twenty crowns

!

yH venture fo much on my hawk or hound.

But twenty times fo much upon my wife.

Luc. A hundred then.

Hor, Content.

Per, A match, 'tis done.

Hor. who fliali begin ?

Luc, That will I.

Co, Biondelloy bid your miftrefs come to me.
Bion. I go. [Exii,

Bap. Son, I'll be your half, Bianca comes.

Lu^. ril have no halves : I'll bear it all my fclf.

Re-enter Biondello.

How now, what news ?

Bion. Sir, my miftrefs fends you word ^

That flie is bufie, and cannot come.

Pet. How ? fhe's bufie, cannot come : is that an an*

fwer ?

Gre. Ay, and a kind one too:

Pray God, Sir, your wife fend you not a worfe.

Pet. I hope better.

Hor. Sirrah Bionde/Io, go and intreat my wife to come
to me forthwith.

Tet. Nay, that thou flialt not. fioce you have begun :

Have at you for a better jtti or tw<».

Bian. Am I your bird ? I mean to fliift my buih ;

ABil then purfue me as you draw your bow.
You are welcome alf . lExe Bianca, Cath. And TVidov\

'Pet. She bath prevented roe. Here, Signior Tramo,

This bird you aimM at, tho' youhit it not

;

Therefore a health to all that ftiot and aiifs'd.

Tra. Oh. Sir, Lu:i:ntio fiip'd me like his grey-hound,

>yhich runshimfelf. and catches for liisirafier.

Tet. A good fwift fifnile. but fomething currifii

.

'I'ra. 'Tis v^sU, Sir. that you hunted for yourTelf;

1 'Tjs thooght your deer does hold you at a bay.

B£t>. Oh. oh, "PeirHchio, Tr^mo hits yoanow.
J.ttc. I thank thee lor that gird, good T'r/jw/o.

Ihr. Confefs. confcfs. hath he not hit yoa there?

Tct. He has a little pall'd me, I confefs j

And as The jeft did glance av^ay from me.

'TiStcnto one u maitB'd you two ouirigUt,

S C t N E XII.
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Pet, Oh ho ! intreat her ! nay then, /he needs muilcotif^d

Hor* I am afraid, Sir, do what you can.

Enter Biondello.

Yours will not be intreated : now, where*s my wife ?

Bion. She fays you have fome goodly jeft in hand.
She will not come : fhe bids you come to her.

Pe*» Worfe and worfe, fhe will not come !

Oh vile, intolerable, not to be endur'd:

Sirrah Brumic, go to your miftrefs.

Say I command her to come to nie. • [^xit* Gni*
Hor, 1 know her anfwer.

Pet, What ?

Hor, She will not come.

Pet, The fouler fortune mine, and thtr^^s an end.

SCENE XIII. Enter Catharina.

Bap. Now, by my hoUidam, here comes Catbarine*

Cath, What is your will, Sir, that you fend for n*e ?

Pet, Where is your fifter, and Horten/io's wife ?

Cath, They fit conferring by the parlour fire.

Pet, Go, fetch them hither j if they deny to come.
Swinge me them foundly forth unto their hui'bands :

Away, 1 fay, and bring them hither ftraight. [£^/>Catli,

Luc, Here is a wonder, if you talk of a wonder.

Hor, And fo it ir> : I wonder what it boads.

Pet, Marry, peace it boads, and love, and quiet life.

And awful rule, and right fuprem :;cy :

And to be fhort, \7hat not, that's iweet and happy?
Bap. Now fair befall thee, good Petruchio i

The wager thou hait won, and I will add

Unto their lofCzz twenty thoufand crowns.

Another dowry to another daughter.

For fhe is changed as Hie had never been.

Pet, Nay, I will win my wager better yet.

And ihow more fign of her obedience.

Her new-built virtue and obedience.

Enter Catharma, Bianca and TVidow*

See where fhe comeS;, and brings your froward wives

As prifoners to her womanly perfuafion :

€atbarin€^ that cap of yours becQmss vou net j

Off
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OfVwith that bauble, throw it under foot.

[She pulls off her cap, and tbroivs it downa

W\d. Lord^ let me never have a caufe to iigh,

'Till I be brought to fuch a filly pafs.

Bian, Fie, what a foolifh duty call you this ?

Imc, I would your duty were as foolifh too :

The Wifdom of your duty, fair Biancay

Coft me an hundred crowns fince fupper-time.

Biav, The more fool you for laying on my duty.

Pet.Cathariney\z\i2LX%z thee tellthefeheadftrongwomeri^

What duty they owe to their lords and hufbands.

IVid* Come, conie, you're mocking j we will have n«
telling.

' p£t. Come on, I fay, and firft begin with her*

Wid, She /hall not.

Fet, I fay /he fhall, and fir ft begin with her.

, Catb, Fie, fie, unknit that threatning unkind browj

And dart <not fcornful glances from thofe eyes.

To wound thy lord, thy King, thy governor.

It blots thy beauty, as frofts bite the meads.

Confounds thy fame, as whirlwinds ihake fair buds.

And in no fenfe is meet or amiable,

A woman mov'd is like a fountain troubled.

Muddy, ill-feeming, thick^ bereft of beauty
\

And while it is fo, none fo dry or thirfty

Will dain to fip, or touch a drop of it.

Thy hufband is thy lord, thy life, thy keeper,

Thy head, thy Sovereign ; one that cares for thee

And for thy maintenance: commits his body

To painful labour, both by fea and land
5

To watch the night in ftorms, the day in cold.

While thou ly*ft warm at home, fecure and fafe.

And carves no other tribute at thy hands.

But love, fair looks, and true obedience
j

Too little payment for fo great a debt.

Such duty as the fubjeft owes the prince.

Even fuch a woman oweth to her hufband !

And when fhe's froward, peevifh, fullen, fowef^
And not obedient to his honeft will

;

What is fhe but a foul contending rebel,

Vox,. III. N AnI



14^ ^he Taming of the ShrmJt

And gracelefs traitor to her loving lord ?

i am afham'dthat women are fo fimple,

To offer war where they fliould kneel for peace
^

Or feek for rule, fupremacy, and fway.

When they are bound to ferve, love, and obey.

Why are our bodies foft, and weak and finooth.

Unapt to toil and trouble in the world,

But that our foft conditions and our hearts

Should well agree with our external parts ?

Gome, come, you're froward and unable worms
|

My mind hath been as big as one of yours.

My heart as great, my reafon haply more.

To bandy word for word, and frown for frown j

But now I fee our launces are but ftraws,

Our ftrength is weak, our weaknefs paft compare.

That feeming to be moft, which we indeed leaft are*,

JEnter tivo Servants hearing Sly in bis <nvn apparel^ and
lea've bim on theJiage, Then enter a Tapfter.

Sly awaking.] Sim, ^/Wf fome moremjtne'* wbat,
all the Players gone ? am not I a lord f

Tap. Alord with a murrain ! come^ art thou drunkftillf

Sly. JVho''s this ? Tapfter ! o£>, I have bad the bra'veji

dream that enjer thou beardfi in all thy life.

Tap. Tea marryy but thou had^fi heft get ibee borne, for
your ivife luill courfe youfor dreaming here all night.
' Sly. Willjhe f I knoiv how to tame a Shrew. / dreamt

upon it all this night, and thou haft ivak^dme out ofthe hep.

dream that e'ver I bad. But V llto my ivife, and tame hi

too, ifJhe anger me*
•* indeed leaft are.

Thfin vail your ftomachs, for it i« no boot.

And place your bands belowyoar husband's foot

;

In rr ken of which duty, if he please.

Myhand is ready, may it do him eafe.

Tet. Why, there's a wench : come on, and Icifs ms, K<::z.

Luc. Well, go thy ways, old lad. for thou fR^lr ha t.

Vin. 'Tis a good hearing when children are t«)V7ard ,

Luc. Batahatlh hearing when women are fiovtard^

'Pet. Come, Kntt. we'll to-bed.

We two are married, but you two are fped.

'TwasI won the wager, tho' you hit the white,

ADdb«i»g a winner, God give you good n:gbt.

t&\ve. Petrachio anA Catii,

Fer. Now go thy ways, thou hafk tam'd a curfr fhrew.

'Tis a wonder* by your leave, ihe vjillberam'd To,
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Dramatis Person ^s.
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1,AFEU, an old Lord,
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ficiany [ome timefmce dead*
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ACt I. SCENE 1.

RoafiUcrti in France.

Enttr'B&ctySiW, the CountefsofRoufiDoTiy Helena, and
Lafisu, all in mourning.

Vcunf, TTN delivering up my fon from ine, I bury a fe«

1 cond hufband.

JL Ber» And in going, Madam, I weep o'er

xriy father's death anew; hut I muft attend hisMajefty^s

command, to whom I am now in ward, evermore in fub*

je£ticn.

Laf, You /hall ifind of the King a hufband, Madam ;

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

good muft of necelTity hold his virtue to you, whofe wor-
thinefs would ftir it up where it wanted, rather than Hack
it where there is fuch abundance.

Count. What hope is there of hisMajefty's amendment?

Laf, He hath abandoned his phyficians. Madam, under

whcfe pradlices he hath profecuted time with hope, and
finds no other advantage in the procefe, but only the lofing

of hope by time.

Count, This young gentlewoman had a father, (O, that

kad ! how fad a preface 'tis
!
) whofe /kill was almoft as

great as his honefty j had it ftretch'd fo far, it would have
made nature immortal, and death fliould have had play for

lack of work. Would, for the King's lake, he were liv-

ing ! I think it would be the death of the King's difeafe.

Laf, How caird you the man you fpeak of;, ^ladr. ?
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Count* He v/asfamous, Sir, in his profeffion, anditwa?
his great right to be fo : Gerard de Narbon,

haf. He was excellent indeed. Madam ; tjie King very

lately fpoke of him admiringly and mourningly : he was

/kilful enough to have liv'd ftiii, if knowledge could be fet

up againft mortality.

Ber. What is it, my good lord,the King languifhesof ?

haf, A fiftula, my lord.

Btr, I heard not of it before.

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

woman the daughter of Gerard de Narbon f

Count* His fole child, my lord, and bequeathed to my
overlooking. I hive thofe hopes of her good, that her

education promifes : her difpoiition flie inherits, which
makes fair gifts fairer; for where an unclean mind carries

virtuous qualities *, there commendations go with pity, they

are virtues and traitors too: in her .they are the better for

her limplenefs, fhe derives her honefty, and atchieves her
goodnefs.

Laf» Your commendations. Madam, get tears from her.

Count, 'Tis the beft brine a maiden can feafon her praife

5n. The remembrance of her father never approaches her

heart, but the tyranny of her forrows takes all livelihood

from her cheek. No more of this, Helena, go to, no more,
left you be rather thought toaffeda forrow, than to have*

HeL I do affedt forrow indeed, but I have it too.

Laf, Moderate lamentation is the right of the dead, ex-

ceflive grief the enemy of the living.

Count. If the living be not an enemy to the grief, the ex-
cefs makes it foon mortal.

Ber. Madam, I defire your holy wifhes.

Xtf/. How underlland we that I
Count, Be thou bleft, Bertramy and fucceed thy father

In manners as in fha|)e ! 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
Kather in power than ufej and keep thy friend

Byvirtueus vitalities here ate not meant thofe wf. a moral idod^
l^Jt Cttchasareacs,mre<i byerBdujOriaod good brec<l!P£.

wndei
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1

Under thy o>vn life's key : be checkM for filence,

Bat never taxM for fpeech. What heaven more vvilJ,

That thee may furnifh, and my prayer's pluck down.

Fall on thy head ! Farewel, my lord ; *tis an

UnfeafonM courtier, good my lord, advife him.

Laf. He cannot want the bell: thatlhall attend

His love.

Count, May heaven blefshim ! Farewell, Bertram,

[Extt Count,

Ber. [To Hel.] The beft wifhes that can be forged in

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

Lnf. Farewel, pretty lady, you muft hold the credit of

your father. [Exeunt Ber. and Laf,

SCENE II.

Hel, Oh were that all !——I think not on my father.

And thefe great tears grace his remembrance more
Than they are flied for him, What was he like ?

I have forgot him. My imagination

Carries no favour in it, but my Bertram^s,

lam undone, there is no living, none.

If Bertram be away. It were ail one

That I fliould love a bright particular ftar.

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

In his bright radiance and collateral light,

Muft I be comforted, not in his fphere.

Th' ambition in my love thus plagues it felf $ i

The hind that would be mated by the lion,

Muft die for love. 'Twas pretty, tho' a plague^.

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

in our heart's table : heart too capable

Ofevery line and trick of his fweet favour.

But now he's gone, and my idolatrous fancy

Muft fan^lifie his relicks. Who comes here ?

Enter Parolles.

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

And yet I know him to be a notorious liar
5

Think him a great way fool, wholly a toward
5

yet thef^ fix'd evils fit Vo fit him.
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That they take pkce, when virtue's fteely bone5

Look bleak in the cold wind 5 full oft we fee

Cold wifdom waiting on fuperfluous folly.

SCENE IH.
Tar, 'Save you, fair Queen.

• HeL And you, Monarch.
Par. No.
HeU And no.

Tar, Are you meditating on virginity ?

UeL Ay : you have fome ftain of foldier in you 5 let

lafk you a queftion. Man is enemy to virginity, how m:ay

we banicado it againft him to keep him out ? for he af-

fails 5 and our virginity, though valiant, in the defence

.>'et is weak : unfold to us fome warlike refiftance.

Tar, There is none: man fetting down before you will

tmdermine you and blow you up.

Hel, filefs 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 quicklierbe

blown up: marry, in blowing him down again, with the

breach your felves made you iofe your city. It is not po-

litick in the commonwealth of nature,toprefervevirginity.

Lofs ofvirginity is national 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

h- ever loft 5 'tis too cold a companion
5
away with't.

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

'5'irgia.

Par, There's little can be faid in't 5 'tis againft the rule

of nature. To fpeak on the part of virginity, is to ac-

cufe your mother : which is moft infallible difobedience.

He that hangs himfelf is like a virgin : virginity murthers

at felf, and ftiould be buried in high-ways out of all fanc-

tified limit, as a defperate ofFendrefs againft nature. Vir-
ginity breeds mites, much like a cheefe j confumes it felf

to the very paring, and fo dies with feeding on its own fto-

jmach. Befides, virginity is peevifh, proud, idle, made of
aelf-Iove, which is th^ ingft prohibited fiii in the canon.
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Keep it not, you cannot chufe but lofe by't. Out with't ;

within ten years it will make it felften, which is a goodly

Jncreafe, and the principal it felf not much the worfe. A-
way 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, and 'tis a commodity will lofe the glofs with lying.

The longer kept, thelefs worth: off with*t while 'tis ven-

dible. Anfwer the time of requeft. Virginity, like an

old courtier, wears her cap out of fafliion, richly futed,

but unfutable, juft like the brooch and the tooth -pick,

which we wear not now : your date is better in your pye

and your porridge, than in your cheek ; and your virgi-

nity, your old virginity, is like one of our French whitherM
pears

J
it looks ill, it eats drily; marry, 'tis a wither'd

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

pear. WiJl you any thing with it ?

HeL Not my virginity yet. You're for the Court

;

There fliall your njafter haye a thoufand loves,

A mother, and a miftrefs, and a friend,

A phoenix, captain, and an enemy,

A guide, a Goddefs, and a Sovereign,

A counfellor, a traitrefs, and a dear :

His humble ambition, proud humility

;

His jarring concord, and his difcord dulcet 5

His faithlefs fweetdifafter ; with a world

Of pretty fond adoptious chriftendoms

That blinking Cupid goffips. Now ihall he

I know not what hefliall——God fend him well

The Court's a learning place^^— and he is one •*

Par, What one, i'faith ?

Hel. That I wifh well 'tis pity—

—

Par. What's pity ?

Helj That wiiliing well ha.d not a body in't.

Which might be felt, that we the poorer born,

Whofe bafer fl-ars do fhut us up in wiflies.

Might with effedls of them follow cur friends.

And fliew what we alone mult think, whicl> pever

Returns us thanks.

Enter
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Enter Page,

Page* Monfieur Parolksj

My lord calls for you. [Exit Page,

Par, L\tx\t Helen, farewcl j if I can femember thee, I

will think of thee at Court.

Hel. Monfieur Paro/les, you were born under a chari-

table ftar.

Par, Under Mars^ I.

HeL I efpecially think, under Mars,
Par, Why under Mars f

Hel. The wars have fo kept you under, that you

Xieeds be born under Mars,
Par* When he was predominant.

Hel, When he was retrograde, I think father.

Par, Why think you fo ?

Hel, You go fo much backward when you fight.

Par, That's for advantage.

Hel. So is running away, when fear propofes fafety

:

but the compofition that your valour and fear make inyou>

is a virtue of a good wing, and I like the wear well.

Par* I am fo full of bufinefs, I cannot anfwer thee a-

tutely : I will return perfect courtier, in the which my
inftruftion fhall ferve to naturalize thee, fothou wilt be

capable of courtiers counfel, and underftand what advice

fliall thruft upon thee; elfe thou dieftin thine unthankful-

jiefs, and thine ignorance makes thee away ; farewcK

When thou haft leifure, fay thy prayers ; when thou haft

none, remember thy friends j get thee a good hufband, jmd

life him as he ufes thee : fo fareweh [Etcit*

SCENE IV.
Hel, Our remedies oft in our felves do lye,

Which we afcribeto heav'n. The fated iky

Gives us free fcope, only doth backward pull

Our flowdefigns, when we our felves are dull.

What power is it which mounts my love fo high.

That makes me fee, and cannot feed mine eyes ?

The mightieft fpace in fortune nature brings

To join like likes, and kifs like native things.

ImpolTible be ftrange attempts to thofe

That wc gh their pains in fenfe, and do fuppofe

What
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What hath not been can't be. Who ever ftrave

Tq iliew her merit, that did mifs her love ?

The King's difeafe—-my projefl may deceive me.

But my intents are fix'd, and will not leave me. [Exit^

SCENE V. Tbf^ Court 0/ France.

Flourijh Cornets* Enter the Khg <?/France 'with letters

and diuers Attendants,

King* The Florentines and Senois are by th' ears.

Have fought with equal fortune, and continue

^ braving war.

I Lord. So 'tis reported, Sir.

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

A certainty vouchM from our coufin Aujiriay

With caution, that the Florentine will move us

For fpeedy aid ; wherein our deareft friend

Prejudicates the bufinels, and would feem

'Xo have us make denial.

1 Lord. His love and wifdom.
Approved fo to your Majefty, may plea4

For ampleft credence.

King. He hath arm'd our anfwer.

And Florence is dcny'd before he comes

:

Yet for our gentlemen that mean to fee

The Tujcan fervice, freely have they leave

To ftand 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 ?

Bertram, Lafeu Parolles.

I Lord. It is the Count Roujillon^ my good lord.

Young Bertram*

King* Youth, thou bearefl: thy father's face.

Frank nature, rather curious than in hafte.

Composed thee well. Thy father's moral parts

May'ft thou inherit too ! Welcome to Paris,

Ber. My thanks and duty are your Majefty's.

King* I would I had that corporal foundnefs now,
/Is when thy father and my feif in friend/hip

^ifft txy'd our foldierfliip ; he did look fa^

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

But on us both did haggifh age fteal on,

And wore us out of adt. It much repairs me
To talk of your good father ; in his youth

He had the wit, which lean well obferve

To-day in our young lords 5 but they may jefi -,

*Till their own fcorn return to them unnoted,

Ere they can vye their levity with his honour :

So like a courtier, no contempt or bitternefs

Were in him ;
pride or fliarpnefs if there were.

His equal had awak'd them, and his honour
Clock to itfelf knew the true minute when
Exception bid him fpeak; and at that time

His tongue obeyM his hand. Who were belov; him
He usM as creatures of a brother-race,

jAnd bow'd his eminent top to their low ranks.

Making them proud of his humility.

In their poor praife he humbled : fuch a man
Might be a copy to thefe younger times

;

Which followed well, would now demonftrate them
But goers backward.

Ber* His remembrance, Sif.

Lyes 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

(Methinks I hear him now, his plaulive 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 cataftrophe and heel of paftime

When It was out) let me not live, quoth he.

After my flame lacks oil, to be the fnuff

Of younger fpirits, whofe apprehenfive fenfes

All but new things difdain 5 whofe judgments are

Meer fathers of their garments ; whofe conftancies

Expire before their fafliions , this he wifti'd.
'

I, after him, do after him wifli too,

Since I nor wax nor honey can bring home,
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I quickly were diflolvcd froiTi my hive.

To give foiTie labourers room.

2 Lord. Ymi're lovt-d, Sir;

They that leofl lend it yru llinll lack you firf^.

King. I fill a place, 1 know'r. How long s't, Co'jnt,

Since thepbyfician at your father's died ?

'He was much fam'd.

Ber, Some fix months fince, my Lord.

King, If he were living, I would try him yet
j

Lend me an arm j the ri'ft have worn me out

With federal applications : nature and ficknefs

Debate it at their Itifure ! Welcome, Count,

My fon's no dearer.

Ber, Thr.nks to your Maiefiy. \Fkurifi, Exeunt

»

SCENE Vl. Rcufillon.

Enter CM'itffs, StC'^ward and Cloivn.

Count, I will now hear 5 what fay you of this gentle-

•woman ?

rS'r-fiy.Madam, the care I have had to even your content,

1 wifh might be found in the calendar of my paft endea-

vours 5 for then we v.'ound our modefty, and m.^ke foul the

clearnefs of our defcrvings, when pf our fel.ves we pubiiih

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

rah : the complaints I have heard of you I do not all be-

lieve ; 'tis my flowncfs that I do not, for I know you

JacJc not folly to commit them, and have ability enough to

make fuch knaveries yours.

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

fellow.

Count, Well, Sir.

Clo* No, Madam, 'tis net fo well that I am poor,

though many of the rich are damn'd j but if I have your

lady (hip's good will to go to the world, JJhcl 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 JJb€r% cafe and mine own 5 fcrvice is no heritage.
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and I think I lhall never have the blefling of God, 'till X

have iflue o' my body j for they fay beams are blefiings.

Count. Tell me the reafon why thou vi^ilt marry.

C/o. My poor body, Madam, requires it. I am driven

on by the fiefh, and he muft needs go that the devil drives.

Count. Is this all vour worfliip'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 flefh and blood are, and indeed I do marry that I
may repent.

Count* Thy marriage fooner than thy wickednefs.

Clo* I am out of friends^ Madam, and I hope to have

friends for my wife's fake.

Caunt. Such friends are thine enemies, knave.

Clo* yarefhdlicw, Madann j e'en great friends j for the

knaves come to do that for me which I am weary of j he

that eres my land fpares my team, and gives me Jeave to

inne the crop 5 if I be his cuckold, he's my drudge ; he
that comforts my wife is the cherifher ofmy fiefh and blood

;

he that sheriiheth my fleih and blood loves my flefh and
blood J

he that loves my fiefh and blood is my friend: ergo,

he that kiffes my wife is my friend. If men could be con-

tented to be what they are, there were no fear in marriage
5

for young Cbarbon the puritan, and old Poyfam the papili",

hpwfoe'cr their hearts are fever'd in religion, their heads

are both one, they may joul horns together Uke any deer

rth' herd.

Co«wf. Wilt thou ever be a foul-mouth'd and calumni

ous knave ?

Clo* A proptict I, Madam, and I fpeak the truth the

next way.

For I the ballad will repeat, which men full true /hall find,

Your marriage comes by deltiny, your cuckow fings by kind.

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

^rrw. Mary it pleafe you Madam, that he bid Helen

come to you > of her I am to fpeak.

Count, Sirrah, rell xny gentlewoman I would fpeak with

her; Utkn I mean.

Clo,



AWs well that Ends well. 159

Clo, Wai this fair face the cauje^ quothJhe^ [Singing.

Why the Grecians jacked Troy ?

Fond done, fond donc^ for Paris he

JVas this King Priam' 5 joy.

With that fie figbed as fie ftood.

And gave this fentence then
^

Among nine had if one be good.

There'' s yet one good in ten.

Count, What, one good in ten ? you corrupt the fong,

lirrah.

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

ing ©""th" fong: would Cod would ferve'the world fo all the

year, we'd find no fault with the tithe wowan if I were the

parfon 5 one in ten, quoth a' ! an we might have a gocd

woman born but every blazing ftar, or at an earthquake,

'twould mend the lottery well 5 a man may draw his heart

out,, ere he pluck one.

Count, Vou*ll be gone. Sir knave^ and do as I command,
you ?

Clo, That man that fliould be at a woman's command,
and yet no hurt done! tho* honefty be no puritan, yet it

will do no hurt ; it will wear the furplice of humility over

the black gown of a big heart : I am going, forfooth, the

bufinefs is for Helen to come hither. [Exit,

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

tirely.

Count, 'Paith, I do ; her father bequeathe her to me;
and flie her felf, without other advantages, may lawfully

make title to as much love as flie finds ; there is more
owing her than is paid, and more fhall be paid her than
ftie'll demand.

Stew, Madam, I was very late more near her than I

think fhe wifli'd me ; alone ihe was, and did communicate
to her felf her own words to her own ears ; flic thought,

I dare vow for her, they touched not any ftranger fenfe.

Her matter was, fhe lov'd your fon; Fortune, fhe faid,

was no Goddefs, that had put fuch difference betwixt their

two eftates
;

Love, no God, that would not extend his

might, only where qualities were level : Diana, no queen

O z of
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of virgins, that would (uffer her poor Knight to be furprirM

vvithout^ercue in the firffc aflauk, or ranlbm afterward.

Thisfhe delivered in the moft bitter touch of forrovv 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, ' Yen have difcharg'd this h.jneftly, keep it to

your felf; many likelihoods informed me of this before^,

which hung fo tottering in the ballance, that I could nei-

ther believe nor mifdoubt : pray you, leave me 5 ftall this

an your bofom, and I thank you for your hcnefl care ; I,

will fpeak with you further anon. [^Exit Steivardi.

SCENE Vir. Enter Helena.

Count, Ev'n fo it was with me when I was young 5

If we are nature's, thefe 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 ihow and feal of nature's truth,

Where love's ftrong palfion is impreft in youth;

By our remembrances of days foregone.

Such were our faults, tho' then we thought them none#

Her eye is fick on't, I obfcrve lier now.
Hel. What is your pleafure. Madam ?

Counts HeUn^ you know, I am a mother to you.

Hel, Mine honourable miftrefs.

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, Tm 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 opprefl: 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 diftemptr'd melTenger of wet.

The many-colour'd /r;j, rounds thine eyes ?

Why— that you are my daughter t
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Hel, That I am not*

Counts I fay I am your mother.

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

;

I am from humble, he from honour'd name 5

No note upon my parents, his all noble.

My Mailer, my dear lord he is, and I

His fervantlive, and will his vaflal die:

He muft not be my brother.

Count, Nor I your mother ?

HeU 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 cannot aik for more than that of heav*n.

So 1 were not his fiHer: can't be no other

Way I your daughter, but he muft be my "brother ?

Count, Yes, Heleny you miglit be my daughter-in-law,

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

My fear hath catch'd your fondnefs. New I fee

The myft'ry of your loneliuefs, and find

Your fait tears' head \ now to all fenfe *tis grofs.

You Jove my fon \ invention is afham'd,
Againft the proclamation of thy pafiion,

To fiiy thou doft not j therefore tell me true.

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

See it fo grofly fliown in thy behaviour,

That in their kind they fpcak it: only fin

-And helliHi obllinacy tie thy tongue,

That truth /hcuid be fufpetled
j

Ipeak, i&'t fo ?

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

If it be not, forfwear'tj how*er, 1 charge thec^
As heav'n fhall work in me for thine avail.

To tell me true.

i:^^/. Good Madam, pardon me.
C'Mtu. Do you iove my fon ?

Htl Your pard>>n, ncbJe miftrefs*
Count, Love you my Ton ?

i^d. Do li.i
^ ou iove him, Mada n ?

KJ
3 Ccunf

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

Whereof the world takes note : come, come, diklo

,The ftate of your affection, for your paflions

Have to the lull appeach'd.

Heh Then I confefs

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

That befjre you, and next unto high heav*n,

I love your fon :
-

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

not ofiended, for it hurts not him
That he is I'ov'd of me ; 1 fellow him not

By any token of preiumptnous fuit.

Nor would I have him^, 'till I do dafervc him.

Yet never know how that defert fhou'd be :

I know I love in vain, fcrive againfL hope
j

Yet in this captious and intenible five

I ftlll pour in the water of my love,

Andi lack not to lole flill ; thus Indian-WkQ,

Religious in inme errtr, I adore

The fun that Jocks upon his v/orfhipper.

But knows of him no more. My dearefl Madam^
Let not your hate incounter with my love

For loving where you do ; but if your felf,

Whofe aged honour cites a virtuous youth,

Did ever in fo true a flame of liking

"VViih choll-ly, and love dearly, that your Dian
"Was both her feif and love

; O, then give pity

To her whofe ftate is fuch, /lie cannot chufe

But lend and give where ihe is fure to lofc

;

That feeks not to fmd that v;hich fearcli in\plies,

.

But, riddle-like, lives Iweetly where ihe dies.

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

To go to Paris ?

KeL I had.

Ccur.t, Wherefore ? tell true.

HcL I vnW tell truth, by grace itfelf I fwcar
5

You know my father left me ibme prefcriptions

Of raie and prov'd e6e£ls fuch as his reading

And manifeft experience had colisdled

-For gcttcralfuv'rei^rity j ii> iV;il'i ms
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In heedful r ft rcfervation to beftow them,

wAs no'es^ whofe faculties inclufive were

More than they were in note : amongft the reft.

There is a remedy approv'd fet down,
To cure the defperate languiftiings, whereof

The Kine is rendered loft.

Count. This was your motive for Paris ^ was it, fpeak ?'

He/. My Lord your fon made me to think of this
3

Elfe PariSf and the medicine and the King,

Had from the converfation of my thoughts

Haply been abfent then.

Count. But think you, Helen

y

If you fti(^uld tender your fuppofed aid.

He would receive it ? he and his phyficlans

Are of a mind , he, that he can't be help'd :

They, that they cannot help. How ftiall they credit

A poor unlearned virgin, when the fchools,
,

Embovveli'd of their dodlrine, have left off

The danger to itlelf ?

Hei, There's fomething hint^
More than my father's Ikill, which was the great'ft

Of his profeffion, that his good receipt

Shall for my legacy be fandlified

Ky ih' iuckieft ftars in heav'n j and would your honour
But give me leave to try fuccefs, Td venture

This well-loft life of mine on his Grace's cure.

By fuch a day and hour.

Count, Doft thou believe't ?

Hel, Ay, Madam, knowinglyc
Count. Why, Helen, thou ftialt have my leave andlovep

jMcans and attendants, and my loving greetings

To thofe of mine in Court. Til ftay at home.
And pray God's bleftingupon thy attempt:
Be gone to-morrow, and be fure of this.

What 1 can help thee to thou ihalt not mifs. [Exeunu

A C
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ACT II. SCENE I.

The Court c/" France.

Enter tbt King, ivitb two young Lords taking leavefor the

Florentine war, Bertram and Parolles. Flourijh Cornets,

AT/ffg-.TJArewel, young Lord: thefe warlike principles

Jr Do not throw from you j
you, my Lord, farewel;

Share the advice betwixt you : If both gain, well !

The gift doth ftretch it felf as *tis recciv'd,

And is enough for both.

1 Lord, 'Tis our hope, Sir,

After well-enter*d foldiers, to return

And find your Grace in health.

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

Will not confefs it owns the mahdy
That doth my life befiegej farewell, young Lords,

Whether I live or die, be you the fons

Of worthy French men ; let higher Italy *

(Thofe baftards that inherit but the fall

Of the laft monarchy "f) fee that you come
Not to woo honour, hut to wed it ; when
The braveft <jueftant fhrinks, find what you feek.

That fame may cry you loud ! I fay, farewel.

2 Lord. Health at your bidding ferve your Majefty !

King, Thofe girls of Italy, take heed of them j

They fay our French lack language to deny

If they demand : beware of being captives

Before you ferve.

Both. Oar hearts receive your warnings.

King, Faicwel. [^Exit*

The anci'^nt cieographers have dt viewed It/rl/ into the higher an4
rhe lower, the vf/)pe?7/we Hi)]s being a kind of natural lineof parti-

tion ; ths f).^le next the ^ii/vrf//f^\y as denominated ih". higher Italy,

and ths other (Tde ihQ love}: : and thetwu Teas followed the(iame
terms of diftinftion, the y?^;v<jfrf^b'*in(» called the upper ixii

the Tyrrhs?reOT Tufcin ths lover. Kow ih» Sennones or Jewo// With
whom \.ht Florentines are here ("oppofed to be at war inhabited the
hfgher hilly, their chief town h-tWi^ Ariminwn how called Rimini
^'fOnWi'i Adriatic}^,

t Refl-tling tpon thenbjeft and degenerate conditioner theCi*
t^cs suiStat'-3 which arofrt out tjf rhe ruins uf xtiK R^man )L^^'\\^,

thv bftof lust^ur great Monarch le* of the \Vuj14.

X L'ird*
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rLord, Oh,myfweet Lord, that you will ftay behind us

!

Par. 'Tis not his fault, the ipark—

2 Lord' Oh, 'tis brave wars.

Par* Moft admirable ; I have fesn thofe wars.

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

Too young, and the nextyeary2LX\A "'tis too early.

Par. An thy mind ftand to it, boy, fteal away braveJy.

Ber. Shall I ftay here the forehorfe to a fmock,

Creeking my fhoes on the plain mafonry,

'Till honour be bought up, and no fword worn
But one to dance with ? by heav'n, I'll fteal away*

1 Lord. There's honour in the theft.

Par. Commit it. Count.

2 Lord* I am your accefTary, and fo farewel.

Ber» I grow to you, and this our parting is

A tortur'd body.

1 Lord, Farewel, worthy captain.

2 Lord, Sweet Monfieur ParoUes !

Par, Noble heroes, my fword and yours are kin; good

fparks and luftrous ! A word, good metals. You fhallfind

in- the regiment of thzSpiniiy one captain Spuria with his

cicatrice, an emblem of war, here on his fmifter cheek i

it was this very fword entrench'd it j fay to him, I live>

and obferve, his.reports of me.

I Lord, We fliall noble captain.

P<zr.M<2r5^oat on you for his novices! what will you do ?

J^er, Stay j the King—— [Ex, 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 expreflive to them, for they wear them

-

felvesinthe cap of the time, there do mufter together^

drefs, fpeak, and move under the influence of the moft re-

ceived ftar ; and tho' the devil lead the meafure, fuch are
- to be foUow'd : after them, and take a more dilated fare-

wel.

Ber, And I will do fo.

Par, Worthy fellows, and like to prove moft fmewy
fvvordmen. \^Exeunto

SCENE IL Enter the King and "L^icn,

Laf„ Pardon, my Lord, for me and for my tidings.
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King* ril fee thee to ftand up.

Laj, Then here's a man ftands that hath brought his

pardon.

i would you had kneclM, my Lord, to alk me mercy,

And that at my bidding you could fo ftand up.

King, I would I had, fo I had broke thy pate.

And afk'd thee mercy for*t.

Laf, Goodfaith, acrofs : but, my good Lord, *tis thus
9

Will you be cur'd of your infirmity ?

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

Yes, kut you will, an if my royal fox

Could reach them : I have feen a * Medecine
That's able to breathe life into a ftone.

Quicken a rock, and make you dance canary

"With fprightly fire and motion 5 whofe fimple touch

Is powerful to raife King Pippen, nay.

To give great Cbarlemain a pen in's hand
To write a Jove-line to her.

King. What her is this ?

Laf, Why, doftor fhe : my Lord, there's one arriv'd,

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

If ierioufly 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 amazM me more
Than I dare blame my weaknefs : will you fee her,

For that is her demand, and know her bufinefs ?

That done, Jaugh well at me.
King, Now, good Lafeuy

Bring in the admiration, that we with thee

May fpend our wonder too, or take off thine.

By wondring how thou took' ft it.

Laf, Nay, I'll fit you.

And not be all day neither. [Exit Lafeii»

King, Thus he his fpecial nothings over prologues.

Laf, [Returni,'\ Nay, come your ways.

[Bringing in Helena*
King* This hafte hath wings indeed.

* Medecine is here put for a Shi-.vhjfuian.
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Laf, Nay, come your ways,

This is his Majefty, fay your mind to him ;

A traitor you do look like, but fuch traitors

His Majefty feldom fears j Tm Cre£id^& uncle

That dare leave two together; fare you well. [E;(iu

SCENE III.

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

Hel, Ay, my good' Lord. Gerard de Narhon was

My father, in what he did profefs, well found.

King, I knew him.
Hel. The rather will I fpare my praifes towards him

j

Knowing him is enough : on^s bed of death

Many receipts he gave me, chiefly one.

Which as the deareft iflue of his practice.

And of h's old experience th^only darling,

He bade me ftore up, as a triple eye.

Safer than mine own two: more dear I have fo j

And hearing your high Majefty is touched

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 empiricks, or to diflever fo

Our great feJf and our credit, to efteem

A fenfelefs help, when help paft fenfe we deem,
Hel. My duty the© fhall pay me for my pains

j

I will no more enforce my office on you.

Humbly intreating from your royal thoughts
A modeft one to bear me back again.

King. I cannot give thee Jefs to be call'd grateful f
Thou thought'ft to help me, and fuch thanks 1 rivc.

As Wilc iicar death to thcfc that wifti him Vvr. /
But
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But what at full I know, thou knov/*ft no pait,

1 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 greateft works is fini/fcer.

Oft does them by the weakeft minifter

:

So holy writ in babes hath judgment fhown,

When judges have been babes
;

great floods have flown

From fimple fources; and great ftreams have dryM,

When miracles have by th' greateH: beendeny'd.^

Oft expectation 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 j fare thee well, kind ma
Thy ^ainsnot us'd muft by thy felf be paid.

JProfFers 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 prefumption in us, when
The help of heav'*n we count the a6t of men.

Dear Sir, to my endeavours give confent.

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

I am not an impoftor that prcclaim

My felf againft the level of mine aim.

But know I think, and think I know moft fure.

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

King* Art thou fo confident ? within what fpafC

Hop'ft thou my cure ?

Hel, The Greateft lending grace.

Ere twice the horfes of the fun fliall bring

Their fiery torcher his diurnal ring ;

Ere twice in murk and occidental damp
Moift Hefperus hath quench'd his lleepy lamp

;

Or four and twenty times the pilot's glafs

Hath told the thievifti minutes how they pafs;

What is infirm from your found parts ftiall fly.

Health fhall live free, and ficknefs freely die.

King, Upon thy certainty aijd jCQnfidenec,

What dar'ft thoa venture
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HeL Tax of impudence,

A ftrumpet*s boldnefs, a divulged fliame

TraducM by odious ballads : my rpaiden's name
Sear'd : otherwife, the worft of worft extended,

With vileft torture let my life be ended.

King» Methinks in thee fome bleffed fpirit doth fpeak,

It powerful founds within an organ weak j

And what impoflibility would flay

In common fenfe, fenfe faves another way.

Thy life is dear j for all that life can rate

Worth name of life, in thee hath eftimate :

Youth, beauty, wifdom, courage, virtue, all

That happinefs and prime can happy call i

Thou this to hazard, needs muft intimate

Skill infinite, or monftrous defperate.

Sweet pradifer, 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 fee;

But if I help, what do you promife me ?

King. Make thy demand.
Hel. But will you make it even ?

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

HeL Then (halt thou give me, with thy kingly hand^

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

To chufe from forth the royal blood France

^

My low and humble name to propagate

With any branch or image of thy ftate

:

But fuch a one, thy vaflal, whom I know
Is free for me to a/k, thee to beftow.

King, Here is my hand ; the premifes obfervM,
Thy will by my performance fhall be fervM

:

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

Thy refolv'd patient, on thee ftill rely.

More fliould I queftion thee, and more I muft,
Tho* more to know could not be more to truft :

From whence thou cam*ft, how tended on, but reft

UnqueftionM welcome, and undoubted blcft|

Vol. hi. P Ciy,
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Giv€ me fome help here, hoa ! if thou proceed

Aa high as word, my deed fiiali match thy deed. ^Rxeunf^

SCENE IV. Roufilbn,

Enter Countefi and C/oivn,

Count, Come on, Sir, I fliail now put you to the height

of yvour breeding.

CiO. I will fiicw my felf highly fed, and lowly taught j

I know my bufmcfs is but to the Court.

Count, To the Court? why what place call you fpe-

cial, when ycu put off that v/ith luch contempt ? but to

tJie Court

!

C/o, Truly, madam, if Ccd have lent a man any

mannerf?, he may eafily put it off at Court : he that cannot

make a leg, put off 's cap, kifshis hand, and fay nothing,has

neither leg, hands, hp, nor cap 5 and indeed luch a fellow,

to fay prccifely, 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

,4}ii.e (lions.

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.

Court. Will your anfwer ferve fit to all queftions ?

C/o, As fit as ten groats is for the hand of an attorney, as

your French crown for you taffaty punk, as "Z/^'s ru/h for

7&;?2's fore- finger, as a pancake for Sbro've-'Tuefday, a mor-
ris 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 fkin-

Count, Have you, 1 fay, an anfwer of fuch fitnefs for

all queflions ?

C/o, From below your Duke, to beneath your conftable,

it will fit any queftion.

Count, It mud be an anfwer of mofl monftrous fize that

muff fit all demands.
C/o, But a trifie neither, in good faith, if the learned

ihouid fpeak truth of it : here it is, and all that belongs

to*t. A{k me if I am a Courtier, it fhali do you ao
harm to learn.

Count* To be youn^ again^ ifwe could : I will bs a fool
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in queftion, hoping to be the wifer by your anfwtr. I pray

you, Sir, arc yoa a courtier ?

Clo, O lord. Sir there's a fimple putting off: more,
jtiore, a hundred of them.

Count* Sir, I am a poor friend of yours, that love you.
Clo. O lord, Sir- thick, thick, fpare not me.
Count* I think, Sirj you can eat none of this homely

meat.

Cto, O lord, Sir — nay, put me to*t, I warrant you.

Count. You were lately whipped, Sir, as I think.

C/o, O lord. Sir—-—fpare not me.
Count. Do you cry, O lord Sir, at your tvhipping, and

ipare not me ? indeed, your 0 lord, Sir, is very fequertt to

jrour whipping : you would anfwer very well to a whipping

if you were but bound to't.

C/o, I ne'er had worfe luck in my life, in my 0 lordy Sir^

i fee things may ferve long, and not ferve ever.

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

tertain it fo merrily with a fool.

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

Count, An end. Sir ; to your bufmefs : give Helen this^

And urge her to a prefent anfwer back.

Commend me to my kinfmen, an^d my fon :

^his isn't much.
Clo» Not much commendation to them.
Coawr.Notmuch imploymentforyou, youunderfland me.

' Clo. Moft fruitfully, I am there before my legs.

Count. Hafte you again. [ExeutiU

SCENE V. The Court of FraTVie.

Enter Bertram, Lafeu, and Parolles.

Laf, They fay miracles are paft, and we have our phi-

lofophical perfons to make modern and familiar things, fu-

^ernatural and caufelefs. Hence is it that we make trifles

of terrors, enfconfing our felves into feeming knowledge,

when we ihould fubmit our felves to an unknown fear.

P^r. Why, 'tis the rareft argument ofwonder that hath

fcot out in our latter times.

Ber, And fo 'tis.

Laf, To be relinquifli'd of the artlfts.

Par, So I fay, both of Galen and Paracelfus*

Pa. 'Laf,
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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 helpM.
Par. Right, as 'twere a man afTurM of an—

^

Laf. Uncertain life; and fure death.

Par. Jufl^, 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 fhewing, you
/hall read it in what do you call there

Laf, A fhewing of a heav'nly effeft in an earthly aftor.

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

Laf. Why, your dolphin is not luftier : for mc, I fpeak

in refpeft

Par. Nay, 'tis ftrange, *tis very ftrangCt that is the

brief and the tedious of it, and he's of a moft facinerious

Ipirit, 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. Anddebile minifter, great power) great tranlccn-

4ence, which ihould indeed give us a further ufe to be made
tlian only the recovery of the King, as to be—

—

Laf, Generally thankful.

SCENE VI.
Enter Kingy 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 hc*S

able to lead her a corranto.

Par, Mort du Vinaigrel is not thisHf/-f« t
Laf. 'Fore God, I think fo.

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

fiit, my preferver, by thy patient's fide,

A lid with this healthful hand, whofc banifli'd fcnic

Thou haft repeal'd, a fecond time receive

The confirmation of my promisM gift,

Wjiich but iittends thy naming.
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Enter three orfour Lirds

Fair maid, fend forth thine eye 5 this youthful parcel

Of noble batch elors ftand at my beftowing,

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

I have to ufej thy frank eleftion make,
Thou haft power to chufe, and they none to forfake.

Hel» To each of you, one fair and virtuous raiftrefs

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

Laf. l*d give bay curtal and his furniture,

My mouth no more were broken than thefe boys.

And writ as little beard.

King. Perufe them well

:

Kot one of thofe but had a noble father.

[She addreffei herJelf to a Lor^-

HeL Gentlemen, heav'n hath, through me, reftor'd-

The King to health.

All* We underftand it, and thank heav'n for you.

Hel, I am a fimple maid, and therein weallhiefty

That I proteft I fimply am a maid'

Pleafe it your Majelly, I have done already :

The blufhes in my cheeks thus whifper me,
Wehlujh that thoupould^ft chufe ; but being refuC

d

Z>et the ivhite death fit on thy cheekfor ever,

IVe^ll ne'er come there again*

King* Make choice and fee,

Who fhuns thy love fhuns all his love in me.
HeL Now, Dian, from thy altar do I fly.

And to imperial Lo've, that God moft high.

Do my fighs ftream : Sir, will you hear my fuit

I Lord, And grant it.

Hel, Thanks, Sir;— all the reft is mute.

Laf, I had rather be in this choice, than throw Am€s-
ace for my life.

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

[To thefecond Lord,

Before I fpeak, too threatningly replies

:

Love make your fortunes twenty times above

Her that fo wifhes, and her humble loYC !

a Lordt No better, if you pleafe*
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Bel, My wiih receive,

Which great Lo've grant ! and fo I take my IcaYC-

Laf. Do all they deny her ? if they were fons ofmine^
Td have them whipp'd, or I would fend them totheTccrft

to make eunuchs of.

Hel. Be not afraid that I your hand fliould take,

[To the third Lord,

ril never do you wrong for your own fake:

Blefling upon your vows, and in your bed

Find fairer fortune, if you ever wed !

Laf. Thefeboys are boys of ice, they*]! noneof her : furc

they are baftards to xhtEngliJh, the Fre»fi& ne'er got *em.

HeJ. You are too young, too happy, and too good

[Ta thefourth*

To make your felf a fon out of my blood.

4 Lord» Fair one, I think not fo.

Par, There's'one grape yet, I am fure thy father drunk
wine.

Laf. But if thou be*fl: not an afs, I am a youth offour-

teen : I have known thee already.

He I, I dare not fay 1 take you, but I give

Me and my fervice, ever whilft I live.

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

AT/w^. Why then, youn%Bertram, take her, fhe's thywife*

Ber» My wife, my Liege ? I (hall befeech yourHighnefs,

In fuch a bufmefs give me leave to ufe

The help of mine own eyes,

King, Know' ft thou not, Bertram,

What fhe hath done for me ?

Ber, Yes, my good Lord,

But never hope to know why I fhould marry Ker.

King, Thou know' ft fhe raisM me from my fickly bed*

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

:

She had her breeding at my father's charge:

A poor phyfician's daughter: fhe my wife !

Difdain rather corrupt me ever !

King, *Tis

But title thou diftjin'ft in her, the which
X cm l>uild UP ; li-rriiige is it that cui bluods

Gf
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or colour, weight, and heat, pour'd all together.

Would quite confound diftinflion, yet ftand off

In differences fo mighty. If fliebe

AJl that is virtuous, fave what thcu diflik^ft

A poor phyfician^s daughter, thou dinik*ft

Of virtue for the name: but do not fo.

From loweft place when virtuous things procee^>

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

Where great addition fwells, and virtue none.

It is a dropficd honour j good alone

is good v.'ithout a name, in't felf is fo:

The property by what it is fliould go,

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

In thefi to nature (he's immediate heir
;

And thefe breed honour : that is honour's /com.
Which challenges it felf as honour-born,

And is not like the fire. Honours beft thrive.

When rather from our afts we them derive

Than our fore-goers: the meer word's a flave

Debaucht on every tomb, on every grave j

A lying trophy ; and as oft is dumb
Where duft and damn*d oblivion is the tomb
Of honourM bones indeed ; what (hould be faid ?

If thoucanft like this creature as a maid,

1 can create the reft : virtue and fhe.

Is her own dow'r ; honour and wealth from me.

Btr» I cannot love her, nor will ftrive to do't.

King, Thou wrong' ft thy felf, if thou fliouidft ftrive to

chufe.

HeL That you are well reftor'd, my Lord, I'm glad ,

Let the reft go.

King, My honour's at the ftake, which to defend

I muft produce my power. Here, take her hand,
proud fcornful boy, unworthy this good gift.

That doth in vile mifprifion fhackle up
My love, and her defert j that canft not dream.
We poizing us in her defed^ive fcalc

Shall weigh thee to the beam 5 that wilt not know,
J r is in us to plant thine honour where
Wr pleafc to have it grow. Check thy contempt

:

t-bcy oui will, which rravcls in thy good j Uelieve
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Believe not thy difdain, but prefently

Do thine own fortunes that obedient right

Which both thy duty owes, and our power claims

:

Or I will throw thee from my care for ever

Into the ftaggers and the carelefs lapfe

Of youth and ignorance
5 my revenge and hate

Let loofe upon thee in the name of juftice,

V/ithout all terms of pity. Speak thine anfwer.

Ber, Pardon, my gracious Lord 5 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 flie which late

Was in my nobler Thoughts moft bafe, is now
The praifed of the King j who fo ennobled,

B as 'twere born fo.

King, Take her by the hand,
And tell her fhe is thine ; to whom I promife

A counterpoize
J

if not in thy eftate

A bailance more repleat.

Ber, I take her hand.
King. Good fortune, and the favour of the King

Smile upon the contract I whofe ceremony
Shall feem expedient on the now born brief,

And be performed to-night ; the folemn feaft

Shall more attend upon the coming fpace.

Expelling abfent friends. As thou lov'ft her.

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

SCENE VIL Manerj Parolles <7«iLafeu.

Laf. Do you hear, Monheur? a word with you^

Par. Your pleafure, Sir.

Laf, Your lord and mafter did well to make hlsrecaU'*

tation. '

Par, Recantation ? my lord ? my mafter?

Laf, Ay, is it not a language I fpeak?

Par, A moft harfh one, and not to be underftood with^
©ut bloody fucceeding. My mafter ?

Laf, Are you companion to the Count Ronjillon f
Par, To any Count 5 to all Counts 5 to what is man.
Laf, To what is Count's roan j Count's mailer is of an*

ether ililt*
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P^rr. You are too old. Sir 5 let it fatisfie you^ you arc

£tf/. I muft tell thee, firrah, I write man j to which
title age cannot bring thee.

Far, What I dare too well do, I dare not do.

Laf. I did think thee for two ordinaries to be a pretty,

vyife fellow ; thou didft make tolerable vent of thy travel,

it might pafs
;
yet the fcarfs and the bannerets about thee

di3 manifoldly difTuade me from believing thee a veflel of

too great a burthen. I have now found thee ; when I lofc

tbee 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 thy felf too far in anger, left thou
fiaften thy tryal 5 which if—Lord have mercyjon thee for

a ben ! fo, my good window of lattice, fare thee well
j
thy

cafement I need not open, I look through thee. Give me
thy hand .

Par. My Lord, you give me moft egregious indignity.

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

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

Laf, Yes, good faith, ev'ry dram of it ; and I will not

bate thee a fcruple.

Far. Well, I fhall be wifer

Laf. Ev'n as foon as thou canft, for thou haft to pull at

a fmack o'th' contrary. If ever thou beeft bound in thy
fcarf and beaiten, thou fhalt find what it is to be proud of
thy bondage. I have a defire to hold my acquaintance

with thee, or rather my knowledge, that I may fay on
thy defaults he is a man I know.

Far. My Lord, you do me moft infupportable vexation*

L^f' J would it were hell -pains for thy fake, and my
poor doing eternal *. [Euie.

Far, Well, thou haft a fon (hall take this difgrace off

mc ; fcurvy, old, filthy fcurvy Lord : well, I muft be pa-
tient, there is no fettering of authority. 1*11 beat him,

..eternal-, for doing; I am paft. as I Will by thee, in what
lotioo age will gjv» melea?e. lE.^it

Txr. Well. e-;:.

by
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by my life, if I can meet him with any convenience, a?i

he were double and double a Lord. I'll have no more pitjfc,

of his age than I would have of Til beat him, an if

I could but meet him again.

Re-enter Lafeu.

Laf, Sirrah, your lord and mafter's married, there's

news for you : you^ have a new miflrefs.

Per, I moft unfeignedly befeech your Lordfhip to make'
fome refervation of your wrongs. He, my good Lord,

whom I ferve above is matter.

Laf, Who ? God ?

Par, Ay, Sir.

Laf, The devil it is, that's thy mafler. Why doft thoii

garter up thy arms o' this fafliion ? doft make hofe of thy
fleeves ? do other fervants fo ? thou wert beft fet thy lower

part where thy nofe ftands. By mine honour, if I were
but two hours younger, I'd beat thee: methinks thou art

a general offence, and every man/hould beat thee. I think

thou waft created for men to breathe themfelves upon thee.

Par, This is hard and undefervcd meafure, my Lord,

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

a kernel out of a pomegranate
5
you are a vagabond, and

no true traveller : you are more fawcy with Lords and ho-
nourable perfonages, than the heraldry of your birth and
virtue gives you commilTion. You are not worth another

word, elfe Td call you knave. I leave you. [Exit*

SCENE VIU. Enter Bertram.

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

let it be concealM a while.

JBer, Undone, and forfeited to cares for ever

!

Par, What is the matter, fweet heart ?

Ber, Although before the folemn prieft I've fworn,

twill not bed her.

Par, What ? what, fweet heart.

Ber, O my Pardles, they have married me :

ril to the Tufcan wars, and never bed her.

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

tread of a man*s foot : to th' wars

!

* Ber, There's letters from my mother 5 v/hatth' im-
port is, I know not yet.
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Taf* Ay, that would be known : to th'' wars, my boy,

to th' wars

!

He wears his honour in a box unfeen,

TUat hugs his kickfy- wickfy here at home.
Spending his manly marrow in her arms,

Which flioukl fuflain the bound and high curvet

•Of Maris iiery fteed, to other regions

France is a ftable, we that dwell in*t jades.

Therefore to th' war !

Ber» It fhall be fo, Dl fend her to my houfc,

Acquaint my mother with my hate to her,

And wherefore I am fied ; write to the King
That which I durft not jpeak. Kis prefcnt gift

Shall furniHi me to thofe Italian fields

Where noble fellows ftrike. War is no ftrife

To the dark houie, and the deteded wife.

Par, Will this capricio hold in thee, art fare?

Bcr» Go with me to my chamber, and advife me.

I'll fend her ftrait av/ay : even to-morrow

ril to thewars, ihe to her fmglc forrow.

Pi?r.Why,therc balls bound, there's noife in't.*Tis hardj

A young man married is a man that's marrM :

Therefore away, and leave her bravely
5 go,

^heKing has done you wrong: but hufh, 'tis lb. [Exeunt,

SCENE IX. Enter Helena andClo^wn*

HeL My mother greets me kindly, is fhe well ?

€lo» She is not well, but yet Ihe has her health f ihe's

very merry, but yet flie is not well 5 thanks be given fhe^s

very well, and wants nothing i'th' world ; but yet fhe is

^ot well.

HeL If fhe be very well, what does flie ail, that /lie*s

^ot very well ?

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

Hel, What two things ?

C/(9.0ne, that fhe is not in heav'n, whither God fend her

f^uickly ! the other, thatilu's of. earth, whence Cod fen«l

•|ier quickly !

Ertrr ParoIIes.

^tfr. 'Blcfs you, mi' fcrUinats liuiy \
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HeL I hope, Sir, I have your good will to have niiac

©wn good fortune.

Par, You had my prayers to lead them on ; and to ki/'p

them on, have them ftUl. O, my knave, how does m'j

old lady ?

Clo. So that you had her wrinkles and I her mony, a

would ihc did as you fay.

Par, Why, I fay nothing.

Clo, Marry, you are the wifer man 5 for many a mar-'s

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

do nothings to know nothing, and to have nothing, is

be a great pait of your title, which is within a very litiic

of nothing.

Par, Away, thou'rt a knave.

Clo, You ihould have faid, Sir, before a knave ; tho-a

art a knave 5 and I am before thee that art a knave: this

had been truth. Sir.

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

Clo, Did you find me in your felf. Sir ? or were yon

taught to find me? the fearch. Sir, was profitable, and mucii

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

theencreafe of laughter.

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, asyour due, time claims, he does acknowledge.

But puts it off by a compellM reflraint

:

Whofe want, and whofe delay, are flrew'd with fweets

Which they diflii now in the curbed time.

To make the coming hour overflow with joy.

And pleafure drown the brim.
Hel, What'shis will clfe?

^

^

Par, That you will take your inflant leave o'ih' King,
And make this hafte as your ow n. good proceeding,

Strengthen'd with what apology you think
Alay make it probable need.

Hel, Vv'hatmore commands he ?

Par. That having this oBuin'd; you prcfcntly

Attend his further pivafarct

a lit
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tJel. In every thing I wait upon his will.

Par, I fhall report it fo. [^Exit Par*
Hel. I pray you— Come, Sirrah. {To the CUwn] Exe,
SCENE X. Ennr Laftu and Bertram.

Laf. But 1 hope your Lord/hip thiq.Vs not him a foldicr*
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 truej I took this la]fc for
a bunting.

Ber, 1 do affure you, my Lord, he is very great ia
knowledge, and accordingly valiant.

Laf, I have then finned againft his experience, and
tranlgrefsM againft his valour 5 and my ftate that way is
dangerous, fince I cannot yet find in my heart to repent s

here he comes
5 I pray you, make us fnends, I wUl purfut

the amity.

Enter Parolles.
Par, Thefe things fhall be done. Sir.

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

Lof. O, I know him well, I, Sir
5 he, Sir, '5 a goca

workman, a good taylor.

Ber, Is ihe gone to the King > [Afidi to Parollw-
Par. She is.

Ber, Will /he away to-night ?

Par, As you'll have her.
Ber, I have writ my letters, cafketed my treafure, giv-

en order for our horfes ; and to-night, when I ihouJd take
pofTclTion of the bride—and ere I do begin .

Laf, A good traveller is fomething at the latter end of
a dinner

j but one that lies three thirds, and ufes a known
truthtopafsa thoufand nothings with, fhouid be once
heard and thrice beaten—God fave you, captain!

Btr, Is there any unkindnels betv/een my Lord and you.
Monlieur? ' *

« ^f/* .^.^'^^^ not how I have deferved to run into my
Lord s difpleafure,

Laf. You have made ihllt to run intc t, boots and fpura
and all, like him vhat leapt into the cuftard ; j^nd out of ic
you iii. Q y^^.^
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you'll run again, rather than fufFer queftion for your ret

iidence.

Ber* It may be you have miftaken him, my Lord.

Ijaf» And fhall do fo for ever, tho* I took himat's pray-

ers. 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. Truft him not in matter ofheavy ccnfequcnce:

I have kept of them tame, and know their natures. Farc-

weljMonfieur, I have fpoken better of you than you have

or will deferve at my hand, but we mull do good againft

evil. \Exit^

Pay* An idle Lord, I fwear.

£er> I think fo.

Far. Why, do you not know him ?

Ser» Yes, I do know him well, and common fpeecl^

gives hin^ a v/orthy pafs. Here comes my clog.

SCENE XL Enter Helena.

Heh I have. Sir, as I was commanded from you,

Spoke with the King, and have procured his leave

For prefent parting
;

only he defires

Some private fpeech with you.

Ber. I fhall obey his will.

You muft not marvel, Hek?7, at my courfe.

Which holds not colour with the time, nor does

The miniftration and required oiSce

On my particular. Prepar"*d I was not

For fuch abufinefs j and am therefore found

So much unfettled : this drives me to intreat you.

That prefently you take your v.'ay for home.

And rather mufe than aik why, I intreat you j

For my refpeds are better than they feem,

And my appointments have in them a need

Greater than fhews itfeif at the firft view.

To you that know them net. This to my mother.

[Giving a letter.^

'Twill be two days ere I fhall fee you, fo

I leave you to your wifdom.
Heh Sir, I can nothing fay.

But that I am your mofi obedient fervanta

Bir% Come; cq^jic; eg vf that*
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Hel. And ever fhall

With true obfervance feek to eke out that

Wherein tow'rd me my homely liars have faiPd

To equal my great fortune.

Ber, Let that go:

My hafte is very great. Farevirell ; hie home.
Hel. Pray, Sir, your pardon.

Ber, Well, what would you fay?

Ilel, I am not worthy of the wealth I owe>
Nor dare I fay 'tis mine, and yet it is

5

But, like a tim*rous thief, moft fain would fteal

What law doth vouch mine own.
Ber, What would you have ?

Hel. Something, and fcarce fo much—nothing indeed<

I would not tell you what I would—'faith, yes-
Strangers and foes do funder, and not kifs.

Ber, I pray you, ftay not j but in hafte to horfe.

Hel, I fhall not break your bidding, good my Lord.

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

Gothputow'rd home j where 1 v/iil never come, [£^:.HeU
Whilft I can J^ke my fword, or hear the drum :

Away, and for our flight,

Ptfr. Bravely, Couragio I [Exeunt*

ACT III. SCENE L
FLORENCE.

Fhurijh, Enter the Duke of Florence, tiuo French Lotds^

*with foldiers,

Duke,O O that from point to point now have you heard

^3 The fundamental reafons of this war>

Whofe great decifion hath much blood let forth.

And more thirfts after.

I Lord. Holy feems the quarrel

Upon your Grace's part j but black and fearful

On the oppofer's.

Duke. Therefore we marvel much, cur coufin France

Would, in fo juft a bufinefs, fhut his bofom
Againft our borrowing prayers.

z Lord, Good my Lord.

The reafons of our ftate I cannot yield*

Q^Ji But
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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, fmce I have found

My felf in my incertain grounds to fail

A% often as I gueft.

Duke, Be it his pleafure.

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

That furfeit on their eafe, will day by day
Come here for phyfick.

Duke. Welcome fhall 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 fall

:

To-morrow to the field. [Exeunt*

SCENE II. Changes to Roufillon in France.

Enter Countefs and Clo^cvn,

Count, It hath happened all as I would have had it, fave

that he comes not along with her.

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

melancholy roan.

Count. By what obfervance, I pray you ?

Clo, Why, he will look upon his boot, and fing; mend
his ruff, and fing j a/k queftions, and fmg ; pick his teeth,

and fmg. 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.

Clo. I have no mind to Tfbel /ince I was at court. Our
old ling, and our /f^^/'so'th' country, are nothing like your

old ling, and your Ijbels o'th' court : the brain of my C«*

f)id*s knocked out, and I begin to love, as an old man loves

jDony, with no ftomach. [Exit*

Count. What have we here?

C^o, E'en that you have there.

Countefs reads a letter,

J have fentyou a daughter-in-laiv : fie hath reeovered

the King, and undone me. I bavenvedded her, noi bedded

h&r ; and jivorn to make the not eternal. Tou pall hear X

am run axvay | know it before the report cme» If there be

breadth
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hreadth enough in the *world, I will bold a long dijiancti

My duty ioyou.

Tour unfortunate fon,

Bertramp

This is not well, rafli and unbridled boy.

To fly the favours of fo good a King,

To pluck his indignation on thy head.

By the mifprifing of a maid, too virtuous

For the contempt of empire.

Enter Clown,

Clo. O Madam, yonder is heavy news within betweea

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 killM fo foon as 1 thought

he would.

Count, Why fliould he be kill'd ?

Clo. So fay I, Madam, if he run away, as I hear he
doesj the danger is in {landing to't 5 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 heard your

fon was run away.

SCENE III. Enter Helena and two Gentlemen*

1 Gen. Save you, good Madam.
Hel. Mailam, my Lord is gone, for ever gone.

2 Gen, Do not fay fo.

.
Cs'unt, 'Think upon patience, 'pray you : Gentlemen,

I*ve felt fo many qnirks of joy and grief,

That the firft face oi neither on the ftart

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

2 Gen, Madam, he's gone fo fervethe Dukeof Florence

We met him thitherward, from thence we came j

And after fome difpatch in hand at Court,

Thither we bend again.

Hel, Lock on this letter. Madam, here's my paflport.

JVben thou canji get the ringfrom my finger^ which never

Jhall come off^ andpew me a child begotten of thy body that

I am father to, then call me hufband : but in fuck a Then /
write a Never.

This is a dreadful fentence.

3
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Count. Brought you this tetter, Gentlemen ?

I Gent, Ay, Madam, and for the contents fakt, irc

ibrry for our pains.

Count, I pry'thee, Lady, have a better cheer.

If thou engrolTeth all the griefs aa thine,

Thou robb'ft me of a moiety : he was my fon,

But I do wafh his name out of my blood,

^nd thou art all my child. Towards Florence is he ?

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

;i Gene, Such is his noble purpofe ; and believ't

The Duke will lay upon him ail the honour
That good convenience claims.

pount. Return you thither ?

J Gen, Ay, Madam, with thefwifteft wingof fpeed.

Hel. *TiiI I have no ivffe, I have nothing in France.

[Reading*

'Tis bitter.

Count, Find you that there ?

flel. Yes, M^dam.
I Gen. 'Tis but the boldnefs of his hand happily which

his heart was not ccnfenting to.

Count. Nothing in France until he have no wife ?

There's nothing here that is too good for him
But only <he, and ihe deferves a Lord,

That twenty fuch rude boys might tend upon,

/^nd call her hourly miftrefs. Who was with him ?

I Gen, A fervant only, and a gentleman

"Which I have fometime known.
Count, ParoUes, was't not ?

J Gen, Ay, my good' Lady, he.

Count, A very tainted feiJow, and full of wickednefs

:

STjy fon corrupts a well-deriv*d nature with his induce-

ment.

I Gen, Indeed, good Lady, the fellow has a deal of that

too much, which ""hoves him not much to have.

Count. Y*are welcome, Gentlemen ; I will entreat you,

'^•hcn you fee my fon, to tell h'm that his fword can never

^jft the honour that he lom : more Til intrest you writ-

i&n to bea? along. ^

% Gen^
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ft Gen, We fcrve you. Madam, in that and all yoMr

worthieft affairs.

Count* Not fo, but as we change our courtefies.

Will you draw near ? [Exe, Count, and Gent»

S C E N E IV.

Hel '7/7/ / have no ivife, I ha've nothing in France.

Nothing in France until he has no wife !

Thou /halt have none, Roufillon, none in France^

Then haft thou all again. Poor Lord ! is*t I

That chafe thee from thy country, and expofe

Thofe tender limbs of thine to the event

Of the none-fparing war ? and is it I,

That drive thee from the fportive court, where thou

Waft /hot at with fair eyes, to be the mark
Of fmoaky mufquets ? O you leaden meffengers,

That ride upon the violent fpeed of fire.

Fly with falfe aim, pierce the ftill-riloving air

That fings with piercing, do not touch my Lord;
Whoever ftioots at him, I fet him there*

Whoever charges on his forward breaft,

I am the caitiff that do hold him to it,

And tho' I kill him not, I am the caufe

His death was fo effedted. Better 'twere

I met the rav'ning lion when he roared

With fharp conftraint of hunger : better 'twere

That all the miferies which nature owes
Were mine at once. No, come thou home, Rcujillon^

Whence honour but of danger wins a fear,

/s oft it lofes all. I vv^ill be gone:

My being here it is that holds thee hence.

Shall I ftay here to do*t ? no, no, although
The air of paradife did fan the houfe,

iVnd angels cfhc'd all j I will be gone.

That pitiful rumour may report my flight

To confolate thine ear. Come, night ; end, day !

For with the dark, poor thief, Til fteal away. [Exit*

SCENE. V. Florence.

FlourJb, Enter the Duke of Florence, Bertram, Brum
and Trumpets^ Soldiers, Parollcs.

The General of our horfe thou artj and we
Great
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Great in our hope, lay our bed love and credence

Upon thy promifing fortune.

Rer, Sir, it is

A charge too heavy for my ftrength 5 but yet

We'll ftrive to bear it for your worthy fake.

To th* extream edge of hazard.

Duke, Then go forth,

And fortune play upon thy profp'rous helm,
.

As thy aufpicious miftrefs

!

Ber. This very day,

•Great Marsy I put my felf into thy file

;

Make me but like my thoughts, and I fliall prove

A lover of thy drum 5 hater of love. [Exeunt*

SCENE VI. Roufillon/^ France.

Enter Countefs and Stetvard,

Count. Alas ! and would you take the letter of her ?

Jvlight you not know fhe would do asfhe has done,

iBy feiTding me a letter ? Read it again.

LETTER.
I am St, Jaques* Pilgrim, thither ^one

5

Ambitioui lovt hath Jo in me offended,

Vhat bare-foot -plod I the cold ground upon.

With fainted votv my faults to ha've amended.

Write, morite, that from the bloody course of ^at'.

My deareft majier, your dear jon, may hit
5

• Bleji him at home in peace, ivhilji J frcrn far
His name ivith xealous fer'vour fanBifie%

His taken labours bid him me forgive 5

/ his defpightful Juno fent him forth

From courtly friend , uoith camping foes to liije.

Where death and danger dog the heels tf luortb*

He is too good andfair fir death and me,

Ji^bom I my Jelf embrace, to Jet him free*

Ah, what fharp flings are in her mildeft words 1

Kynaldo, you ne'er lack'd advice fo much.
As letting her pafs fo ; had I fpoke with her,

I could have well diverted her intents,

"Which thu8 <h6 hath prevented!
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Stew. Pardon, Madam,
If I had giv'n you this at over-night

5he might have been o'er-ta en j and yctihe writes

Purfuit would be but vain.

Count, What angel fhall

Blefs this unworthy hufhand ? he cannot thrive,

Unlefs her prayers, which heav'n delights to hear

And loves to grant, reprieve him from the wrath

Of greateft Juftice. Write, oh, write, RynaJdo^

To this unworthy hufband of his wife :

Let every word weigh heavy of her worth.

That he does weigh too light : my greateft grief,

Tho' little does he feel it, fet down fharply.

Difpatch the moft convenient mefTenger
j

When haply he fliall hear that fhe is gone.

He will return, and hope I may that /he.

Hearing fo much, will fpeed her foot again.

Led hither by pure love. Which of them both

Isdeareft to me, I've no Ikillin fenfe

To mjike diftin£lion. Provide this mefTengcr:

My heart is heavy, and mine age is weak.

Grief would have tears, but forrow bids me fpeak.

[Exeunt*

SCENE. Vn. Florence.

A Tucket afar off. Enter an old PFid&w o/"Florence, Di-
ana, Violenta, and Mariana, other Citizens*

TVid. Nay, come. For if they do approach the city,

we fliall lofe all the fight.

Dia, They fay the French Count has done moft honou-

rable fervicc.

Wid. It is reported that he has ta*cn 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.

Mar* Come, Jet's return again, and fuffice our felves

with the report of it. Well, Diana, take heed of this

French Earl j the honour of a ipaid is her name, and no

lejacy is fo rich as honefty.

Wid.
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JVid. I have told my neighbour how you have beep fol-

licited by a gentleman his companion.

Mar, I know that jcnave, hang him, one Parolles^ a

filthy officer he is in thofe fuggeftions for the young Earl j

beware of them, Diana 5 their promifes, enticements,

oaths, tokens, and all thefe engines of luft are but the

things they go under
;
many a maid hath beenfeduced by

them, and the mifery is, example, that fo terrible fliews

in the wreck of maiden-hood, cannot for all thatdiffuade

luccefiion, 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 found, but the modefly

which is fo loft.

Via. You fhall not need to fear mct
Enter Helena difguijed like a Pilgrim*

Wid, I hope fo. Look, here comes a Pilgrim ; I know
Ihe will lye at my houfe ; thither they fend one another

;

I'll queftion her : Godfave you. Pilgrim ! whither are you
bound ?

Heh To Sir Jaquez le Grand* Where do the palmers

lodge, I do befeech you ?

Wid, At the St. Francii herebefide the port.

HeL Is this the way > [A march afar off.

Wid, Ay marry is*t. Hark you, they comethis way-

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

come by,

I will condaft you where you fhall be lodg'd

:

The rather, for I think 1 know your hoftefs

As ample as my felf.

Hel. Is it your felf ?

Wid, If you fhall pleafe fo. Pilgrim.

Hel. I thank you, and will flay upon yourleifure.

Wid. You came, I think, from France f

Bel. True, I did fo.

Wid, Here you fhall fee a country-man of yours,

That has done worthy fervice.

Hel, His name, I pray you ?

Dian, The Count Rotijillon : know you fuch a one ?
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Hel, But by the ear that hears moft nobly of him
j

His face I know not.

Dia. Wba'aoe*er he is^

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

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

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

Dia, There is a gentleman that ferves the Count

Reports but courfely of her.

Hel. What's his name ?

Dia. Monfieur Parolles*

HcL Oh, I believe with him.

In argument of praife, or to the worth

Of the great Count himfelf, Hie is too mean
To have her name repeated ; all her deferving

Is a referved honefly, and that

I have not heard examined.

Dia. Ah poor lady !

'Tis a hard bondage to become the wife

Of a detefting lord.

Wid, Ah! right; good creature! wherefoe'er Ae is.

Her heart weighs fa^ly ; this young maid might do her'

A ihrewd turn, if fhe pieas'd.

Hd. How do you mean ?

May be, the am'rous Count follicites her

In the unlawful purpofe.

Wid. He does indeed,

And brokes with all that can in fuch a fuit

Corrupt the tender honour of a maid :

But ilie is arm'd for him, and keeps her guard

In honefteft defence.

SCENE VIII. Drum and Colours.

Enter Bertram, Parolles, Officers and Soldiers attending*

Mar, The Gods forbid elfe

!

JVtd. So now they come

:

That is Antonio, the Duke's eldeft fon j

That Efcalus,

HeL Which is the Frenchman f
Dia, He

5

fhat with the plume 3 'tis a moft gallant fellow.
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1 would he lov*d his wife: if he were honefter.

He were much goodlier. But is it not

A handfome gentleman ?
'

HeL I like him well,

Dia, 'Tis pity he's not honeft : yond's that fame knave
That leads him to thefe paces 5 were I his lady,

I'd poifon that vile rafcal.

HeU Which is he ?

Dia* That jack-an-apes with fcarfs. Why is he me-
lancholy ?

Hel, Perchance he's hurt i'th' battel.

Par, Lofe our drum ?

Mar» He's ihrewdly vex'd at foniething. Look he has

fpied us.

fVid, Marry, hang you ! [Exeunt Ber. Par.

Mar, And your courtefie, for a ring-carrier I

JVid> The troop is pafl, : come, Pilgrim, I will bring you

Where you ihall hoft : of injoyn'd penitents

There's four or five, to great St. Jaquei bound.

Already at my houfe.

Hel. I humbly thank you :

Pieafe it this matron, and this gentle maid

To eat with us to-night, the charge and thanking

Shall be for me j and to requite you further,

I will beftow fome precepts on this virgin

Worthy the note.

Both, We'll take your offer kindly. [Exeunt*

SCENE IX.
Enter Bertram and the two French Lords,

1 Lord, Nay, good my Lord, put him to*t : let hinx

have his way.

a Lord, If your Lord/hip find him not a hilding, hold

znc no more in your refpedt,

I Lord, On my life, my Lord, a bubble.

: Ber, Do you think I am fo far deceiv'd in him ?

I Lord. Believe it, my Lord, in mine own direfl know-
ledge, without any maJice, but to fpeak of him as my
kinfman j he's a moll notable coward; an infinite andend-
lefs liar, aa h ourly piomile-breaker, the owner of no one

govd cuaiity woxiby your Lur<ilhip's entertainment.

a Lord,
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2 Lord. It were fit you knew him, left repoling too far

In his virtue, which he h^thnot, he might at feme great

and trufty bufinefs in a main danger fail you.

Ber.l would I knew in what particular adlion to try hirrf.

2 Lord. None better than to let him fetch ofi'hisdrum,

which you hear him fo confidently undertake to do.

1 Lord. I with a troop of Florentines^ will fiiddenly

furprize him ; fuch I will have whom I am fure he kncws
not from the enemy : we will bind and hood-v/ink him
fo that he fhall fuppofe no other but that he is carried into

the leaguer of the adverfaries, when we bring him to cur

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 d.-'livcr

ail th'- intelligence in his power againft you, and that with
the divine forfeit of his his foul upon oath, never truft my
judgement in any thing.

2 Lord. O, for the love of laughter, let him fetch

his drum j he fays he has a ftrat^gem f r't ; when your

Lordfliip Jecs the bottom of his fuctcfs in'c, and to what
metal this counterfeit lamp of o.ir will be melted, if yoxx

give him not Tom Drurns entertainment, * your inclinmg

cannot be removed. Here he comes.

S C E N E ^X. Erter Parollcs.

1 Lord, O, for the love of laughter, hinder not the hu-
finour of his defign, let him fetch oft his dium in any hand.

Bir. How now, Monfieur ? this drum ilicks forcly in

your difpofition.

Z 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 !

^
there was excellent command ! to charge in with our hcrfs

upon our own wings, nnd to rend our own foldiers.

2 Lord. That wis not to be beamed in the command cf
the fervice j it was a difa'fter of war that Cafar himfelf

could not have prevented, ifhe had been there to command.

HolingJhed\x\\i\t defcriptK'ti rf he'and mentions a Lord Mayor
Dublin lb hoipitable thst his Po t'rdurlc n^t give the tttcareic

man that reforted to his houfe Tofn Drum'i e»t<.rt.-ti:mient ; r^bich

is.<^^yt he, T9 haU a m^.n m bj thihe^,d arti u^rnjihim out by. the

R £en

I
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5^r. Well, we cannot greatly condemn our fuccefs: fome

difhoncur we had in the lofs of that drum^ but it is not to

be recovered.

Par, It might have been recovered

.

Ber, It might, but it is not now.

Par, It is to be recovered j but that the merit of fer-

vice is feldom attributed to the true and exaft performer, I

would have that drum or another, or hic jacet,

£er. V/hy, if you have a ftomach to't, Monfieur ; if

you think your myftery in ftratagem can bring this inftru-

ment of honour again mto his native quarter, be magnani-

mous in the enterprize and go on ; 1 will grace the at-

tempt for a worthy exploit : if you fpeed well in it, the

Duke fhall both fpeak of it, and extend to you what fur-

ther becomes his greatncfs, even to the utmcft fyllable of

'^your worthinefs.

Par. By the hand of a foldier, I will undertake it.

Per, But you mufl: not new flamber in it.

Par. rll about it this evening, and I will prefentJy pen

down my dilemma's, encourage myfelfin my certainty,

put myfelf into my mortal preparation ;
and by midnight

look to hear further from me.

Per. May I be bold to acquaint his Grace you are gone

about it ?

Par. I know not what the fuccefs will be, my Lcrd,

but the attempt I vow.

Per. I know th'art valiant, and to the poflibility of thy

foldieifhip, will fubfcribe for theej farewell.
'

Par* 1 love not many words. [Exit,

S C E N E XI.

1 Lord. No more than a filh loves v/ater. Is not this a

f^range fellow, my Lord, that fo confidently feems to un-
'

dertake this bufmefs, which he knows is not to be done j
j

damns himfelf to do it, and dares belter be damnM than
j

do't ? ^
1

2 Lord, You do not know him, my Lord, as we do
;

certain it is, that he will fteal himfelf into a man's fa-
^

vour, and for a week efcape a great deal of difcoveries j but ,

when you find him out, you have him ever after.

^eu Why, do ygu think iie will make no deed at, all
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of this that fo ferioufly he does addrefs himfelf unto ?

2 Lord, None in the world, but return with an inven-

tion, and clap upon you tv/oor three probable lies 5 but we
h^ve almolt imboft him, you fliall fee his fall to-night

j

for indeed he is not for your Lord/Iiip's refpedl.

1 Lord» We'll make you fome fport with the fox erewe
uncafe him. He was firfl: fmoakM by the old Lord Lafeu^

when his difguife and he are parted, tell me what a fprat

you fhall find him j which you fhall fee this very night.

2 Lord, I muft go and look my twigs 5 he fhall be caught*

Ber. Your brother he fliall go along with me.
2 Lord, As't plea fe your Lordfliip, Til leave you. [Exit»

Ber, Now I will lead you to the houfe^ and fhew you
The lafs I fpoke of.

I Lord. But you fay flie's honeft.

Ber, That's all the fault : I fpoke with her bat Oftce,

And found her wondrous cold ; but I fent to her.

By this fame coxcomb that we have i'th' wind.

Tokens and letters j which flie did refend
;

And this is all I've done : flie*s a fair creature.

Will you go fee her ?

I Lord, With all my heart, my Lord. [Exeunt^

SCENE XIL Enter Helena and Widow.
He/, If you mifdoubt me that I am not flie,

I know not how I fliall affure you further.

But I fliall lofe the grounds J work upon.

PFid, Tho* my eftate be fallen, I was well born.

Nothing acquainted with thefe bufineffes.

And would not put my reputation now
In any ftaining ad:.

He/. Nor would I wifli you.

Firft give me truft, the Count he is my hun}and.

And what to your fworn counfel I have fpoken.

Is fo from word to word ; and then you cannot.

By the good aid that I of you fliall borrow.

Err in beftowing it.

IVid. I fliould believe you.

For you have fliew'd me that which well approves

Y'are great in fortune.

He/, Take this purfe of gold.

R 2 Ani
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And let me buy your friendly help thus far,

"Which I will over-p3y, and pay again

When I have found it. The Count wooes your daughtTr>
Lays down his wanton fiege before her beauty,

Refolves to carry her 5 let her confent>

-As we*)l dired her how 'tis befl: to bear it»

Now his importunate blood will nought deny
That /he'll demand : a ring the Count does wear
That downward h;is fucceeded in his houfe

From fon to Ion, fome four or five defcents,

Since the firft father wore it. This ring he holds
In moft rich choice : yet in his idle fire.

To buy his will, it would not feem too dear,

Howe'er repented after.

iVid. Now do I fee the bottom of your purpofe.

Hfl. You fee it lawful then. It is no more.

But thar your daughter, ere fhe fetms as won,
Defires this ring 3

appoints him an encounter j

In fine, delivers me to fill the time,

Her felf raoft chaftly abfent : after this.

To marry her, I'll add three thou fand crowns

To what is paft already.

JVid. I have yeilded :

Jnftru£l: my daughter how fhe Hiall perfever.

That time and place, with this deceit fo lawful,

Jvlay prove coherent. Every night he comes
With mufick of all forts, and fongs composM
To her unworthinefs : it nothing fteads us

To chide him from our eaves, for he perfifts.

As if his life lay on't.

HeL Why then to-night

Let us afTay our plot, which if it fpeed
5

Is w'cked meaning in a lawful deed
;

Unlawful meaning in a lawful a6t.

Where both not fin, and yet a finful fa^.

^ut let's about it. [Exeunt.

ACT
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ACT IV. SCENE I.

Continues in Florence.

Xnter one of the French Lords, 'witbf'ue or fix Soldierg

in ambuJJy,

Lord*TT E can come no other way but by this hedge-

XTjL corner 5 when you faliy upon him, fpeak what
terrible language you will

j
though you underftand it not

your felves, no matter j for we muft not feem to under-

hand him, unlefs fome one amongft us^ whom we mull
produce for an interpreter.

SoL Good captain, let me be th* interpreter*

Lord. Art not acquainted with him ? knows he npt thy

yolcc ?

SoL No, Sir, I warrant you.

Lord. But what linlie-woolfie haft thou to fpeak to us

again ?

SoL Ev'n fuch as you fpeak to me.
Lord. He muft think us fome band of ftrangers Tth*

adverfaries entertainment. Now he hath a fmack of all

neighbouring languages ; therefore we muft every one bs a

man of his own fancy, not to know what we fpest one to

another : fo we feem to know is to fhew ftraight our pur-

pofe : cough's language, gabble enough, and good e-

ncugh. As for ycu, interpreter, you muft feem very

politick. But couch, hoa ! here he comes, to beguile

two hours in a fleep, and then to return and fwear the

lies he forges.

Enter Parolles.

Par, Ten a clock ; within thefe three hcnrs 'twill be

time enough to go home. What ftiall I fay 1 have done ?

it muft be a very plaufive invention that carries it. They
begin to fmoak me, anddifgraces have of late kncck'd too

often at my door 5 I find m^y tongue is too fool-hardy, but

my heait h> th the fear of Mars before it and of his crea-

tures, not daring the reports ofmy tongue.

Lord. This is the firft truth that e'tr thine own tongue
was guilty of. [A/ia'e,

Par. What the devil fhould move me to undertake the

recovery of this drum, being not ignorant of the impoiiib -

H 3 iuy
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lity, and knowing I had no fuch purpofe ? I muft give

myfeif Tonne hurts, and fay I got them in exploit
;
yet

flight ones will not carry it. They will fay, came you oif

with (o little? and great ones I dare not give; wherefore

what's the inftance ? tongue, I muft put you into a but-

ter-woman's mouth, and buy my feif another of £ajaxiet''s

mute, if you prattle me into thefe perils.

Lord. Is it poiTible he fhould know what he is, and be

that he is? [Ajide.

Par. I would the cutting of my garments would ferve

the turn, or the breaking of my Spanifh Sword.

Lord. We cannot afford you fo. [Afide*

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 ftript.

Lord. Hardly ferve. [Ajide*

Par. Though I fwore I leapM from the window of the
cittadel

Lord. How deep ? [AJide,
^Par, Thirty fathom.
Lord» Three great oaths would fcarce make that be be*

lieved. [Afide.

Par. I would I had any drum of the enemies, 1 would
fwear I recover'd it.

Lord, You fhall hear one anon. [Afide*
Par. A drum new of the enemies. [Alarum withiHt

Lord. Tbrcco mo'voufu%, cargo, cargo, cargo.

Jill. CargOj ^^fgo, njilliando par corbo, cargo.

Par. Oh ! ranfom, ranfom ; do not hide mine eyes.

[Tbey fuTLehimy and blindfold bim*

Jtiter, Bajkos tbromaldo bejkos.

Par. I know you are the Muskos regiment.

And I fhall lofe my life for want of language.

If there be hetc German or Dans, low Dutch,

Italian or French, let him fpeak to me,
I'll difcover that which /hall undo the Florentine.

Inter. Bcffzcs 'uau-vado, I underftand thee, and can fpeak

thy tongue, Kerelybonto, Sir, bttake thee to thy faith,

fpr fcventcen poaiai'ds are at thy bofom.
Far,
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Par. Oh !

Inter, Oh, pray, pray, pray.

Mancha ravarcba dulche.

Lord, Ofceoribi dulcos voli'vorco.

Inter, The General is content to fpare thee yet.

And hood-winkt as thou art, will lead thee on

To garher from thee» Haply thou may'ft inform

Something to fave thy hfe.

Par. O let me live,

And all the fecrets of our camp I'll fhew ;

Their force, their purpofes : nay, I'll fpeak that

Which you will wonder at.

Inter, But wilt thou faithfully ?

Par, If I do not, damn me.

hter. Accordo linta.

Come on, thou art granted fpace. \Ex\t*

[A Jhort aUrum luitbin*

Lord, Go, tell the Count Roujillon and my brother,

We*ve caught the woodcock, and will keep him muffled

''Till we do hear from them.

Sol' Captain, I will.

Lord. He will betray us all unto cur felves.

Inform *em that.

Sol. So I will. Sir.

Lord, 'Till then Til keep him dark and fafely lockt.

[^Exeunt,

S C E N E II. Enter Bertram and Diana.

Ber, They told me that your name was Fontibelh

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 fhall be fuch a one

As you are now, for you are cold and ftern ;

And now you ihould be as your mother was
When your fweet felfwasgot.

Bia, She then was honeft.

Bcr^ So jhouid you be.
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Dia. No.

My mother did but duty ;
fuch, my Lord,

As you owe to your wife.

Ber. No more o' that

!

I pr'ythee do not ftrive againfi: my vows

:

J was compeird to her, but I love thee

By love*s own fweet conftraint, and will for ever

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 our barenefs.

Ber, How have I fworn !

Dia, Tis not the many oaths that make the truth.

But th'e plain fingle vow that is vov/M true j

What is not holy that we fwear not by.

But take the High'ft to witnefs: then pray tell me.
If 1 fJiould fwear by yo-t^^'s great attributes

I lov*d you dearly, would you believe my oaths,

"When I did love you ill ? this has no holding

To fwear by him v;hom I proteft to love,

That I will work againft him. Therefore your oath

Are words and poor conditions but unfealM,

At leaft in my opinion.

Ber, Change it, change it

:

Be not fo holy cruel. Love is holy.

And my integrity ne*erknew the crafts

That you do charge men with : ftand no more off.

But give thy feif unto my lick defires,

"Which then recover. Say thou art mine, and ever

My love, as it begins, /hall fo perfever.

Dia, I fee that men make hopes in luch affairs

That we'll forfake our felves. Give me that ring.

Ber, V\\ 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 houfc.

Bequeathed down from many anceftors.

Which were thegreateft obliquy i' th' world
In me to lofe,

X D
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t>ia* Mine honour's fuch a ring ;

My chaftity's the jewel ofour houfe.

Bequeathed down from many anceftors.

Which were the greateft obloquy i'th' world

In me to lofer Thus your ov/n proper wifdom
Brings in the champion honour on my part,

Againft your vain aiTault.

Ber. Here, take my ring.

My houfe, my honour, yea, my life be thine.

And Til be bid by thee.

Did. When midnight comes, knock at my chamber-
1*11 order take, my mother fhall not hear. [window j

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 realons are moft ftrong, and you fhail know thent

When back again this ring fhall be deliver'd
j

And on your finger, in the night, I'll put

Another ring, that, what in time proceeds,

May token to the future our paft deeds.

Adieu 'till then, then fail not: you have won
A wife of me, tho' there may hope be done.

Ber, A heav*n on earth I've won by wooing thee. [Extf^

Dia* For which live long to thank both heav'n and me

!

You may fo in the end.

My Mother told me juft how he would woo.

As if flie fat in's heart} fhe fays, all men
Have the like oaths : he had fworn to marry me
When his wife's dead: therefore Til lye with him
When I am buried. Since men are fo braid.

Marry that will, I'll live and die a maid j

Only in this difguife, I think't no fm
To cozen him that would unjuftly wint [Exit,

SCENE III.

Enter the two French Lords, and tivo or three Soldiers,

1 Lord. You have not given him his mother's letter ?

2 Lord. I have deliver'd it an hour fmcej there is fome-
thing in't that ftings his nature, for on the reading it hq
chang'd almofl into another man.

J LQrd%



202 All's well that Ends well.

1 Lord, He has mach worthy blame laid upon him for

fliaking off fo good a wife and fo fweet a lady.

2 Lord, Efpecially he hath incurred the ever] a fling dif-

pkafure of the King, who had even tun'd his bounty to

iing happinefs to him. I will tell you a thing, but you
ihall let it dwell darkly 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

Fisrence, of a mofl: chafl: renown, and this night he flefhes

his will in the fpoil of her honour j he hath given her his

monumental ring, and thinks himfelfmade in the unchaft

compolition.

1 Lord, Now God allay our rebellion ! as we are our

fclves, what things are we !

2 Lord, Meerly our own traitors; and as in the com-
mon courfe of all treafons, we ftill fee them reveal them-
felves, ere they attain to their abhorr'd ends ; fo he that in

this a<flion contrives ag^inft his own nobility, in his proper

ilream o'er- flows himfelf.

1 Lord, Is it not moft damnable in us to be the trum-
pete' s of our unlawful intents? we ihall not then have his

company to-night ?

2 Lord, Not till after midnight; for he is dieted to hi$

hour.

1 Lord. That approaches apace : I would gladly have
him fee his companion anatomized, that he might take a

meafure of his own judgment, wherein fo curioully he had
fet tliis counterfeit.

2 Lord, We will not meddle with him 'till he come ; for

his prefence muft be the whip of the other.

1 Lcrd.ln the meantime, what hear you of thefewars i

2 Lord, I hear there is an overture of peace.

1 Lord, 1^ay, I aiTure you, a peace concluded.

2 Lord. What will Count Roufillon do then ? will he
travel higher, or return again into France ?

1 Lord. \ perceive by this demand, you are not altoge-

ther of his council.

2 Lord. Let it be forbid, Sir! fo fliould I be a great deal

•f his adt.

I^Lori,
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1 Lord. Sir, his wife fome two months fince fled from

his houfe, her pretence is a pilgrimage to St. Jaqua le

grand j which holy undertaking,with a moft auftere fanfti-

mony, fhe accomplifh'd j and there refiding, the tendernefs

of her nature became as a prey to her grief j in fine, made
a groan of her laft breath, and now /he fings in heaven.

2 Lcrd, How is this juftified ?

1 Lord, The ftronger part of it by her own Ietters,which

makes her ftory true, even to the point of hfr death } her

death it feif (which couid not be her office to fay is come)
was faithfully confirmM by the Redlcr of the place.

2 Lord, Hath the Count all this intelligence ?

1 luord. Ay, and the particular confirmations, frcra

point to point, to the full arming of the verity.

2 Lcrd, I am heartily forry that he'll be glad of this.

1 Lcrd. How mightily fometimes we make us comforts

ef our lofies

!

2 Lord, And how mightily fome ether times we drcwn
our gain in tears \ the great dignity that his valour hath

here acquired for him^fhall at hom'e be encounter'd with a

ihame as ample.

3 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 5 f>nd our crimes would defpair if they

were not cherifli'd by our virtues.

Enter a Servant*

How now ? where's your mafter ?

Scr, He met the Duke in the ftreet, Sir, of whom he
hath taken a folemn leave: his Lordfhip v/ill next morn-
ing for France, The Duke hath ofFcij^d him letters of

commendation to the King.

2 Lord, They fiiall be no more than needful there, if

there were more than they can commend.
SCENE IV. Enter Bertram.

I Lord, They cannot be too fvveet for the King's tart^

nefs : here's his Lordihip now. How now, iwy Lord, is't

not after midnight ?

Bcr, I have to-night difpatch'd fixteen bufinefies, a

month's length a-piece, by an abftra£lof fuccefs j I have

congied with the Duke, done my adieu with his neareft 5

buried
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buried a wife, mourn'd for her ; writ to my Lady mother^
I am returning ; entertained my convoy ; and between
thefe main parcels of difpatch, efFefted 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 thit

morning your departure hence> it requires hafte of your
Lordfliip.

Ber. I mean the bufinefs is not ended, as fearing to hear

of it hereafter. But fhall we have this dialogue between

the fool and the foldier ? come, bring forth this counterfeit

medal
J

h'as deceived me, like a double-meaning prophe-

fier.

2 Lord. Bring him forth ; h'as fate in the (locks all

night, poor gallant knave,

Ber. No matter, his heels have defervM it in ufurping

his fpurs fo long. How does he carry himfelf ?

1 Lord. I have told your Lord/liip already: the (locks

carry him. But to anfwer you as you would be underftood,

he weeps like a wench that had (hed her milk 5 he hath

confeft himfelf to Morgan, whom hefuppofes to be a Friar,

from the time of his remembrance to this very inftant di-

iafter of his fetting i*th* (locks j and what think you he
hath confeft ?

Ber. Nothing of me, has he ?

2 Lord. Hisconfeffion is taken, and it (liall be read ta

his face ; ifyour Lordfhip be in't, as I believe you are, you

muft have the patience to hear it.

SCENE V. Enter Parolles ivith his Interpreter,

Ber. A plague upon him, muffled ! he can fay nothing

cf me.
I Lord. HuOi ! Hocdman comes Portotartaroffa*

Inter. He calls for the tortures 5 what will you fay with-

out *em ?

Par. I will confefswhati know without conftraint 5 if

yepinch me likea pafty, I can fay no more.

Jnur, Bojko Ckimurcho.

J Lord. Biblibindo cbicurtnurcho*

Inter. You are a merciful General : our General bids

you anfwer to what I fhill afk you out of a note.

Par, And truly, as I hope to live*
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Inter, Firft demand of him, how many horfe the Duke

Is ftrong. What fay you to that ?

Par. Five or fix thoufand, but very v^^eak and unfer-

Ticeable ; the troops are all fcatter'd, and the commandersf
very poor rogues, upon my reputation and credit, and as I

liope to live.

Inter, Shall I fet down yoi^r anfwer fo ?

Par. Do, ril take the facrament on't, how andwhich
way you will: all's one to me.

£er. What a paH-iaving Have is this?

1 Lord. Y'are deceiv'd, my Lord, this is Monfieur Pa-
rollesy the gallant militareft, 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 trufl: a man again for keeping his

fword clean, nor believe he can have any thing in him
by wearing his apparel neatly.

Inter. Well, that's fet down.
Par. Five or fix thoufand horfe I faid, I will fay true,

cr thereabouts fet down, for Til fpeak truth.

1 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.

Inter. Well, that's fet down.

Par. I humbly thank you. Sir 3 a truth's a truth, the

rogues are marvellous poor.

Inter. Demand of him of what ftrength they are a -foot.

What fay you to that ?

Par. By my troth, Sir, if I were to live but this prefent

hour, I will tell true. Let me fee
;
Spuria a hundred and

fifty, Sebaftian fo many, Corambui fo m^ny,yaques foma-
By J

Guihian, Ccfmo, Lodoivick and Gratii, two hundred

and fifty each 5 mine own company, ChitopLer, Vaumond^
Benttiy two hundred and fifty each j fo that the mufter file,

jfotten and found, upon my life amounts not to fifteen thou-

fand poll, half of the which dare not fhake the fnow from

cfj' their cafibcks, left they fhake themfeives to pieces.

Ber. What fliall be done to him ?

I Lord. Nothing, but let him have thanksi Demand
Vol. III. S of
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of him my conditions, and what credit I have' with tiic

Duke.
Inter* Well, that's fet down. You fhall demand o?

him, \x^hether one captain Dumain be i*th' camp, a French-

man^ what his reputation is with the Duke, what his va-
lour, honefty, and expertnefs in war; cr whether he thinis
it were not poflible with well-weighing fums of goldtoccw-

Tupt him to a revolt. What fay you to this ? what doywi
know of it ?

Par, I befeech you, let me anfwer to.the particnlardF

the Interrogatories. Demand them fingly.

IrJer. Do you know this captain Dumain ?
Par, I know him ; he was a botcher's prentice in Parjs^

from whence he was whipt for getting the fheriff's fool

with chi!d, a dumh innocent, that cculd not fay him nay,

Ber, Nay, by your leave, hold your hands ; tho' I know
his brains are forfeit to the next tile that falls.

Inter, Well, is this captain in the Duke of Flortnct i

camp ?

Par, Upon ntfy knowledge Ke is, and lowfie.

I Lord, Nay, look not fo upon me \ we lhall hear of
your Lordfliip anon.

Inter, What is his reputation with the Duke ?

Par, The Duke knows him for no other but a poor of-

ficer 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-

Inter, Marry, we'll fearch.

Par. In good fadnefs I do not know ; either it is there,

or it is upon a file with the Duke's other letters in my
tent.

Interi Here *tis, herc*s a paper, fhall I read it to you ?

Par. J do no\ know if it be it or no*

Ber. Our interpreter does it well.

J Lord, Excellently.

Inter. Dian, the Count'' s a fed,, a^id full of gold.

Par, That is not the Duke's letter. Sir
J
that is an ad^ '

vertifement to a proper maid in Florence, one Diana, to take'

heed of the allurement of one Count RoufilUn, a foolii^

idle boy, but for ail that very ruttiih, I pray you. Sir, put

it up agaia.
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inter. Nay. I'll read it firft, by your favour.

Par, My meaning in't, I proteft, was very honeftln the

t>eiiajlf of the maid j for I knew the young Count to be a

dangerous and lafcivious boy, who is a whale to virginity,

ajid devours up all the fry it finds.

^er. Damnable ! both fides rogue.

Interpreter reads the letter.

When be fzoears oaths, hid him drop gold, and take it.

After be fcores, he never pays the fcore :

Half ivon is match ivell made, match ivell and make it

:

He ne^er pays after-debts, take it hefore»

Andfay a foldier (Dian) told thee this :

Men are to mell -with, boys are hut to kifs.

Tor count on this, the Count"* s afool, I knoiv it,

W^bo pays before^ but not 'when he does ouoe it. i

Thine, as he vow'd to thee in thine ear,

Parolles.
Ber, He fhall be whipt through the army with this

rhime in his forehead.

z Lord, This is your devoted friend, Sir, the manifold

linguift and the armi-potent foldier.

Ber, I could endure any thing before but a cat, and nov/

iie's a cat to me.

,
Inter. I perceive, Sir, by the General's looks, we fliali

I>e 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 repent out

the remainder of nature. Let me live, Sir, in a dungeon,

i*th' ftocks, any where, fo I may live.

I

Inter, We'll fee what may be done, fo you confefsfree-

]

Ij J therefore once more to this captain Dumain : you have
dnfWer'd to his reputation with the Duke, and to his valour,

^^at is his honefty ?

Par, He will fteal, Sir, ap egg out of a cloiller : for

scapes and ravifhments he parallels Nejjus, He profeffes not
keeping of oaths ; in breaking them he is ftronger than
Hercules, He will lie, Sir, with fuch volubility, that you
would think truth were a fool : drunkennefs is his beft vir-

tue, for he will be fwine-drunk, and in his fleep he does

jlttle fcarm, favc to his bed-cloaths about him j but they'

i S z knoNT
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know his conditions, and lay him in ftraw. I have Iwt

little more to fay, Sir, of his honefty, he has every thing

that ?n honeft man fhould not have j what anhoneft man
,ihould have, he has nothing.

I Lord. I begin to love him for this.

Ber, For this defcription of thine honefty ? a pox upon

him for me, he is more and more a cat.

Inter. What fay you to his expertnefs in war ?

Par, 'Faith, Sir, h'as led the drum before the Englijh

tragedians : to belie hiip I will not, and ;nore of his fol-

dierfhip I know not, except in that country, he had the

honour to be the officer at a place there callM Mile-end, to

inftrudt for the doubling of files. I would do the man what
honour I can, but of this I am not certain.

1 Lord* He hath out-villain'd villainy fo far that ths

Tarity redeems him. I

Ber, A pox on him, he's a cat ftill.

Inter, His qualities being at this poor price, I neednot

to alk you, if gold will corrupt him to revolt.

Par, Sir, for a ^art-d^ecu he will fell the fee-fimple

of his faIva:ion, the inheritance of it, and cut th' intail

from all remainders, and a perpetual fucceffion in it per-

petually.

Inter, What's his brother, the other captain Dumain f
2 Lord, Why do's he afk him of me?
Inter, What's he ?

Par. E'en a crow o'th' fame neft 5 not altogether f<j

great as the firft in goodnefs, but greater a great deal in eviU
|

He excels his brother for a coward, yet his brother is re-

puted one of the beft that is. In a retreat he out-runt

any lackey
5
marry, in coming on he has the cramp.

Inter, If your life be faved, will you undertake to be-

tray the Florentine ?
Par, Ay, and the captain of his horfe, CmntRoUjfillon»

Inter. I'llwhifper with the General and know his plea-

fure.

Par, rll no more drumming, a plague of all drums!
only to feem to deferve well, and to beguile the fuppo-

iition of that lafcivious young boy the Count, have I run i

m9
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Into danger; yet who would have fufpeded an ambu/h
where I was taken? [AJide.

Inter, There is no remedy, Sir, but you muft die ; the

General fays, you that have fo traiteroully difcovered the

fecretS of your army, and made fuch peftiferous reports of

men very nobly held, can ferve the world for no honeft

life; therefore you muH die. Come, headfman^ off with

liis head.

Par, O lord, Sir, let me live, or let me fee my death.

Inter* That fhall you, and take your leave of all your

friends : [Unbinding him*

So look about you ; know you any here ?

Ber. Good morrow, noble captain.

2 Lord. God blefs you, captain ParoUes,

I Lord, Godfaveyou, noble captain.

a Lord, Captain, what greeting will you to my Lord

Z*afeu f I am for France,

1 Lord, Good captain, will you give me a copy of that

fame fonnet you writ to Diana in behalf of the Count
Roufilhn ? If I were not a very coward, I'd compel it of

you ; but fare you well. [Exeunt,

Inter, You are undone, captain, all but your fcarf j that

lias a knot on*t yet.

Par* Who cannot be cru/liM with a plot ?

Inter » If you could find out a country where but women
were that had received fo much fhame, you might begin an
impudent nation. Fare you well> Sir, I am for France
too, we fhall fpeak of you there. [Exit^

, SCENE VI.
Par, Yet I am thankful : if my heart were great,

*Twould burft at this. Captain Til be no more.
But I will eat and drink, and lleep as foft

As captain fhall. Simply the thing I am
Shall make me live: who knows himfelf a braggart.
Let him fear this ; for it will come to pafs.

That every braggart fhall be found an afs,

Kuft, fword ! cool, bhiHies! and, ParoUes, live

Safeft in fhame ! being fool'd by fool'ry thrive ;

There's place and means for every man alive.

rU^fter them. \Ex>-t,

53 S CEN £
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SCENE VII. The Wido'w's houfe at Florence
Enter Helena, Widoiv and Diana.

i/(?/.That you may well perceive I have notwrong'dyolt.

One of the greateft in the chriftian world

Shall be my furety 5 'forewhofe throne *tis needful.

Ere I can perfetl mine intents, to kneeh
7'ime was I did him a defircd Office,

Dear almoft as his life ; for wh ch, gratitude

Through flinty Tartars bofom would peep forth^

And anfwer thanks. I duly am informed.

His Grace is at Marfeilles^ to which place

We have convenient convoy 5
you muft knovr

I am fuppcfLd dead ; the army breaking,

My hufband 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 truft

Your bufinefs was , more welcome.
Hel. Nor you, miftrefs.

Ever a friend, whofe thoughts more truly labout:

To recompence your love : doubt not but heav'n
Hath brought me up to be your daughter's dowre.
As it hath fated her to be my motive

And helper to a hufband. But, O ftrange men !

That can fuch fweet ufc make of what they hate.

When fancy trufting in the cozcn'd thoughts

Defiles the pitchy night ; fo luft doth play

With what it loaths for that which is away.
But more of this hereafter. You, Diana^

Under my poor inftrudlions yet mufb fuffex

Something in my behalF.

Dia. Let death and hcnefty

Go with your impofitions, 1 am yours

Upon your will to fuffer.

Hel. Yet I pray you.

Bear with the word ; the time will bring on fummer.
When briars lhall have leaves as well as thorns,

And be as fweet as iharp^ : we muft away,
Our waggon is ^repai'd, and time reviles usj
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JttTz noell that Ends well, ftill the fine's the crown ;

What-e'er the courfe, the end is the renown. [Exeunt»

SCENE VIII. Changes to Roufillon in France.

Enter Countefs, Lafeu, and Clozvn.

Laf. No, no, no, your fon was miflvd with a fnipt

fafFata fellow there, whofe viliainous faQVon would havu

made all the unbak'd and dowy youth of a naiion in his

colour *. Your daughter-in-law had been alive at this

hour, and your fon here at home more advanced by th«,

King, but for that red-tail'd humble-bee 1 ipeak of.

Count, I would he had not known him, it was the death

of the moft virtuous gentlewoman that ever nature had
praife for creating j if fhe had partaken of my flefii, and

coft rae the deareft 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 another herb,

Clo, Indeed, Sir, fhe was the fweet marjoram of tha

fallet, or rather the herb of grace.

Laf» They are not fallet-herbs, you knave, they are

jQofe-herbs.

Clo* I am no great Nebuchadnez, xar, Sir, I have not
much /kill in grafs.

Laf, Whether doft thou profefs thy felf, a knave or 3
fool ?

Clo, A fool. Sir, at a woman's fervlce, and a knave at

a man*s.

Laf, Your diftindion ?

CIo, I would cozen the man of his wife, and do his fer*

irice.

Laf, So you were a knave at his fervice indeed.

C/o, And 1 would give his wife my folly, Sir, to do her
fervice.

Laf, I will fubfcribe for thee, thou art both knave an4
fool.

Clo, At your fervice.

Laf, No, no, no.

• Alluding »o rwo fashion* then in vogue; one of afing yellovf
frarch for their rufis aoa bands, thteoilier of colouring Palt wicli

€tr

'4
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Clo, Why, Sir, if I cannot ferve you, I can fenre as
great a Prince as you are.

Laf, Who's that, a Frenchman?
Clo.^ Taith, Sir, he has an Englijh name, but his phif-

nomy is more honour'd in France than there
LaJ, What Prince is that ?

Clo, The black Prince, Sir, alias the Prince of dark-
nefs, alias the Devil.

Laf. Hold thee, there's my purfe; I give thee not this
to^feduce thee from thy mafter thou talk'ft of, ferve him

Clo. I am a woodland fellovi^. Sir, that always lov'd a
great fire, and the mailer I fpeak of ever keeps a good fire;
but fince he is the Prince of the world, let his nobility
remain in's Court. I am for the houfe with the narro\T
gate, v/hich I take to be too little for pomp to enter : fome
that humble themfelves may, but the many will be to3
chill and tender, and they'll be for the flowry 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 horfes be well look'd to, with-
out any tricks.

Clo, If I put any tricks upon 'em, they lliall be jades
tricks, which are their own right by the law of nature,

[Exit.
Laf, A fhrewd knave, and an unhappy.
Count, So he is. My Lord that's gone made himfelf

much fport out of him
; by his authority he remains here,

which he thinks is a patient for his fawcinefs 5 and indeed
he has no place, but runs where he will.

Laf. I like him well, 'tis not amifs j and I was about
to tell you, fince I heard of the good lady's death, and
that my Lord your fon was upon his return home, I mov'd
the King my mafter to fpeak in the behalf ofmy daughter;
which in the minority of them both, his Majefty, out of
afelf-gracious remembrance, did firft propofej his Highnefs
hath promis'd me todo it 5 and to Hop up the difplealure

Ailadiijg to the dailver coirplexions of Fren;h.

he
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lie hath conceivM againft your fon, there is no fitter matter.-

How does your Ladyfiilp like it ?

Ccunt. With very much content, my Lord, and I wifli

it happily efFefted.

Laf, His Highnefs comes poft from MarjeilUi, of a$

able a body as when he number'd thirty ; he will be here

to-morrow, or I am deceiv'd by him that in fuch intelli-

gence hath feldom failM.

Count, It rejoices me that I hope I fhall fee him ere I

die. I have letters that my fon will be here to-night: I

fhall befeech your Lordlhip to remain with me 'till they

meet together.

haf. Madam, I was thinking with what manners I

might fafely be admitted.

Count. You need but plead your honourable privilege.

haf. Lady, of that 1 have made a bold charter j but I

thank my God it holds yet.

Enter Cloivti*

Clo, O Madam, yonder's my Lord your fon with a patch

ef velvet on's face ; whether there be a fear under't or no

the velvet knows, but 'tis a goodly patch of velvet ; 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 li-

very of honour. So belike is that.

Clo, But it is your carbina^o'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 moft courteous feathers, which bow the head, and
Jiod at every man.

A C T V. SCENE L
MJIRS E ILL E S.

^wf^r Helena, TVido-iv^ and Diana, 'with tivo Attendants,

HeU "OUT this exceeding pofting day and night

Tf Mull wear your fpirits low ; we cannot help it-

But fince you've made the days and nights as one

TO wear your gentle limbs in my affairs,

A quibble is here intended from a wound i^iven with ^Curab'tne.

Be
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Be bold, you do fo 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 fave you. Sir*

Gent, And you.

Hel. Sir, I haVe feen you in the Courtof Frjfff^,

Gent, I have been fometlmes there.

Hel. I do prefume, Sir, that you are not fallen

From the report that goes upon your goodnefs 5

And therefore goaded with moft fharp occafions

Which lay nice manners by, I put you to

The ufe of your own virtues, for the which
I /hall continue thankful.

Gent, What's your will ?

Hel, That it will pleafe you
To give this poor petition to the King,
And aid me with that ftore of power you hav^
To come into his prefence.

Gent, The King's not here.

Hel, Not here. Sir?

Gent. Not indeed,

f^e hence remov'd laft night, and with morehafte
Than is his ufe.

Wid. Lord, how we lofe our pains !

Hel, All's ivell that Ends nuell yet,

Tho' time feem fo adverfe, and means unfit ?

i do befeech you, whither is he gone ?

Gent, Marry, as I take it, to Roufillon,

Whither I'm going.

Hel, I befeech you. Sir,

Since you are like to fee the King before me.
Commend the 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.

Jiel, And you (hall find your felf to be well thankM,
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•What-c*er falls more. We muft to horfe again.

Co, go, provide. [Exeuntm

SCENE ir* RoufiUon,

Enter Cloivn and ParolJes.

Par, Good Mr. Lcvatch^ give my lord Lafeti this letter
;

I have ere now, Sir, been better known to you, when I

have held familiarity with frefher cloaths ; but I am now.
Sir, muddied in fortune's moat, and fmell fomewhat ftrong

of her ftrong difpleafure.

Clo, Truly fortune's difpleafure is butfluttiih, if it fmell

JTo ftrongly as thou fpeak'ft of: I will henceforth eat no
fifh of fortune's butt'ring. Pr'ythee, alloW the wind.

Par. Nay, you need not to ftop your nofe. Sir j I fpake

but by a metaphor.

Clo» Indeed, Sir, if your metaphor flink, I will ftop

my nofe againft any man's metaphor. Pr'ythee, get thee

further.

Par, Pray you, Sir, deliver me this paper.

CIo, Foh ! pr'ythee, ftand away ; a paper from for-

tune's clofe-ftool, to give to a nobleman ! look here he
comes himfelf.

Enter Lafeu.

C/(3. Here is a pur of fortune's, Sir, or of fortune's cat,

(but not a mu/k cat j) that hath fali'n into the unclean

iiilipond of her difpleafure, and, as he fays, is muddied

withal. Pray you. Sir, ufe the carp as you may, for be
looks like a poor, decayed, ingenious, foolifh, rafcally

knave. 1 do pity his diftrefs in my fimiles of comfort, and

leave him to your Lordfhip.

Par, My Lord, I am a man whom fortune hath cruelly

fcratch'd.

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 fhould fcratch you, who of her felf

is a good lady, and would not have knaves thrive long un-

der her? there's a ^art-d^ccu for you: let the Jurtices

make you and fortune friends j I am for other bulmefs.

Par, I befeech your honour to hear me one fingle word.

Laf, Kou beg a fingle penny more : come, you {hall

lia't, lave your word.

Par*
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Par. My name, my good Lord, is Parolles,

Laf. You beg more than one word then. Cox' my paf-

lion, give m.e your hand : how does your drum ?

Far. O my'good Lord, you were the firft that found me*

Laf* Wao I, infooth ? and I was the firft that loft thee.

Par, It lyes in you, my Lord, to bring me in fomc
grace, for you did bring me out.

Laf, Out upon thee, knave! dofl: thou put upon me
at once both the office of God and the devil ? one being's

•hee in gr2ce> and the other brings thee out. The King's

coming, J. know by his trumpets. Sirrah, inquire further

after me, I had talk of you Jaft night ; tho' you are a fool

and a knave, you fliali eat
j
go to, follow.

Par, I praife God for you. \Exeunt»

SCENE IIL

Flcurijh, Enter King^ Countefs^ La.ftu, the i'zvo Yrcnck
Lords J

luitb Attendants.

King, We loft a jewel of her, and our efteem

Was made much poorer by itj but your fon.

As mad in folly, iack'd the fenfe to know
Her eftimation home^

Count. *Tis paH:, my Liege ;

And I befeech your Majefty to mzke. it

Natural rebellion, done i'th* blaze of youth.

When oil and fire, too llrong for reafon^s force^

Over bear it, and burn on.

King. My honour*d Lady,

I have forgiven an4 forgotten all

;

Tho' my revenges were high bent upon him.
And watch'd the time to ihoot.

Laf This I muft fay.

But hrft I beg my pardon ; the young Lord did

To his Majefty, his mother, and his lady.

Offence of mighty note ; but to himfeif

The greateft wrong of all. He loft a wife,

Whofe beauty d^d aftonifh the furvey

Of richeft eyes
j whofe words all ears took captire:

Whof^ dear p^rfedtion hearts that fcorn'd to fervc

Humbly cali'd mlftrefs.

King, Praifing what is loft.
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^akes the remembrance dear. Well call him hither
j

"We're reconcil'd, and the firft view fiiall kill

All repetition : let him not a/Ic our pardon.

The matter of his great offence is dead,

And deeper than oblivion we do bury

Th* incenfing relicks of it. Let him approach

A fl-ranger, no offender 5 and inform him
So 'tis our will hefhould.

Gent» I Hiall, my Liege. [Exit*

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 letters fent me
That fet him high in fame.

SCENE IV. Enter Bertram.

Laf, He looks well on't.

King, I'm not a day of feafon,

For thou may'ft fee a fun-fhine and a hail

In me at once ; but to the brighteft beams
Diftradled clouds give way 5 fo ftand thou forth.

The time is fair again.

Ber» My high-repented blames.

Dear Sovereign, pardon to me.
King* All is whole.

Not one word more of the confumed time.

Let's take the inflant by the forward top;

For we are old> and on our quick'ft decrees

Th' inaudible and noifelefs foot of time

Steals, ere we can effedl them. Vou remember
The daughter of this Lord ?

Ber, Admiringly, my Liege. Even at firfl

I ftuck my choice upon her, ere my heart

Durft make too bold a herald of my tongue :

Where the imprellion of mine eye enfixing.

Contempt his fcornful perfpedive did lend me.
Which warp'd the line of every other favour

j

Scorch'd a fair colour, or exprefs'd it ftoi'n.

Extended or contrafted all proportions

To a moft hideous obje£l : thence it came.
That fhe whom all men prais'd, and whcNtn my ielf,

VojL. III. T Sinw
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Since I have loft, have lov'd, was in mine eye

The duft that did offend it.

King, Well excus'd:

That thou didft love her, ftrikes feme fcores away
From the great 'compt : but love that comes too late,

(Like a remorfeful pardon flowly carried

To an offender) turns to four repentance

Crying, that's good that's gone : our rafli faults

^ake trivial price of ferious things we have, '

Not knovt'ing them, until we know their grave.

Oft our difpJea fares, to our felves unjuft,

Deftroy cur Friends, and after weep their duft

:

Our own love waking cries to fee what's done.

While ftiameful hate fleeps out the afternoon.

Be this fweet Uekn^zVintW, and now forget her.

Send forth your amorous token for fair Maudlin^

The main confents are had.> and here we'll ftay

To fee our widower's fecord marriage-day.

Count, Which better than thefirft, O dear heav'n, LleCs^^

Or, ere they meet, in me, O nature, ceafe !

Laf, Come on, my fon, in whom my houfe's name
Muft be digefted : give a favour from you

To fparkle in the fpirits of my daughter.

That flie may quickly come. By my old beard,

[Ber. gi'vez a ring^

And ev'ry hair that's on't, Uekn that's dead

Was a fweet creature : fuch a ring as this.

The laft time e'er fhe took her leave at Court,

I faw upon her finger.

Ber, Hers 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 Hdevy
I bad her, if her fortunes ever flood

Necefiited to help, that by this token

I would relieve her. Had you that craft to 'reave her

Or what fhould ftead htr moft ?

Ihr, My gracious Sovereign,

Howe'er It pleafc-s you to take it fp^

,Tke m% was n^vsr ^srs.
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Count, Son, on my life

I've feen her wear it, and (he t£ckon'd it

At her life's rate.

Laf, I'm fare I faw her wear It.

Ber, You are deceiv'd, my Lord, fhe never hvt it;

•In Florence vras it from a cafement thrown me,

Wrap'd in a paper, which containM the name
Of her that threw it : noble fhe was, and thought

I ftood ungag'd, but when I had fubfcribM

To mine own fortune, and inform' d her fully

I could not anfv/er in that courfe of honour

As (he had made the overture 5 fhe ceaft

In heavy fatisfaftion, and would never

Receive the ring again.

King. P/ttr«5 himfelf.

That knows the tin£l and multiplying medicine.

Hath not in nature's myftery more fcience

Than I have in this ring. 'Twas mine, 'twas s.

Whoever gave it you : then if you know
That you are well acquainted with your felf,

i

Confefs 'twas hers, and by what rough enforcement

j

You got it from her. She call'd the Saints to furety,

!
That fhe would never put it from her finger,

Unlefs fhe gave it to your felf in bed,

{Where you have never come) or fent it us

Upon her great difafter.

Ber, She never faw it.

King, Thou fpeak'fl it falfely, as I love mine honour
;

And mak'fl conjedi'ral fears to come into me.
Which I would fain fhut out ; if it fhould prove

That thou art fo inhuman—'twill not prove fo

And yet I know not thou did'fl hate her deadly.

And fhe is dead ; which nothing, but to clofe

Her eyes my felf, could win me to believe,

I

More than to fee this ring. Take him away.
[Guards fei^e Bertram.

I

My fore-paft proofs, how'er the matter fall.

Shall tax my fears of little vanity,

JJaving vainly fear'd too little. Away with him.
We'll fift this matter further.

I

T z Bef^
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Ber. If you lhall prove

This ring was ever hers, you fhall as eafie

Prove that I hufbanded her bed in Florence

,

Where yet Ihc never was. [Exit BertrsLtnguardedm

SCENE V. Enter a Gentleman^

Ktng^ I'm wrap'd in difmal thinking.

Gent* Gracious Sovereign,

Whether Tvq been to blame or no, I know not j

Here's a petition from a Florentine,

Who hath feme four or five removes come Aort
To tender it her f^lf. I undertook it,

Vanquifh'd thereto by the fair grace and fpeeeh

Of the poor fuppliant, who by this I know
Is here attending : her bufinefs looks in her

With an importing vifage, and fiie told me
In a fweet verbal brief, it did concern

Your Highnefs with her felf.

The King reads a letter.

Upon his many protefiations to marry me when his wife
mjas dead^ I hlujh to jay it, he won me. Now is the Count

Roufilion a widower, his *vows are forfeited to me, and my
honour^ 5 paid to him. He ftole from Florence, taking no

lea've, and I follow him to this country for juftice: grant ie

me^ 0 King, in your breaft it lies
;

otherwije a feduur
Jiourijhes, and a poor maid is undone,

Diana Capulet.

Laf, I -will buy me a fon-in-Iaw in a fair and toll for

iim 5 for this, 1*11 none of him.
King. The heavens have thought well on thee, Lafeu,

To bring forth this difcovery.. Seek thefe fuitors:

Co 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 vv^onder, Sir, wives are fo monftrous to you>

And that you fly them as you fwear to them
j

Yet you delire to v/ed. What woman's that ?

Enter fVidow and Diana.

jpiJ. I am, my Lord, a wretched Florentine,

Deme4
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1

Derived from the ancient Capulet
;

My fuit, as I do underftand, you know,

And therefore know how far I may be pi^d.

Wid. I am her mother. Sir, whofe ag6 and honour

Both fuffer under this complaint we bring,

AnA both fhall ceafe without your remeay.

King, Come hither. Count} do you not know thefc

women ?

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 ftrange upon your wife ?

Ber» She's none of mine, my Lord.

Dia, If you ihall marry,

You give away this hand, and that is mine 5

You give away heaven's vows, and thofe are mine j

You give away my flefh, which is known mine;

For I by vow am fo embodied yours.

That fhe which marries you muft marry me.

Either both or none.

Laf, Your reputation comes
Short for my daughter, you are no hufband for her. \T'o Ber»

Ber, My Lord, this is a fond and defperate creature.

Whom fometime I have laugh'd with : let your Highnefs

Lay a more noble thought upon mine honour

Than e'er to think that I would fink it here.

King, Sir, for rhy thoughts, you have them ill to friend

*Till your deeds gain them : fairer prove your honour

Than in my thought it lyes

!

Dia. Now, good my Lord,

A/k him upon his oath, if he does think

He had not my virginity.

King, Why fay' ft thou to her ?

Ber, She's impudent, my Lord,

And was a common gameftcr to the camp.

Dia, He does me vi^rong, my Lord ; if I were ft

He might have bought me at a common price.

Do not believe him. O, behold this ring,

Whofe high refpedl and rich validity

Did lack a parallel : yet for all that

T 5
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' He gave It to a commoner o' th' camp.

If I be one.

Count, He blufhes, and 'tis his

:

Of fix preceding anceftors, that gemm
Conferr'd by teftament to th' fequent iflue.

Hath fo been ow'd and worn. This is his wife>

That ring's a thoufand proofs.

King. Methought you faid

You faw one here in Court could witnefs it.

Dia» I did, my Lord, but loth am to produce

So bad an inftrument j his name's ParoUes,

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 moft perfidious flave,

"With all the fpots o'th' world tax'd and deboili*d,

Whofe nature fickens but to fpeak a truth
j

^m I or that or this, for v/hat he'll utter,

That will fpeak any thing ?

King, She hath that ring of yours.

Ber, I think fhe has 5 certain it is I lik'd her,

And boarded her i'th' wanton way of youth :

She knew her diftance, and did angle for me.
Madding my eagernefs with her reftraint

\

-As all impediments in fancy's courfe

Ax^ motives of more fancy: and in fine.

Her in fujt coming with her modern grace,

Subdu'd me to her rate : fhe got the ring,

And I had that which any inferior might
At market' price have bought.

Dia, I muft be patient

:

You that turn'd off a firft fo noble wife.

May iurtjy diet me. I pray you yet,

(Since y( u lack virtue, I will lofe a hufband,)

Send for your ring, I will return this home,
And give me mine again.

Ber, I have it not.

King, What ring was yours, I pray you ?

Dia, Much like that fame upon your finger. Sir.

J^ng^ Know you thi? ring? tiis ring was iiis of late.
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Dia* And this was it I gave him, being a-bed*

King* The ftory then goes falfe, you threw it him
Out of a cafenaent.

Dia, I have fpoke the truth.

SCENE VI. Enter Parolles.

Ber» My Lord, I do confefs the ring was hers.

King, You boggle fhrewdly, every feather ftarts you:

is this the man you Ipeak of?

Dia, It is, my Lord.

King, Tell me, but tell me trae, firrah, I charge yo».

Not fearing the difpleafure of your mafter,

"Which on your juft proceeding 1*11 keep off

;

By him, and by this woman here, what know you ?

Par, So pleafe your Majefty, my mafter hath been an

honourable gentleman. Tricks he hath had in him,which
gentlemen have.

King, Come, come, to the purpofe j did he love this

woman ?

Par, 'Faith, Sir, he did love her, but how I

King, How, I pray you ?

Par. He did love her, Sir, as a gentleman loves a woman*
King, How is that ?

Par, He lov*d her, Sir, and lov'd her not.

King, As thou art a knave, and no knave 5 what an e-

^uivocal companion is this ?

Par, I am a poor man, and at your Majefty's command*
Laf, He*s a good drum, my Lord, but a naughty orator.

Dia, Do you know he promisM me marriage ?

Par, 'Faith, I know more than Til fpeak.

King, But wilt thou not fpeak all thou know* ft?

Par, Yes, fo pleafe your Majefty. I did go between

them, as I faid ; but more than that, he lovM her: for

indeed he was mad for her, and talk'd of Satan, and 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, aspromifing her mar-
riage, and things that would derive me ill-will to fpeak of f

therefore I will not fpeak what I knew.
King, Thcu haft fpoken aUairead^> ujilefs thou canft fay
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they are married ; but thou art too fine in thy evidence j

therefore ftand 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 1 buy it.

King, Who lent it you ?

Dia> It was not lent me neither.

King. Where did you find it then ?
'

Dia» I found it not.

King. If it were yours by none of all thefe ways.

How could you give it him ?

Dia, I never gave it him.

Laf, This Woman's an cafic glove, my Lord, flie goes

off and on at pleafure.

King, This ring was mine, I gave it his firft wife.

Dia, It might be yours, or hers, for ought I know.
King, Take her away, I do not like her now ;

To prifon with her : and away with him.
Unlefs thou tell'ft me where thou hadll this ring.

Thou dieft within this hour.

Dia, rjl never tell you.

King* Take her away.
Did, I'll put in bail, my Liege.

King, I think thee now fome common cuftomer.

Did, By Jo'ue, if ever I knew man, 'twas you.[7o Lafeu#

King, Wherefore haft thou accus'd him all this while?
Did, Becaufe he is guilty, and he is not guilty

j

He knows I am no maid, and he'll fwear to't j

1*11 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'fi wife.

[Pointing to Lafeu«
King, She does abufe our ears ; to prifon with her.

Did» Good mother, fetch my bail. Stay, royal Sir,

[Exit IVidow*

The jeweller that owes the ring is fent for.

And he fliail furety me. But for this Lord, [T<? Bert*

Who hath abus'd me, as he knows himfelf,

Tho' yet he never harm' d me, here I quit him.
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He knows himfelf my bed he hath defird.

And at that time he got his wife with child
;

Dead tho' Ihe be, fhe feels her young one kick

:

So there's my riddle, one that's dead isquickt

And now behold the meaning.

Enter Helena and Widoiv^

King, Is there no exorcift

Beguiles the truer office of mine eyes?

Is't real that I fee ?

HeL No, my good Lord,

'Tis but the fhadow of a wife you fee.

The name, and not the thing.

Ber» Both, both
5 oh, pardon !

HeL Oh, my good Lord, when I was like this maid,

I found you wond'rous kind j there is your ring.

And look you, here's your letter : this it fays,

When.from my finger yrju can get this ring.

And are by me "with childy &c. This now is done.

Will ycu be mine, now you are dcubly won ?

Ber. If (he, my Liege, can make me know this clearly,

I'll love her dearly, ever, ever dearly.

HeU If it appear not plain,' and prove untrue.

Deadly divorce ftep between me and you

!

O, my dear mother, do I fee you living? \T^o the Counters,

Laf, Mine eyes fmell onions, I fhall weep anon:

NoWjgood %mDrum, lend me a handkerchief, [T^Parolles.

So, 'thank thee, wait on me home. I'll make fport witlx

thee

:

Let thy courtefies alone, they are fcurvy ones.

King, Let us from point to point this ftoiy know.
To make the even truth in pleafure flow :

If thou^beeft yet a frelh uncropped flower, [To DianSf

Chufe thou thy hufband, and I'll pay thy dower
5

For I can guefs that by thy honeft aid

Thou kept'ft a wife her fdf, thy felf a maid.

0/ that and all the progrefs more and lefs,

Refolvedly more leifure fhall exprefs:

All yet feems well, and if it end fo meet.

The bitter paft, more welcome is the fweet. [Exeunt^

E P I-
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EPILOGUE.
Spoken by the KING.

THE King^s a beggari mw the play is done^

AH is well Ended^ if this fuit be luotty

bat you exprefs content 5 *whicb ive ivil/pay,

IFiUfb ftrije to pleaje you ^ day exceeding day
^

Ours be your patience then, andyours our parts,

y^ur gentle hands lend us, and take our hearts.







Twelfth-Night:

O R,

What you will.



Dramatis Person ^e.

O R S I N O, Duke c/lllyrla.

Sebastian, a young Gentleman, Brother to Viola.

Antonio, a Sea-captainy Friend to Sebaftian.

Sir Andrew Ague-cheek, a foolijh Knight, pretend^

ing to Olivia.

A Sea-captain, Friend to Viola.

Fabian, Servant to Olivia.

Malvolio, afantafttcal Steward to Olivia*

Clown, Servant to Olivia.

Olivia, a Lady of great beauty andfortui.:, hdvv^d hy

the Duke,

Viola, in love luith the Duke^

Maria, Oiivia'j Woman,

Prieftsy Sailors, Officers, and other Attendants*

SCENE, a City on the Coaft of Illyria.
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A C T L SCEN E h
The Pa/ace,

Enter the Duke, Curio, and Lcrds*

Duke,^'Wr Tc mufick: be the food of love, play on,

B Give me excefs of it j that furfeiting

The appetite may ficken> and fo die.

J[ Thar ftrnin agdin, it had a dying fall 5

O, it came o^er my ear, like the fweet fouth

That breaths upon a bank of violets.

Stealing and giving odour. Hu/h ! no more
j

*Tis not fo fweet now as it was before.

O fpirit of love, how quick and frefh art thou!

That, notwithftanding thy capacity

Receiveth as the fea, nought enters there

Of what vaiidiiv and pitch foe'er,

But falls into abatement and low price,

Even in a minute j fo full of fhapes is fancy.

And thou ail o*ei art high fanta{iical.

Cur, Will you go hunt, my Lord ?

Duke, What, Curio f

Cur. The harr.

Duke. Why, fo I do, the nobleft that I have

:

Vol. IIL U 0>
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O, when mine eyes did fee Oli'via firft,

Rethought fhe purg'd the air of peftilence
5

That inftant was I turn'd into a hart,

And my defires, like feil and cruel hounds,

B'er fince purfue me. How now, what news from her ?

Erder Valentine.

Val. So pleafe my Lord, I might not be admitted,

B'lt from her hand-maid do return this anfwer :

The element itfelf, 'till feven years hence.

Shall not behold her face at ample view:

jBut like a cloyftrefs flie will veiled walk,

And water once a day her chambers round

With eye-offending brine : all this to feafon

A brother's dead love, which /he would keep fre/h

And lafting in her fad remembrance ftiil.

Duke. O ! fhe that hath a heart of that fine frame.

To pay this debt of love but to a brother.

How will ihe love, when the rich golden fhaft

Hath kiird the flock of all affedions elfe

That live in her ! when Jiver, brain, and heart.

Three fov'reign thrones, are all fupply'd and filTd,

Her fweet perfedions, with one felf-fame King !

Away before me to fweet beds of flowers,

i-ove-thoughts lie rich, when canopy'd with bowers.

SCENE 11. The Street,

Enter Viola, a Captain and Sailors,

Wio* What country, friends, is this ?

Cap, lUyria, Lsdy.

Vio. And what fhould I do in tUyria ?

My brother he is in Eljjfium.

Verchance he is not drownM ; v/hat think you, failors ?

Cap, Jt 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^

Afi'ure your felf, after our /liip did fj^iit,

When you, and that poor number fav'd with you,

H^ng on our driving boat : I law your brother,

Mofl: provident in peril, bind himfelf

^Courage ar.d hope both, ttachirs him the practice)
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i'o a ftrong mail that livM upon the fea

5

Where like Arion on the dolphin^s back,

I favv him hold acquaintance with the v/avesj

So long as I could fee.

Vio, There's gold for faying fo.

Mine own efcape unfoldeth to my hope,

Whereto thy fpeech ferves for authority,

The like of him. And knoweft thou this country ? \

Cap, Ay, Madam, well j for I was bred and bor«

Not three hours travel from this very place*

Vio, Who governs here ?

Cap, A noble Duke in nature

As in his name.
Vio, What is his name ?

Cap, Orjino,

Vio. Orjino! I have heard my father name him ?

He was a bachelor then.

Cap* And fo is now, or was fo very late
j

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 Oli'via,

Vio. What's fhe ?

Cap, A virtuous maid, the daughter of a Count
Thatdy'd fome twelve months fince, then leaving hejp

In the protection of his fon, her brother,

Who fhortly alfo dy'd : for whofe dear love.

They fay, fhe hath abjur'd the company
And fight of men.

Vio, O that I fervM that Lady,
And't might not be deliverM 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 fuif,

Ko, not the Duke's.

Vio. There is a fair behaviour in thee, captain
j

And tho' that nature with a beauteous wail

Doth oft clofe in pollution
j
yet of thee

I will believe, thou haft a mind that fuit»

U 2 Witi
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With this thy fair and outward charafter.

I pr'ythee, and 1*11 pay thee bounteoufly.

Conceal me what I am. and be my aid

For fuch difguife as haply fhall become

The form of my intent. Til ferve this Duke,
Thou /halt 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 comrriit.

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 my eyes not fee !

yio* I thank thee ; lead me on. [^Exeunt*

SCENE nr. Olivia'^ Houfe,

Enter Sir Toby and Maria.

Sir To. What a plague means my niec^ to take the

death of her brother thus ? I am fure care's an enemy to

life.

Mar, By my troth, Sir ^chy., you mufl come in earlier

a-nights ; your niece, my Lady, takes great exceptions to

your ill hours.

Sir To, Why, let her except before excepted.

Mar, Ay, but you muft confine yourfelf within the

jnodeft limits of order.

Sir To, Confine ? I'Jl confine my felf no finer than I

am J
thefe clothes are good enough to drink in, and fo be

theie boots too ; if they be not, let them hang themfelves

in their own ftraps.

Mar, That quaffing and drinking will undo you ; I heard

my Lady talk of it yeftcrday, and of a foolifh Knight that

you brought in one night here, to be her wooer.

Sir To, Who, Sir Andrew Ague-chakf
Mar. Ay, he.

To. He's as tall a man as any 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 ducats!

J}e*s a very fool, and a prodigal.

^ir To, Fie, that you*]] fay fo ! he plays o'th* viol-de^

gambo.
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gambo, and fpeaks three or four languages word for word
without book, and hath all the good gifts cf nature.

Mar» He hath indeed, almoft natural ; for befides that

he's a fool, he's a great quareller ; and but that he hath
the gift of a coward to allay the guft he hath in quarelling,

'

'tis thought among the prudent, he would quickly have
the gift of a grave.

Sir To. By this hand, they are fcoundrels and fubftrac-

tors that fay fo of him. Who are they ?

Mar. They that add moreover, he's drunk nightly in

your company.

Sir To, With drinking healths to my niece : I'll drink;

to her as long as there is a pafTage in my throat, and drink

in Illyrta. He's a coward and a Kcftrel that will not drink

to my niece *tillhis brains turn o'th' toe like a parifh-top.

What, wench P * Cajiiliano 'voUo ! for here comes Sir j^ff*

dreiu J^gue- cheek,
^

SCENE. IV. Enter Sir Andrew.
Sir And, SWTohy Bekh ! how now, Sir Tohy Belch f
Sir To, Sweet Sir Andreiv !

Sir And, Blefs you, fair Shrew.
Mar, And you too. Sir.

Sir To, Accoft Sir Andrew ^ accoft.

Sir And. What's that?

Sir To, My niece's chamber-maid.
Sir And. Good miftrels Accoft, 1 defire better acqaain-

tance.

Mar. My name is Mary.
Sir And. Good miftrefs Mary Accoft.

Sir To, You mifiake, Knight: accoft is, front herp

board her, wooe lier, afiail her.

Sir And, By my troth, I would not undertake her in th'S

company. Is that the meaning of accoft ?

Mar. Fare you well, Gentlefiien.

SirjTo. If thou let her part fo, Sir u4ndr£iv^woxj^^dtiho^i

might'ft never draw fworii again.

# • By Cafdhi?: eonnieKance h-re he mf r.n< her her r;?/? cV;/;

and cuitrtly Icvkj, vyiuo^i h« bid:J her pu; ua bttcsui'- Sit AK.iyrt

is cumin^.

U
3
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Sif And. If yovi p;^rt fo, miftreis, I would I might never

draw fword again. Fair lady, do you think you have fools

in.hand ?

Mar, Sir^ I have not you by th' hand.

Sir And, Marry,but you fhall have, and here's my hand.

Mar. Now, Sir, thought is free : I pray y©u, bring

your hand to th' buttery bar, and let it drink.

Sir And, Wherefore fweet heart ? what's your meta-

phor ?

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?

Mar. A dry jeft. Sir.

Sir And, Are you full of them ?

Mar, Ay, Sir, I have them at my fingers end : marry,

now I let go your hand, I am barren. [Exit Maria.
Sir To, O Knight, thou lack'ft a cup of canary : when

^id I fee thee fo put down ?

Sir And, Never in your life, I think, unlefs you fee

canary put me down: methinks fometimes.I have no more
wit than a cbriftian or an ordinary rnan has 5 but I am a

great eater of beef, and I believe that does harm to

iny wit.

Sir To, No queftion.

Sir And, If I thought that, I'd forfwear it. I'll ride

home to-morrow, Sir Toby.

Sir To. Fcurquoyy my dear Knight ?

Sir And, WhdX is pour^uoy doy or not do? I would
I had bellowed that time in the tojigues that I have in

iencirjg, dancing, and bear baiting. Oh had I but foUow'd
the arts

!

Sir Tq, Then hadft thou had an excellent head of hair.

Sir And, Why, would that have mended my hair ?

Sir To, Paft queftion, for thou feeft it will not curl by

liature.

iiir And, But it becomes nic well enough, does't not?
Sir To. Excellent, it h^ngs like flax on a diftaft'j and

J hope^ to fee a houfewife take thee between her legs and
fpin It off.

^It And, T^iith^ PlI home tc-niorroW; Sir Toby ;
your
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niece will not Be feen, or if flie be, it's four to one fhe'Il

none of me : the Duke himfelf here hard by wooes her.

Sir To, SheMI none o'th' Duke, fhe*Jl not match above

her degree, neither in eftate, years, nor wit j 1 have heard

her fwear. Tut, there's life in*t, man.

Sir And, I'll ftay a month longer. I am a fellow o'th'

ftrangeft mind i'th' world : I delight in malks and revels

fometimes altogether.

Sir To, Art thou good at thefe kick-fhaws, Knight ?

Sir And, As any man in 7//yr/^ whatfoever he be, un-

der the degree of my betters, and yet I will not compi;re

with an old man.
Sir To, What is thy excellence in a galliard, Knight ?

Sir And, 'Faith, I can cut a caper.

Sir To. And lean cut the mutton to't.

Sir And, And I think I have the back-trick, fimply as

ftrong as any in Illyria,

Sir To.Wherefore are thefe things h'Ay wherefore have
thefe gifts a curtain before 'em ? are they like to take duft,

like miftrefs Mall's picture ? why doft thou not go to

church in a galliard, and come home in a coranto ? my
very walk ihould be a jig : I would not fo much as make
water but in a cinque pace : what doft thou mean ? is it

a world to hide virtues in ? I did think, by the excellent

conftitution of thy leg, it was form'd under the flar of a

galliard.

Sir And, Ay, 'tis ftrong, and it does Indifferent well in

a flame-colourM flocking. Shall we fet about feme revels

Sir To, What /hall we do elfe ? were we not born under

Taurus f
Sir And. Taurus ? that's fides and heart.

Sir To, No, Sir, it is legs and thighs. Let me fee thee

caper j ha ! higher : ha ! ha ! excellent. \_Exeunt,

SCENE V. The Palace.

Enter Valentine, and Viola in mans attire,

Val, If the Duke continue thefe favours towards you,

Cejarioj you are like to b'j much advanced j he hath known
you but three days, and already you are no llranger.

y^o, Ygu either fear his humuur, or my negligence, that

you
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you call in queftion the continuance of his Jovct Is he in*

coaflant. Sir, in his favours?

yah No, believe me.
Enter Duke, Curio, and Attendants*

Vio, I thank you : here comes the Duke.
Duke, Who faw Cefarioy hoa ?

yio» On your attendance, my Lord, here,

Duke, Stand you a while aloof. Cefario,

Thou know'ft no lefs, but all : I have unclafp*d

To thee the book even of my fecret foul.

Therefore, good youth, addrefs thy gate unto her.

Be not deny'd accefs, ftand at her doors,

And tell them, there thy fixed foot fhall grow
^ Till thou have audiencet

yio. Sure, my noble Lord,
If fhe be fo abandoned to her forrow

As it is fpoke, fhe never w^ill admit me.
Duke, Be clamorous, and leap all civil bounds,

-Rather than make unprofited return.

yio. Say I do fpeak with her, my Lord, what then ?

Duke, O then, unfold the palTion of my love.

Surprize her with difcourfe of my dear faith
j

It fhall become thee well to aft my woes j

She will attend it better in thy youth.

Than in a nuncio of more grave afpedt*

^io, I think not fo, my Lord.

Duke, Dear lad, believe it

:

For they fliall yet belie thy happy years.

That fay thou art a man : Diaf2a^3 lip

Is not more fmooth and rubious
^

thy fmall plf€

Is as the maiden's organ, fhrili and found,

And all is femblative a woman's part.

I know thy conftellaticn is right apt

For this affair ; fome four or five attend h'm.

All if 5^ou will 5 for I my felf am bell:

When leaft in company. Profper well in thi^j

And thou llialt live as freely as thy Lord,

To call his fortunes thine,
^

Ho, rii do my beft.

I Tt
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To woo your Lady

;
yet, O baneful ft rife !

Who-e'er I woo, my felf would be his wife. [Exeunt^

SCENE VI. OXW\7i\Houfe.

Enter Maria and Cloivn.

Mar. Nay, either tell me where thou haft been, or I

will not open my lips fo wide as a briftle may enter in way
of thy excufej my Lady will hang thee for thy abfcnce.

C/o, Let her hang mej he that is well hang'd in this

world needs fear no colours.

Mar. Make that good.

C/o, 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 you may be bold to fay in

your foolery.

C/o. Well, God give them wifdom that have itj and

thofe that are fools let them ufe their talents.

Mar. Yet you will be hang'd for being fo long abfent,

or be turnM awayj is not that as good as a hanging to you ?

Clo, Many a good hanging prevents a bad marriage j and

for turning away, let fummer bear it out*

Mar. You are refolute then ?

Clo. Not fo neither, but I am refolvM on two points.

Mar. That if one break, the other will hold
j or, if

both break, your gafkins fall.

Clo, Apt, in good faith, very apt : well, go thy way,

if %'ir Toby would leave drinking, thouwert as witty apiece

of E've^s flefh as any in lUyria,

Mar. Peace, you rogue, no more o'that : here comes

my Lady j make your excufe wifely you were beft. \_Exit*

SCENE VIU Enter Olivia and Malvolio.

Clo. Wit, an't be thy will, put me into a good fooling ;

thofe wits that think they have thee do very oft prove

fools
J
and I that am fure I lack thee, may pals for a wife

man. For what fays ^inapalus ? better a witty fool than

a foolifh wit. God blefs thee. Lady !

Oli. Take the fool away.

Do you jiot hear, fellows ? Take away the Lady.

on.
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on. Go to, y'are a dry fool 5 TJl no more of you 5 be-

fides, you grow difhorieft.

Clo, Two faults, Madona, that drink and good counfel

will amend ; for give the dry fool drink, then is the fool

not dry. Bid the difhoneft man mend himfelf 5 if he
mend, he is no longer difhoneft ; if he cannot, let the

botcher mend him. Any thing that's mended is but

patch'd : virtue that tranfgrefles is but patch'd with fin,

and fm that amends is but patched with virtue. If that

this fimple fyllogifm will ferve, fo 5 if it will not, what re-

medy ? as there is no true counfellor but calamity, fo beau-

ty's a flower : the Lady bad take away the fool, therefore

I fay again, take her away.

on. Sir, I bad them take away you.

Clo. Mifprifion in the higheft degree. Lady, Cucullut

tionfacit monachum j that's as much as to fay, I wear not

motley in my brain : good Madona, give me leave to prove

you a fool.

on. Can you do it ?

Clo. Dexteroufly, good Madona,
OH. Make your proof.

Clo. I muft catechize you for it, Madona
; good my

moufeof virtue, anfwer me.
Oli. Well, Sir, for want of other idlenefs, 1*11 bide

your proof.

Clo* Good Madona
y why mourn' fl: thou ?

Oli. Good fool, for my brother's death.

Clo. I think his foul is in hell, Madona,
Oil. 1 know his foul is in heav'n, fool.

C/o. 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, Maholio, doth he
not mend?

Mai. Yes, and fhall do, 'till the pangs of death fhake

Jhim. Infirmity, that decays the wife,, doth ever make
better the fool.

Clo. God fend you, Sir, a fpeedy infirmity, for the bet-

6T increafing your folly ! Sir 'luiy will be Iworn that i am
no
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no fox, but he will not pafs his word for two pence that

you are no fool.

on. How fay you to that, Malnjnlio ?

Mai, I marvel your Lady/hip takes delight in fuch a

barren rafcal j I faw him put down the other day with' an
ordinary fool that has no more brains thim a l^one. Look
you now, he's cut of his guard already , unlefs you laugh

snd minifter occrsfion to him, he i' gagg'd. I proteit I take

thofe wife men that crow fo at thcfe fet kind of fools, no
better than the fools Zanies*

OIL O, you are fick of * felf-love, MalvfJIo, and tafte

with a diftemper'd appetite. To be generous, guiitlefs,

and of free difpofition, is to take thofe things for bird-bolts

that you deem cannon-bullets : there is no llander in an

allow'd fool, though he do nothing but rail j nor no rail-

ing in a known difcreet man, though he do nothing but

reprove.

Clo, Now Mercury indue thee with learning ! for thou

fpeak'ft well of fools.

Enter Maria.

Mar, Madam, there is at the gate a young gentleman

much defires to fpeak with you.

OH. From the Duke Orfino is it ?

Mar^ I know not. Madam, *tis a fair young man, and
well attended.

OU, Who of my people hold him in delay ?

Mar* Sir T'oby, Madam, your uncle.

OH. Fetch him off I pray you, he fpeaks nothing but

madman : fie on him ! Go you, Mal'volio \ if it be a fuit

from the Duke, I am fick, or not at home. What you
will to difmifs it. \Exit Malvolio.] Now fee. Sir, how
your fooling grows old, and people diflike it.

Clo, Thou haft fpoke for us, Aladona, as if thy eldeft

fon fhould be a fool : whofe fculi yove cram with brains

!

for here comes one of thy kin has a moft weak Pia mater,

SCENE VIII. Enter Sir Toby.
OH, By mine honour, half drunk. What is he at the

gate, uncle ?

Sir To. A gentleman.

0//, A'Cciitleman .'^ what gentleman f
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Sit' To. *Tis a gentleman. Here • [Belching,'] A

plague o'thefe pickle herring : how now, fot ?

CIo, Good Sir Toby.

Olii Uncle, uncle, how have you come fo early by this

lethargy ?

Sir Tok Letchery ! I defie letchery : there's one at the

gate.

Oli, Ay marry, what is he?
Sir To. Let him be the devil an he will, I care not:

give me faith, fay I. Well, it^salione. [Exit,

Oli. What's a drunken man like, fool ?

Clo. Like a drownM man, a fool, and a madman: one
draught above heat makes him a fool, the fecond mads
him, and third drowns him.

OH. Go thou and feek the coroner, and let him fit o'my
uncle

J
for he's in the third degree of drink ; he's drovvn'd j

go look after him.

Clo. He is but mad yet) Madona, and thefopl fliall look

to the madman. [Exit Cloivn»

Enter Malvolio.

Mai. Mad^jm, yond young fellow fwears he will fpeak

with you. I told him you were fick^ he takes on him to

uriderftand fo much, and therefore comes to fpeak with

you. I told you were afleep, he feems to have a fore-know-

Jedge of that too, and therefore comes to fpeak with you.

What is to be faid to him, Lady ? he's fortified againft any

denial.

Oil. Tell him he (hall not fpeak with me.
D/Lal. He has b"en told fo ; and he fays he'll ftand at

your door like a fherifF's poft, * or be the fupporter to a

bench, but he'll fpeak with you.

Oli. What kind o'man is he ?

Mai. Why, of mankind.
Oli. What manner of man ?

* Heretofore All Pmchmations by theKing, .i^H appointments
of th-raresof v^/iges by the Jaftices.of pe^ce. and other things (jf

the 1 ke nature were feur totac Sheriff of each County, who was
obliged to prort)uia:?r^ h-rm not onlv by caafng them ro be read iii

every market town, but by affixing rhem to fotre convenient place
«vithin it : for which porpofe great po'ts or pillars were eietted

via eacti fuch town, aad thefc were caU'd Sherif'spgRs.

MaU
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MaL Of very ill manners ! he'lJ fpeak with you, will

you or no.

Oli> Of what perfonage and years is he ?

Mai. Not yet old enough f6r a man, nor young enough

for a boy; as a fquafli is before 'tis a peafcod, or a codling

when 'tis almoft an apple : 'tis with him in ftanding water,

between boy and man. He is very well-favourM, and he

fpeaks very fhrewiiliiy ; one would think his mother's milk
were fcarce out of him.

Oil, Let him approach : call in my gentlewoman.

Mai, Gentlewoman, my lady calls. [^Exit,

SCENE. IX. Enter Maria.

Cli, Give me my veil : come, throw it o'er my face
5

We'll once more hear Orjino's embafTy.

Enter Viola.

Vio, The honourable Lady of the houfe, which is /he ?

Oli. Speak to me, I fhall anfwer for her : your will ?

Vio,Mo& radiant, exquifite,and unmatchable beauty—
I pray you, tell me if this be the Lady of the houfe, for

1 never faw her. I would be loth to caft 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

icorn ; I am very prompt, even to the lea ft fmifter ufage.

Oh, Whence came you. Sir ?

yio. I can fay little more than I have ftudied, and that

queftion's out of my part. Good gentle one, give me mo-
deft allurance, if you be the Lady of the houfe, that I may

' proceed in my fpeech.

Oil, Are you a comedian ?

Vio, No, my profound heart ; and yet, by the very

fangs of malice, I Iwcar, I am not that I play. Are you

the Lady of the houfe ?

Oli, If I do not ufurp my fdf, I am.
Vio, Moft certain, if you are fhe, you do ufurp your

felf ; for what is yours to beflow, is not yours to referve 9

but this is from my commifiion. I will on with my fpeech

in your praife, and then fhew you the heart of iny mef-

fage.
,

OH, Come to what is important in*t : I forgive you the

praife.

Vol. Ill X. Viu
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Vio, Alas, I took great pains to ftudy it, and 'tis poe-

tical.

OH, 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 ycu than to hear you.

If you be not mad, begone; it you have reafon, be brief j

'tis not that time of the moon with me, to make one in

fo /kipping 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 lady.

OH. Tell me your mind.

Vio. lama meffenger.

OH. Sure you have fome hideous matter to deliver,when
the courtefie of it is fo fearful. Speak your office.

Vio. It alone concerns your ear. I bring no overtoire of
war, no taxation of homage j I hold the olive in my hand;

my words are as full of peace as matter.

Oli» Yet you began rudely. What are you ? what wouM
you ?

Vio, The rudcnefs that hath appeared in me have I

learned from my entertainment. What 1 am, and what I

would, are as fccret as a maiden-head j to your ears divi-

nity j to any others prophanation.

0//. Give us the place alone, [J?a:// Maria.] We will

hear this divinity. Now, Sir, what is your text ?

Vio, Moft fweet Lady.

Oli. A comfortable do6lrine, and much may be faid of

it. Where lyes the text.

Vio. In Orjino''^ bofom.

Oli. In his bofom ? in what chapter of his bofom ?

Vio. To anfwer by the method, in the firft of his heart*

Oli, O, I have read it \ it is herefie. Have you no
more to fay ?

Vic. Gocd Madam, let me fee yon r face.

Oli. Have yon any commiliion from your Lord to nego-

tiate with my face ? you are now out of your text ; but

we will draw tlie curtain, and fhvw you the pi(5^ure. Look
you, Sir, fuch a cne 1 Vr'ear this prefcnt : is't not well

aone ? [Unveiling*

fi9*
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Vio» Excellently done, if God did all.

Olu 'Tis in 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 crueirfl: fhe alive,

Jf you will lead thefe graces to the grave,

And leave the world no copy.

on* O, Sir, I will not be fo hard-hearted : I will give

out divers fchedules of my beauty. It fhall be inventoried,

and every particle and utenfii labelPd to my will. As,
Jtentf two lips indifferent red. Itemy two grey eyes, with
lids to thcra. Iteniy one neck, one chin, and fo forth*

Were you fent hither to praife me ?

Via. I fee you what you are, you are too proud j

But if you were the devil, you are fair,

My Lord and mafter loves you : O, fuch love

Could be but recompenc'd, tho' you were crown'd
The non-pareil of beauty.

Oli. How does he love me }

Vio, Wi<"h 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 frcfh and ftainlefs youth
j

In voices well divulg*d, free, learn'd, and valiant,

And in dnnenfion and the ihape of nature

A gracious p'.:rfon j yet I cannot love him
5

He might have took his anfwer long age?.

Vio* If I did love you in my maker's flame.

With fuch a fuff'ring, fuch a deadly life,

Jn your denial I would find no fenfe :

I would not underftand it.

Oh» 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 of night

:

Hollow your name to the reverberant hills.

And make the babling goflfip of the air

Cry QUt, Olivia : O, you fliould not reft

K fi Be-
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Between the elements of air and earth.

But you fhould pity me.

Oli» You might do much :

What is your parentage?

Vio* Above my fortunes, yet my ftate Is well 5

I am a gentleman.

on* Get you to your Lord ;

I cannot love him : let him fend no more,

Unlefs, perchance, you come to me again,

To tell me hovir he takes it 5 fare you well

:

I thank you for your pains
5

fpend this for me.
Vio» I am no fee'd poft, Lady

;
keep your purfe :

My mafter not my felf, lacks recompence.

Love makes his heart of flint, that you fhall love
5

And let your fervour, like my mafters be

Plac'd in contempt ! farewel, fair cruelty. \Exh
Ol'u What is your parentage ?

Above my fortune, yet viy Jlate is ivell

:

I am a gentleman Til be fwforn thou art*

Thy tongue, thy face, thy limbs, adions, and fpirit^

Do give thee five-fold blazon- ^not too faft—

•

Soft, foft, unlefs the man the mafter were.

How now ? even fo quickly may one catrh

The plague ? methinks I feel this youth*s perfedios5»

"With an invifible and fubtile ftealth

To creep in at mine eyes. Well, let it be

What hoa, Maholio /

Enter Malvolio.

Mai, Here, Mad<2m, at your fervice.

OH, Run after that fame peevifli melTenger,

The Duke's man 5 he left here this ring behind hira

Would I, or not: tell him, Til none of it.

Defire him not to flatter with his Lord,
Nor hold him up with hopes 5 I am not for him :

If that the youth will come this w^ay to-morrow.
I'll give him reafon for't. Hye thee, Malvolio,
MaU Madam, I will. {Ex^m
Oli, I do I know not what, and fear to find

M ne eye too ^reat a flatterer for my miad
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Fate, fhew thy force ; our felves we do not owe

j

What is decreed muft be , and be this fo ! \Exit,

A C T II. SCENE L
"the SrRE E T.

Enter Antonio- an^i Sebaftian.

Ant, XT TILL you ftay no longer? nor will you not,W that I go with you ?

Se^, By your patience, no: my ftars iliine darkly over

ine ; the malignancy of my fate might perhaps diftemper

yours: therefore I crave of you your leave, that I may
bear my evils alone. It were a bad recompence for your
love, to lay any of them on you.

u^nt. Let me yet know of you, whither you are bound.

Se^. No, footh, Sirj my determinate voyage is meer
extravagancy : but I perceive in you fo excellent a touch of

modefty, that you will not extort from me what I am wil-

ling to keep in j therefore it charges me in manners the ra-

ther toexprefs my felf : you mufl know ofme then Antonioy

my name is Sebaflian, which Icali'd Rodorigo
j
my father

was that Sebaftian of Meteitn, whom I know you have
heard of. He left behind him, my felf, and a fifter, both

born in one hour ; if the heav'ns had been pleas'd, would

we had foended ! but you, Sir, alterM that, for fome hours

before you took m^ from the breach of the fea, was my
filler drown'd.

j^nt. AUs the day !

>Sel>. A Lady, Sir, who, tho* it was faid fhe much re-

fembled ms, was yet of many accounted beautilul j but

tho' I could not with fuch eftimable wonder over-far be-

lieve that, yet thus far I will boidJy publi/h her, /lie bore

a mind that envy could not but call fair: /he is drown'd

already. Sir, with fait water, tho* X feem to drown her

remembrance again v/ith more.

^nc» Pardon me. Sir, your bad entertainment.

iieb. O good Antonioy forgive me your trouble.

Ant, If you will notmurther me for my love, let me be

your fervant.

^eb. if you will not undo what you have done, that is,

kill him whom vou havt rccover'd, delire it not. Fare ye

X 3 well
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well at once
;
my bofom is full of kindne/s, and I am ye£

fo near the manners of my mother, that upon the leafe

occafion more, mine eyes will tell tales ofme : I am bound

to the Duke Ory?;7c's Court ; larewel. [Exitm

Ant. The gentlenefs of all the Gods go with thee !

I have made enemies in Orjino's Court,

Elfe would I very fliortly fee rhee there:

But come what may, i do adore theefo.

That danger fhall feem fport^ and I will go, [Exit*

SCENE II.

Evter Viola <2?;<^Malvolio atfeveral Doors,

Mai. Were not you e'en now with the Countefs Otivio ?
Vio, Even now. Sir 5 on a moderate pace I have fince

arriv'd but hither.

Mai. She returns this ring to you, Sir; for being youar

Lord's /he'll none of it. You might have faved me my
pains, to have taken it away your felf. She adds more-
over, that you iTiould put your Lord into a defparate aiTti-

ranee, Ihe will none Gihim* And one thing more, that

you be never fo hardy to come again in his affairs, unlelis

k be to report your Lord's taking of this : receive it fo-

Vh. She took the ring of me, Til none of it.

MjL Come, Sir, you peeviflily threw it to her, and her

will is, it /hould be fo returned : if it be worth looping

for, there it lyes in your eye j if not, be it his that finds

it.
'

[Ex-itm

Vio, None of my Lord'^s ring ? why, he fent her noae^
I left no ring with her 5 what means this lady ?

Fortune forbid my cutfide fhould have charm'd her \

She made good view of me, indeed fo much.
That fure methought her eyes did let her tongue.

For fhe did fpeak in frarts di(^ra6iedjy :

She loves me fure, the cunning of her paliion

Invites me in this churlifh meflenger.

I f!houid be man, if it be fo : as 'tis,

PoorLsdy, fhe 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 fct their forms

!
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Alas, our frailty is the caufe, not we,

for fuch as we are made, ev*n fucii vvc be.

How will this fadge ? my mafter loves her dearly,
^

And I, poor minifter, fund as much on him
5

And flie, miftakcn, feems to doat on me :

"What will become of this ? as I am man,
My ftate is defperate from my mafter's love

;

As I am woman, now alas the day !

What thriftlefs fighs Hiall poor Olinjia breathe !

0 time, thou mult untangle this, not I,

It is too hard a knot for me t'unty. \Exit»

SCENE III. Olivia'f

Enter Sir Toby and Sir Andrew.
-Sr/- Tel. Approach, yindrezv : not to be a- bed after

midnight, is to be up betimes, and Diluculo furgere, thou
know'fi:

Sir And, Nay, by my troth, I know not : but I knovv^

to be up late, is to be up late.

Sir To. A falfe conclufion : I hate it as anunfili'dcan;

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 confiftof the four elements?

Sir And. 'Faith, fo they fay, but I think it rather con-
Ms of eating and drinking.

Sir To, Th'art a fcholar, let us th\:refore eat and drink ,

Maria! I fay • a ftoop of wine.

Enter C/oiun*

Sir And. Here comes the fool, i'faith.

Clo. How now, my hearts ? did you never fee the pic-^

ture of we three ?

Sir To. Welcome, afs, nov^^ let's have a catch.
Sir And, By my troth, the fool has an excellent breaft,

1 had rather than forty fhiilings I had fuch a leg, and fo

fweet a breath to fing, as the fool has. Infooth thou waft
in very gracious fooling laft night, when thou fpok'ft of
i^^grogromitus^ of the Vapiam paHing the equinodlial of
^ieubuz

; 'twas very good, i'faith ; I fent thee fix pence
for thy leman, hadft it ?

Clo, I did * impeticos thy gratillity 5 for Malvolio^^m^^

* He means ty fay. mpikst thj ^r^jtu/tj.

is
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is no whip-ftock, my Lady has a white hand, and the
Myrmidons are no bottle-ale houfes.

Sir And. Excellent: why, thjs is the beft fooling, when
all is done. Now a fong.

Sir To, Come on, there is fix pence for you. Let's have
a fong.

Sir And, There's a teftril of me too 5 if one Knight
give a

Clo. Would you have a love-fong, or a fong of good lifi^
Sir To, A love-fong, a love-fong.
Sir And, Ay, ay, I care not for good life^

Clciivn fif'g^'

0 miflrfji mine, luhere are you roaming ?
0 Jiay and bear, your true lo've^s comiitgp

That can fingbah high and lovj^

Trip no furthery
pretty fiveetitig^

yournpys end in lo-Vc ti meetings

E'TJery zuife man s [on doth k/iOiu»

Sir And. Excellent good, 'faith.

Sir To. Good, good.

Clo. What is /ove ? ^iis not hereafter : j.-

Prefent mirth hath prefent laughter

JVoat'^s to come, is ftill unfure.

In delay there lyes no plenty.

Then C9tr,e kifs me^ jiu:et, and tiventy :

Youth's a jluff 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 /hall we make the welkin dance indeed ? fhali we rouze:

the night-owl in a catch, that will draw three fouls out

of one weaver ? fhall we do that ?

Sir And, An you love me, let's do't : I am a dcg at a

catch.

CIo» By'r Lady, Sir, and fome dogs will catch well-

Sir And. Moft certain : let our catch be, Thou kr.a'vs,

Clo. Hold thy peace^ thou knave, Knight. 1 {hull b*;

conftrain'd i^Vt, to call thes knave, Kn'^aC.
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Sir And, 'Tis not the firft time I have conffrain'd one

to call me knave. Begin, fool ; it begins, Hold thy peace*

Clo, I fhall never begin, if I hold my peace.

SirAndk Good, i*fairh : come, begin. \Theyfmg a catch*

SCENE IV. B.nter Maria.

l\^ar. What a catterv^rauling do you keep here ? ifmy
Lady have not cali*d up her fteward Mal'voItOy and bid him
turn you out of doors, never truft me.

lo. MyLady's a Catalan^ we are politicians, Mat^
volto'*s aPeg-a-Ramfey, and Three merry men beive. Am
not I confanguinious ?am not I of her blood ? Ttllygalley

y

lady I there dwelt a man /;2 Babylon, lady, lady* \iiinging*

Clo» Beflirew me, the Knight's in admirable fooling.

Sir And. Ay, he does well enough if he be difpos'd,

and fo do I too : he does it with a better grace, but I do it

jnore natural.

Sir To, 0 the tiv
e[fth day of Decemhtr* [^i^gi^g*

Mar» For the love o'God, peaces

Enter Malvolio.

Mai. My mafters, are you mad ? or what are you ? have

you no wit, manners, nor honefty, but to gabble like

tinkers at this time of night ? do you make an ale-houfe

ofmy Lady's houfe, that ye fqueak out you cofiers catches

without any mitigation or remorfe of voice ? is there no
refpedl of place, perfons, nor time in you ?

Sir To* We did keep time. Sir, in our catches. Strike

up.
^

Mai, Sir Toby, I mufl: be round with you. My Lady

bade me tell you, that fhe harbours you as her uncle, fhe'a

nothing ally'd to your diforders. If you can feparnte your

felf and your mifdemeanors, you are welcome to the houfe:

if not, an it would pleafeyou to take leave of her, fhe is

very willing to bid you farewel.

Sir To. Fareivel, dear heart, Jince I muft needs be gone.

{Singing.

Mai, Nay, good Sir Toby,

Clo. His eyes do Jheiv his days are almofl done,

Mai. Is'tevenlo ?

Sir To, But I IVill never die* [,Singing,

Clo, Sir Toby, there you lie*

Mai.



250 Twelfth-Night : or. What you wilL
MaL This is much credit to you.

Sir To. stall I bid him go f [Singing*

Clo. What an ifyou do?
Sir To, Shall I bid him go, andfpare not f
CIo» 0 no, no, no, you dare not»

Sir To. Out o* tune. Sir, ye lie : art thou any more than
« fteward ? doft thou think becaufe thou art virtuous, there

ihail be no more cakes and ale?

Clo. Yes, by St. Anne 5 and ginger fhall be hot i'tk*

mouth too.

Sir To. Thou'rti'th' right. Go, Sir, rub your chala
with crums. A H-oop of wine, Maria-
Mai. Miftrefs Mary, ifyou priz'd my Lady's favour at

any thing more than contempt, you would not give meani
fcr this uncivil rule 3 fhe fhall know of it, by this hand.

[Exiu
Mar. Go, (hake your cars.

Sir And, 'Twerc as good a deed as to drink when a man's
a hungry, to challenge him to the field, and then to break
promife with him, and make a fool of him.

Sir To. D'/t, Knight, TU write thee a challenge; or
I'll deliver thy indignation to him by word of mouth.
Mar. Sweet Sir Tby, be patient for to-night; fince the

youth of the Duke's was to-day with my Lady, fhe is much
«)ut of quiet. For Monfieur Malvolio, let me alone witk
him : if I do not gull him into a nay-word, and makehini
a common recreatioi], do not think 1 have wit enough td

jye flrait in my bed : I know I can do it.

Sir To. PolTefs us, pofTefs us, tell us fomething of hlra»

Mar, Marry, Sir, fometimes he is a kind of a puritan.

Sir And. O, if 1 thought that, Td beat him like a dog.

Sir To, What for being a puritan ? thy exquifite xtdiion^

dear Knight.
Sir And, I have no exquifite reafon for't, but I have

yeafon good enough.
Mar. The devil a puritan that he is, or any thing con-

frantly but a time-pleafer, an afFe<5led afs, that cons flate

%^'ithcut book, and utters it by great fwarths. The beffe

perfuadcd of himfelf : So cram'd, as he thinks, with ex-

cellencies, that it is his ground of faith, tha^t all that look

G2t
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©n him, love him ; and on that vice in him will my revenge

find not able caafe to work.
Sir To, What w^ilt rhou do ?

Mar, I will drop in his way fomeobfciireepifTIes of lev*,

wherein, by the colour of his beard, the fhape of his leg,

the manner of his gate, the exprefTure of his eye, forehead,

and complexion, he/hall find himfelf moft feelingly per-

fonated. I can write very like my Lady your neice ; on a

forgotten matter we can hardly make a diftindtion of our

hands.

Sir To, Excellent, I fmell a device.

Sir And I hav*t in my nofe too.

Sir To. He (hall think by the letters that thou wilt dro^),

that they come from my neice, and that fhe is in love with
him.

Mar, My pnrpofe 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 phyfick

will work with him. I will plant you two, and let the

fool make a third, where he fhall find the letter : obferve

his conftru£lion of it : for this night to bed, and dream on
the event. Farewel. [Exit,

Sir To. Good night, Penthifiha.

Sir And. Before me, fhe*s a good wench.
SirTo^ She's a beagle, true bred, and one that adores

me ; what o*that ?

Str And. I was ador'd once too.

Sir To. Let's to bed, Kftight : thou hadfl need fend for

jnore mony.
*S//- And, If I cannot recover you 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 1 do not, never truft me, take it how you
will.

Sir7o, Come, come, Til go burn fome fack, 'tis too

Ijte to go to bed now ; come, Knight, come. Knight.

[Exeunt*

SCENE
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SCENE V. rhe Palace.

Enter Duke, Viola, Curio, and others.

Duke. Givemefome mufick; now good-morrow,friends 1

Now, good Cefario, but that piece of fong.

That old antique fong we heard laft night
;

Rethought it did relieve my palTion much.
More than light airs, and recol'edled terms

Of thefe nioft brilk and giddy-paccd times.

Come, but one verfe.

Cur, He is not here, fo plea fe your Lordfhip, thatfliouli

fing it

JDuke. Who was it ?

Cur. Fefte the jefler, n)y Lord, a fool that the Lady
Oli'via\ father took much delight in. He is about the

houfe.

Duke. Seek him out, and play the tune the while.

\Ex. Curio. Mufick.

Come hither, boy ; if ever thou flialt love.

In the fvveet pangs of it, remember me
5

For fuch as I am, all true lovers are,

Unftaid and fkittifii in all motions elfe.

Save in the conftant image of the creature

That is belov'd. How doft thou like this tune I

Vio. It gives a very echo to the feat

Where love is thron'd.

Duke, Thou deft fpeak mafl-erly.

My life upon't, young tho' thou art, thine eye

Hath ftaid upon fome favour that it loves : *

Hath it not, boy ?

V'lo. A little, by your favour.

Duke. What kind of woman is't ?

Vio. Of your complexion.

Duke. She is not worth thee then. What years, i'faith ?

Vio. About your years, my Lord.

Duke. Too old, by heav'nj letftill the woman take

An elder than her felf, fo wears /he to him
5

So fways fhe level in her hufband's heart.

For, bdyy however we do praife our felves.

Our fancies are more giddy and unfirm.

More
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More longing, wavering, fooner loft and won.
Than womens are.

Vio, I think it well, my Lord.

Duke, Then let thy love be younger than thy fclf.

Or thy affedlion cannot hold the bent

:

For women are as rofes, whofe fair flower

Being once difplayM, doth fall that very hour.

Via, And fo they are : alas, that they are fo.

To die, even when they to perfection grow

!

Enter Curio and Cloivn,

Duke. O fellow, come, thefong we had laft night*

Mark it, Cefarlo, it is old and plain
;

The fpinfters and the knitters in the fun,

And the free maids that weave ths?r thread with bones.

Do ufe to chant it : it is filly footh.

And dallies with the innocence of love.

Like the old age.

C/o, Are you ready. Sir ?

Duke, I pr'ythee fing. l^MuJick,SONG.
Come a'way, corns a'u^ay, death

^

And in fad cyprefs let me be laid
5

Fly aioay^fiy aiuay, breath,

Iam Jlain by a fair cruel maid.

My foroivd of wbitCy fiuck all ivitkye'w.

Prepare it.

My part of death no one fo true <

Did fhare it,

^ot a floivery not a floiver fweet.
On my black-Coffin let there be Jiroivn :

^ot a friend, not afriend greet
My poor corps

J
ivhere my bones pall be thrown,

A tboufand thoufand fighi to fa'vc^

hay me <zvbere

^rue lo'ver nevei' find my grai'£,

lo iv^ep there.

Duke. There's for thy pains,

C/o. No paini, Sir ; Itakc pleafure in finging, Sir.

Duke, ril pay thy pleafure then. '

"

C/f.Trujy,Sir, and pleafuraviii be paid -ons time or other.

Vou lil Y Duke.
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Duke. Give me now leave to-Jeave thee.

CIo. Now the melancholy God proiedl ihee, and the tay-

lor make thy d<^ub'f:t r.fchangeable taffata, for thy mind is

a very opal ! I would have men of fuch conftancy put to

fea, that their bufjnefs might be every thing, and their in-

tent every where, for that's i: that always makes a good

voyage of nothing. Farewel. [^Exic,

S C E N E VI.

Duke. Let all the refr give place. Once more, Cefario,,

Get thee to yond fame fovereign cruelty :

Tell her, my love-, more noble than the world.

Prizes nut quantiiy of dirty-lands
j

The parts that foriune hath btftovvM upon her,

Tel] her I h*.ld as giddily as fortune:

But 'tis that miracle, and queen of gems

That nnrure pr.mks her in, attracts my fouL :

Fio. hwt if ft^ cannot love you, Sir ? •

Duke. I cannot be fo anfwer'd.
|

Vio. Scoth but you muft.

Ssy that fome L?dy, 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 5 muft fhe not then be anfwer'd ?

Duke* There is no woman*s fides

Can bJde the beating of fo a ftrong a pafiion,

As love doth give my heart : no woman's heart
;

So big to hold fo much
j
they lack retention. 1

Alas, their love may be callM appetite: '

No motion of the liver, but the palate.

That fuff.rs furfeit, cloyment, and revolt;

But mine is all as hungry as the fea.

And can digeft much; make no compare

Between that lx>ve a woman can bear me.
And that i owe Vlivia,

Vio. Ay, but 1 know
Duke, What doft thou know ?

Vio. Too well v/hat love women to men may owe ^

In faith, they are as true of hear as we*

JWy father had a daughter iov'd at man, ^

As
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As It might be, perhaps, were I a woman,

I fliould your Lordfhip.

Duke, What^s her hiftory ?

Vio, A blank, my Lord : ihe never told her love.

But let concealment, like a worm Tth' bud.

Feed on her damafk cheek ; /he pin'd in thought.

And with a green and yellow melancholy.

She fat like Patience on a monument.
Smiling at grief. Was not this love indeed ?

We men may lay more, fwear more, but indeed

Our ihews are more than will ; for ftill we prove

Much in our vows, but little in our love.

Duh, But dy'd thy fifter of her love, my boy ?

Vio, She's all the daughters of my father's houfe.

And I am all the fons, but yet I know not,—

—

Sir, fliall I to this Lady ?

Duke, Ay, that's the theam.

To her in hafte
j
give her this jewel : fay.

My love can give no place, bide no denay. [Exeunt^

SCENE VIL Olivia'i Garden,

Enter Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Fabian.

Sir To, Come thy ways, Signior Fahian.

Fab, Nay, Til come j if I lofe a fcruple of this fport,

let me be boii'd to death with melancholy.

Sir To. Would'ft thou not be giad to hav;: th- niggardly

rafcally fheep-biter come by fome notable fiiame ?

Fab, I would exult, man
;
you know he brought me uut

of favour with my Lady, about a bear-bdlt rv. !

' Sir To. To anger him we'll have rhebear - ii . , aud we
will fool him black and blue, fhali we not, Si' A^d^e zv f

Sir And, And we do not, it's pity ot our iivei.

Enter Maria.
^

Sir To, Here comes the little villain; how now. my
nettle of India f

Mar, Get ye all three into the box-tree ; Malnjolu)*^

coming down this walk, he has been yonaeri' . h' fun ..ct i-

fing behaviour to his own fhadovv this ha'.r hour. Obj -i ve

him, for the love of mocker) ^ f)r i know this iettei will

make a contemplative ideot of him. Cioie, in the n^me
sY z of
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of jefting ; — lye thou there
;

[Drops a Letter,'] for here

comes the trout that muft be caught with tickling. [Exit.

SCENE VIII. Enter Malvolio.

MaL 'Tis but fortune, all is fortune. Maria once told

me fhe did afteft me ; and I have heard her felf come thus

near, that fhould /he fancy, it fhould be one of my com-
plexion. Befides, fhe ufes me with a more exalted refpeft,

than any one elfe that follows her. What fhould I think

on't ?

To, Here's an over-weening rogue.

Fab, Oh, peace: contemplation makes a rare turkey-

cock of him ; how he jets under his advanced plumes i

Sir And. 'Slife, I could fobeat the rogue.

Sir To. Peace, I fay.

Mai. To be Count Mal'volio,

Sir To. Ah, rogUe!

And. Piftol him, piftol him.
To. Peace, peace.

Mat. There is example for't: the Lady of th« Strachy *
jnarried the yeoman of the wardrobe.

Sir And, Fie on him, Jezebel!

Fah. O, peace, now he's deeply in ; look how imagi-

nation 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

!

MaL Calling my officers about me, in my branch'd vel-

vet gown
;
having come from a day-bed, where I have left

Qh'via fleeping.

Sir To. Fire and brim.ftone !

Fah. Oh, peace, peace.

Mai. And then to have the humour of ftate ; and after

a demure travel of regard, telling them 1 know my place,

as I would they fliouid do theirs to alk for my uncle

^oby

Sir To, Bolts and fhackles

!

* This is a word tniftaken in the copying or printing, but it is

not t-afy to conjtdlure what rhe wo»-d flio'ld be: perhaps Stram

Ui-r.h, which (as w.cli as Stratsgm) f-jgnififcs a Gsneral of an Army,
CojTjiuandef m chief.

Fah
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Fab, Oh, peace, peace, peace 5 now, now.

MaL Seven of my people with ar. c d .::C d-irt iiSKs

out for him: I frown the while, and per.I/amc wir.c; i.-; iiy

watch, or play with fome rich jewel. Tohy approaclicd,

curtfies there to me.

Sir To, Shall this fellow live ?

Fab. Tho' our filence be drawn from us by th*£a: s, yst

peace.

Mai I extend my hand to him thus ;
quenching ^ry fa-

miliar fmile with an auftere regard of controul.
^

Sir To, And does not Toby take you a blow o'th' iips

then?
^ . ^

M^z/. Saying, uncle Toby, my fortunes having caiime

en your niece, give me this prerogative of Ipetch

Sir To. What, what ?

MaL You mufl: amend your drunkennefs.

Sir To. Out, fcab !

Fab. Nay, patience, or we break the finews of our plot.

' MaL Befidcs, you waile the treafure of your time with

fooliOi Knight

Sir And. That's me, I warrant you.

Mai. One Sir Andrew.

Sir And. I knew 'twas I, for many do call me fool.

Mai. What implement have we here ?

[Taking up the letttr*

Fab. Now is the woodcock near the gin.

Sir To. Oh, peace ! now the fpirit of humours intimate

i-eadiijg aloud to him!
, ^ , ,

Mai. By my life, this is my Lady s hand : thefe be her

very C's, her and her T's, and thus makes fhe her

P's. It is, in contempt of queftion, her hand.

And, Her C's, her C/'s, and her : why that ?

MaU To the unknown belo'v'd, this, and my good wifia ;

her very phrafes; By your leave, wax. Soft ! and the im-

prefiure her L ucrece, with which ihe ufes to feal
j

tis my

Lady: to whom fhouM this be ?

Fab. This wins him, liver and all.

Mai. Jove kn'jws 1 lo've, alas ! but who,

Lipi ds not move, m man mufl knoiv.
^ Y 3 No



5158 Twelfth-Night: ox^ What you will

Koman muftknow—what follows? the numbers alter-

no man muft know— if this fihould be thee, Maholio f

Sir To, Marry hang thee, Brock !

Mai. I way ccmmandivbere I adore.

But filence, like a Lucrece knife.

With Bloodlefi Jiroke my heart doth gore,

M. O. A. I. doth Jway my life.

Fab, A fufcian riddle.

Sir To, Excellent wench, fay I.

Mai, M, O. A. L doth f'waymylife—nay, but firft let

jne fee— let me fee-—

Fab. What a difh of poifon has fhe drefs't him f

Sir To, And with what wing the ftanyel checks at it !

Mai, I may Command lobere I adore, "Why, (he may
command me: I ferve her, fhe is my Lady. Why, this

is evident to any formal capacity. There is no obftru^ion in

this—and the end—whatfhould that alphabetical pofition

portend ? if I could vmk.t that refemble fomething in me«
Softly M. 0, A. I

Sir To, O, ay ! make out that 5 he is now at a cold

fcent.

Fab. Sowter will cry upon't for all this, tho' itben't as

rank as a fox.

Mai, M. Maholio M. why, that begins

my name.
Fab, Did not I fay he would work it out ? the cur is

excellent at faults.

Mai, M. But then there is no confonancy in the fequelj

tjhat fuffers under probation : A fhould follow^ but 0 does.

Fab. And 0 fhali end, I hope.

To. Ay, or I'll cudgel him, and make him try O.
Mai. And then / comes behind.

J' at). Ay, an you had any eye behind you, you might

fee more detradlion at your heels than fortunes before you.

Ma/. M. 0. A. I,— this fimulation is not as the former

-i^and yet to cruih this a little, it wcuid bow to me, for

every one ot thel'e Icners is in my name. Soft, here fol-

JoWi. profo"

—

If this fall into thy band, re'volve. In myJiars

I am ab.'uc thee, but be not afraid of greatnejs
5
jome are

iorn grejtjjome atcbienje greatnejs, and Jome have greatnefi

thruji
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fhruji upon them* Thyfates 6pen their hands y let thy blocd

Andfpirit embrace them j and to inure thy jelf to what thou

Art like to he^ caft thy humble Jlougb, and appearfrejh. Bo
oppojite ivitb a kinjmany furly ivith fer'vants : let thy tongue

ta^g 'with arguments of fiat e j
put thy jelf into the trick of

fingularity. She thus ad'vifes thee, thatJighsfor thee. Re-

member ivho commended thy yelloiv Jiockings, and <wifi)*d to

fee thee ever crofi-garter'' d, Ifay remember
j
go tOy thou art

made, ifthou dejirefi to befo: ifnot, let me fee thee afitiuard

fiill, thefelloiv offervants^ and not ivorthy to touch fortune*

S

fingers. FareiveL She that ivould alter feri'icesivith thee

thefortunate and happy* Day light and champian dilcover

no more: this is open. 1 will be proud, 1 will read poli-

tick authors, I will baffle Sir Tcby, I v/ill wafh cfT grofs

acquaintance, 1 will be point devife, the very man. I do
not fool my felf, to letimagination jade me 5 for every rea-

j'on excites to this, that my Lady loves me. She did com*
mend my yellow ftockings of late> fhe did praife my leg,

being crofs-garterM, and in this fhe manifefts herfelf to my
Jove, and with a kind of injunction drives me to thele ha-
bits of her liking. I thank my ftars, I am happy : I will

be ftirange, ftout, in yellow ftockings, and crcfs-garter'd,

even with the fwiftnefs of putting on. Jo've, and my ftars

be praifed ! Here is yet a poftfcript. "^Ihou canft not chufs

hut knciv who I am if thou entertaineft my lonje, let it ap-

pear in thy Jmiling, thy fmiles become thee ivell. Therefore

in my prefence ftill fmUe, dear my fweet, I pr''ythee. Jo've,

J thank thee j I will fmile, I will do every thing that thou
wilt have me. \Exit^

Fab. I will not give my part of this fport for a penfion

of thoufands to be paid from the Sophy.
Sir To. I cculd marry this wench for this device.

Sir And. And fo could I too.

Sir To. And alk no other dowry with her, but fuch an-

other jeft.

SCENE IX. Enter Maria.
Sir And. Nor I neither.

Fab. Here comes my noble gull-cat cl.cr

Sir To. Wilt thou let thy foot 0' my ne k ?

Sir And^ Or o* niir:e either }
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Sir To. Shall I play my freedom at tray-trip, and be-

come thy bond-Have ?

Sir And, T faith, or I either ?

Sir %o. Why, thou haft put him in fuch a dream, that

when the image of it leaves him, he muft run mjid.

Mar, Nay, but fay true, does it work upon him ?

Sir To. Like Aqua 'vita with a midvvife.

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 fhc abhors ; and crofs-

garter'd, a fdfliion fhe detefts 5 and he will fmile upon her,

which will now be fo unfuitable to her difpofition, being

addicted to melancholy, as Ihe is, that it cannot but turn

him into a notable contempt! ifyou will fee it, follow me.

iS/> To. To the gates of Tartar-^ thou moft excellent

devil of wit ! \Exeunt%

Sir And. I'll make one too.

ACT III. SCENE I.

Olivia'^ Garden, Enter Viola, and ClonxfTi*

Vio, O Ave thee, friend, and thy mufick: doft thou live

k3 by the tabor ?

Clo, No, Sir, I live by the church,
Vto. Art thou a churchman ?

Clo. No fuch matter, Sir, I do live by the church : for

I do live at my houfe, and my houfe doth ftand by the

church.
ViQ. So thou may'ft fay the King lyes by a beggar, if a

beggar dwell near him : or the church ftands by thy tabor,

if thy tabor ftand by the church.
Clo. You have faid. Sir: to fee this age ! a fentence is

but a chev'ril glove to a good wit ; how quickly the wrong
fide may be turned outward !

Via. Nay, that's certain
5
they that dally nicely with

words may quickly make them wanton.
Clo. I would therefore my fifter had no name. Sir.

Vio, "Why, man ?

Clo, Why, Sir, her name's a word, and to dally w;th
that word, might make my fifter wanton j but indeed,

words aie very rafcais^ fijice bonds diigrac'd them.
VlQt
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Vio. Thy reafon, man ?

C/o. Troth, Sir, I can yield you none without v/ords,

and words are grown fo faJfe, 1 am loth to prove reafon

with them.

Vio. I warrant thou art a merry fellow, and careft for

nothing.

Clo» Not fo, Sir, I do care for fomething; but, in my
confcience, Sir, I do not care for you : if that be care

for nothing. Sir, I would it would make you invifible.

Vio. Art not thou the Lady Oli'via's fool ?

Clo. No indeed. Sir, the Lady Oli'via has no folly, fhe

will keep no fool. Sir, 'till flie be married j and foolfe are

as like hulbands, as pilchers are to herrings, thehufband's

the bigger: I am indeed not her fool, but her corrupter of

words.

Vio. I faw thee late at the Duke Orfmo'z,

Ck, Foolery, Sir, dees walk about the orb like the fun,

it fhines every where. I would be forry. Sir, but the fool

fhould be as oft with your mafter, as with my miftrefs:

I think I faw your wifdom there,

Vio. Nay, art thou pafs upon me, Vll no more with thegt

Hold, there's expences for thee.

[Gi'ves him a piece of mony,

Clo. Now Jo-ve, in his next commodity of hair, fend

thee a beard !

Vio. By rr.y troth, Til tell thee, I am almoft fick 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 ?

Vio. Yes, being kept together, and put to ufe.

Ch. I would play Lord Pandarus of Phrygia, Sir, t©

bring a Creffida to this Troylus.

Vio. I underftand you. Sir, 'tis well begg'd.

Clo. The matter 1 hope is not great, Sir
5
begging but a

beggar : Crejjida was a beggar. My Lady is within. Sir*

I will confter to her whence you come 5 who you are, and

what you would is out ofmy welkin, I might fay element,

but the word is over-worn. \Exit»

Vio, This fellow is wife enough to play the fool.

And to do that well craves a kind of wit ;
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He muft obferve their mood on whom he je/ls.

The quality of the perfons, and the time;

And, like the haggard, check at every feather

That comes before his eye. This is a practice

As full of labour as a wife man's art

:

For foliy, that he wifely fhews is fit
;

But wife men's folly fhewn, quite taints their wit.

SCENE II. Enter Sir Toby, and Sir Andxtw.
Sir And, Save you, gentleman.
yio» And you, Sir.

Sir To, Dieu 'vous guarde, ]Mon^eur»

Via. Et 'V0U5 aujft ;
vojire firviteur.

Sir To. I hope, Sir, you are ; and I am yours. Will
you encounter the houfe? my neice is delirous you fhould

enter, if your trade be to her.

yio. I am bound to your neice. Sir j I mean, flie is the

HQ: of my voyage.

Sir To. Tafte your legs, Sir, put them to motion.
^io. My legs do better underftand me. Sir, than I un»

derftand what you mean by bidding me tafte my legs.

Sir To. I mean, to go. Sir, to enter.

F'io. J will anfwer you v/ith gate and entrance, but we
are prevented.

Enter Olivia and Maria.

Moft excellent accompIi(hM Lady, the heav'ns rain odours
on youi

SirAnd,T\\2ii youth's a rare courtier ! rain odours ? well.

Vio, My matter hath no voice. Lady, but to your own
moft pregnant and vouchfafed ear.

Sir And. Odours, pregnant and vouchfafed : I'll get *em
all three ready.

OH. Let the garden door be fhut, and leave me to my
hearing. \_Exeunt Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, tfw^/ Maria.

SCENE in.
Give me your hand, Sir.

yio. My duty. Madam, and moft humble fervice.

Oii, "What is your name ?

yio. Csfario is your fervant*s name, fair Princefs.

OH. My fervant. Sir ? *Twas never merry world.
Since lowiy feigning was call'd compliment

:

Y'are
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Y'are fervant to the Duke Orjino, youth .

Fio, And he is yours, and his muft needs be yours :

Your fervant's fervant is ycur fervant, Madam.

0//. For him, 1 think not on him: for his thoughts.

Would they were blanks, rather than fiU'd with me.

T^io. Madam, I come to whet your gentle thoughts

On his behalf.

on, O, by your leave, I pray you ;

I bade you never fpeak again of him.

But would you undertake another fuit,

rd rather hear you to follicit that

Than mufick from ihe fpheres.

Fic, O deareft Lady,-^ ^ .

on. 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

My felf, my fervant, and I fear me, you 5

Under your hard conftrudlion muft I fit,^

To force that on you in a lliameful cunning.

Which you knew none of yours. What might you think ^

Have you not fet mine honour at the flake,

And baited it with all th' unmuzzled thoughts

That tyrannous heart can think? to your receiving

Enough is fliewn 5 a cyprefs, not a bofom.

Hides my poor heart. So let us hear you fpeak.

Fio, I pity you.

on. That's a degree to love.

Vh. No not a grice : for 'tis a vulgar proof

That very oft we pity enemies.

Oil. Why then methinks 'tis time to fmile again 5

O world, how apt the poor are to be proud !

If one fhould be a prey, how much the better
^

To fall before the lion, than the wolf !
[Clock JiriRCS.

The clock i^pbraids me with the wafte of time.

Be not afraid, good youth, I will not have you
;

And yet when wit and youth are come to harveft,

Ycur wife is like to reap a proper man:

There lyes your way, due weft.

Vio. Then weflward hoe !

Grace and good difpofition attend you
!

you'll
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YouMI nothing, Madam, to my Lord by me ?

Oh. Stay
5 pr'ythee tell me what thou think'ft of me ?

Vto. That you do think you are not what you are.
.
Oh. If I think fo, I think the fame of you.
Via. Then think you right : I am not what I am.
Ult, 1 would you were as I would have you be »

Would it be better, Madam, than I am,
1 wifh I might ; for now I am your fool.

OIL O, what a deal of fcorn looks beautiful
In the contempt and anger of his lip I

A murderous guilt /hews not it felf more foon
Than love that would feem hid : love's night is noon.
tejario, 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 paffion hide.
Do not extort 'wry reafons from this claufe.
For that I woo ; thou therefore haft no caufe

:

But rather reafon thus with reafon fetter
;Love fought is good ; but given unfought is better.

^w. 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 miftrefsbe of it.

Oh. Save I alone !

^r^r;
^""^ ^""^^ Madam, nevermore

Will I my mafter's tears to you deplore.
0//. Yet come again j for thou perhaps may'ft move

That heart, which now abhors to like his love. \ExemUSCENE IV. 01ivia'5i/<..
Enter Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Fabian,

^/r And. No, 'faith, I'll not flay a jot longer,
-^/r Tc?. Thy reaibn, dear venom, give thy reafon.

You muft needs yield your reafon, S\x Andreio.
^irAnd. Marry, Ifaw your neice do more favours to the

Uuice s ferving-man than ever Ihe beftow'd on me. I faw'C
i th orchard.

Sir r..pid /lie fee thee the while, old boy, tdlme that >

^ir And, As plain as I fee you now.

Fab.
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Fab. This was a great argument of love in her toward

you.

Sir And, 'Slight ! will you make an afs o* me ?

Fab. I prove it legitimate, Sir, upon the oaths of jadg-

ment and reafon.

Sir To. And they have been grand Jury-men fmce before

Noah was a failor.

Fab. She did fhew favour to the youth in your fight,

only to exafperate you, to awake your dormcufe valour,

to put fire in your heart, and brimftcne in your liver. You
ihould then have accoOcd her, and with fome excellent

jefts, fire new from the mint, you fhould have bangM the

jouth into dumbnels. This was lock'd for at your hand,

aud this was baulkt. The double gilt of this opportunity

you let timewaih ofr,and you arc now fail'd fhtothe north

of my Lady's opinion, where you will hang like an icicle

on a Dutchman's beard, unlefs ycu do redeem it by feme
attempt, either of valour or policy.

Sir Ar.d. An*tbe any way, it muft be with valour, for

policy 1 hate: I had as lief be a Broivvift, as a politician.

Sir To, Why then build me thy fortunes upon the bafis

of valour, challenge me the Duke's youth to fight with
him, hurt him in eleven places, my niece ihall take note

of it
J
and afTure thy fclf, there is no love-brcker in the

world can more prevail in man's commendation with wo-
men than report of valour.

Fi*h. There is no way but this, Sir Andrew.
Sir And, Will either ofyou bear me a challenge to him ?

Sir To. Go, write it in » martial hand, be curft and

brief : it is no matter how witty, fo it be eloquent, and

full of invention 5 taunt him with the licence of ink j if

thou thou ft him fome thrice, it /hall not be amifsj and

as many lies as will lye in thy fheet of paper, although

the Iheet were big enough for the htdoff'^are in England,

fet *em down, and go about it. Let there be gall enough
in thy ink, tho' thou write it with a gocfe-pen, no mat-
ter : about it.

Sir And, Where /hall I find you ?

Sir 'I'o, We'll call thee at thy Cubicuh : go.

lExit,Sir Andrew.
Vol. Ill, Z S C £ N f
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S C E N E V.
Feb. This is a dear manakin to you, Sir Toby,

Sir To, I have been dear to him, lad, Ibme two thou-

fand ftrong or fo.

Fab. We ftiall have a rare letter from him 3 but you'll

not deliver' t.

Sir To. Never truft me then ; and by all means ftir on

the youth to an anl'wer. I think oxen and wain-ropes

cannot hale them together. For Andrt^Wf 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 cppofiie the youth bears in his vifage no
great prefage of cruelty.

Enter Maria.

Sit To* Look where the youngeft wren * of nine comes.

Mar. If ycu defire the fpleen, and will laugh your felves

into ftitches, follow me; yond gull M<2/'z/o//(9 is turned

heathen, a very renegado ; for there is no chriftian, that

naeans to be fav'd by believing rightly, can ever believe

fuch impolnble palTages of groffnefs. He's in yellow

ftockings.

SJr To, And crofs-garter'd ?

Mar. Moft viilainoufiy j like a pedant that keeps a

Ichool i'th' church: 1 have dogg'dhim like his murtherer.

He does obey every point of the letter that I drcpt to

betray him ; he does fmile his face into more lines than

is in the new map, with the augmentation of the Indies
j

you have nut feen fuch a thing as 'tis ; I can hardly for-

bear hurling things at him. I know my Lady will ftrikc

him ; if fhe do, he'll fmile, and take't for a great favour.

Sir To. Come, bring us, bring us where he is. [^Exeunt,

S C E N E VL The Street.

Enter Sebaftian and ARtonio.

Sfb, I would not by my will have troubled you.
"

But fmce you make your plcafure of your pains,

I will no turther chide ycu,

* The Wren isrciriSrlcable for layirg nanyegjjsa: a time, nitte

or teu and fometimes nrora: andailheisthclHiaiL' c c r birds, the

lift of 10 large a brood may be fuvl'o ed to be; littL .liv ttd, which
Tf the iin'§<iini,5f/i<l««iji*reiob« jiYWi of Mar.a,

Ant.
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Ant. I could not ftay behind you

}
my defire,

More (harp than filed fleel, did fpur me forth,

And not all love to fee you, tho' fo much
As might have drawn one to a longer voyage

5

But jealoufie what might befall your travel,

Being fkillefs in thefe parts, (which to a ftranger

Unguided and unfriended often prove .

Rough and unhofpitable) my willing love.

The rather by thefe arguments of fear,

Set forth in your purfuit.

Seb, My kind Antonio,

I can no other anfwer make but thanks.

And thanks 5 and ever thanks : and oft good turns

Are fliuffled off with fuch uncurrent pay
;

But were my worth as is my confcience firm.

You fhould find better dealing : vrhat's to do ? .

Shall we go fee the relicks of this town ?

Ant. To-morrow, Sir: beft firft go fee your lodging.

Seb, I am not weary, and 'tis long to night
j

I pray you, let us fatisfie 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 ftreets.

Once in a fea-fight 'gainft the Duke his gallies

Ididfome fervlce, of fuch note indeed,

That were I ta'en here, it would fcarce beanfwer'd.

Seh. Belike you (lew great number of his people.

Ant, Th' offence is not of fuch a bloody nature.

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

Moft of our city did. Only my leif flood out.

For which if I be lapfed in this place

I fliall pay dear.

Seb, Do not then walk too open.

Ant. It doth not fit me: hojd, Sir, here's my purfc.

In the fouth fuburbs at the Elephant

Is beft to lodge: I will befpeak our diet,

Z z While
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Whiles you beguile the time, and feed your knowledge
With viewing of the town ; there /hall you have me.

Stb. Why r your purfe ?

Ant, Haply your eye (hall light upon fome toy

You have defire to purchafe \ and your ftore,

I think, IS not for idle markets, Sir.

Seh. rjl be your purfe-bearer, and leave you for

An hour,

Ant» To th* Ekpbane*

Scb, I do remember. [ExeunU
SCENE VII. Olivia'j Houfe.

Enter Olivia end Maria.

Oil. I have fent after him
5

fay he v/ill come.

How ihall I feaft him ? what beftow on him ?

For youth is bought more oft than begg'd or borrowed.

I fpeak too loud
5

Where is Malvolio f he is fad and civil.

And fuits well for a fervant with my fortunes.

Where is Maholio ?

Mar, He is coming, Madam:
But in ftrange manner. He is furepofleft.

Madam.
OH, Why, what*s the matter, does he rave ?

Mar, No, Madam, helloes nothing elfe but fmilej

Your Ladyfliip were bed to have fome guard

About you, if he come, for fure the man
Is tainted in his wits.

Oli, Go call him hither.

Enter Malvolio.

Tm as mad as he,

If fad and merry madnels equal be*

How now, Mal'volio f

Mai. Sweet Lady, ha, ha. [Smiles fantaflkally,

Oli, Smirft thou ? I fent for thee upon a fad occafion.

Mai, Sad, Lady ? I could be fad ; this does make fome

obftruftion in the blood, this crofs-gartering, but what of

that ? if it pleafe the eye of one, it is with me as the very

true fonnet is : Pleafe one, and pleafe all,

Oli, Why j hfew doft thou, man ? what is the matter

with thee ?

Mai,
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Mai, Not black in my mind, tho' yellow '"y ^^S^ j

it did come to his hands, and commands (hall be executed,

I think we do know that fweet Roman hand.

OH, Wilt thou go to bed, Mal'volio?

Mai, To bed? ay, fweet heart j,
and Til come to thee.

0//. God comfort thee ! why doft thou fmile fo, and

kifs thy hand fo oft ?

Mar, How do you, Malvo/io ?

MaL At your requeft ?

Yes, nightingales anfwer daws.

Mar. Why appear you with this ridiculous boldnefs be-

fore m.y Lady ?

Mai. Be r.ot afraid of greatnefs ; 'twas well writ.

on. What meanefl: thou by that, Malvolio ?
Mal^ Some are born great— —
Oli, Ha?
Mai. Some atcbie've greatnefs——^
Oli. What fay' ft thou ?

MaL And fome ha've greatnefs ibruft upon them "- "
'

Oli. Heav'n reftore thee !

Mai. Remember nvbo commended thy yelloiv Jiockingi-^

Oli. Thy yellow ftockings ?

Mai. And wijh'd to fee thee crofs-garter''d—-^

Oli. Crofs-garter'd?

Mai. Goto, thou art madty if thou defr'^Jl to be fo

Oli, Am I made ?

Mai, If not
i

let me fee thee a fewant flill—^

Oli, Why, this is very midfummer madnefs.

Enter Ser'vant.

Ser, Madam, the young gentleman of the puke Qrfino^%

is returned 5 I could hardly entreat him back 5 he attends

your Ladyfliip's ple.ifure.

on. rjl come to him. Good Maria^ let this fellow bs

look'd too. Where's my uncle Tcby ? let fome of my peo-

ple have a fpecial care of him, I would not have him mif-

carry for the half of my dowry. \Exit^

SCENE vni.
Mai. Oh ho, do you come near me now ? no worfe

man than Sir 'Toby to look to me ! this concurs directly with

the letter^ ihc fends him on purpofe that 1 may appear ftub-

Z 3 - born
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born to him j for fhe incites me to that in the letter. Caft

thy bumble Jlough, fays fhe 5 he oppofite with a kinfman,

of fiate, put thy Jeff info the trick offingularity ; and con-

fequently fets down the manner how j as a fad face, a

reverend carriage, a flow tongue, in the habit of fome Sir

of note, and fo forth. I have lim'd her, but it is Jo've'z

doing, and 'Jo've make me thankful ! and when flie went

away now, let thi% fellouo be holCd to: fellow! not Mal-
'voliof nor after my degree, but fdiow. Why, every thing

adheres together, that no dram of a fcruple, no fcruple of

a fcruple, no obftacle, no incredulous or unfafe circum-

ftance what can be faid ? nothing that can be, can

come between me and the full profpedt of my hopes.

Well ! JoveJ not I, is the doer of this, and he is to be

thanked.

Enter Sir Toby, Fabian and Maria.

Sir To. Which way is he, in the name of fan£li-y? if

all the devils in hell be drawn in little, and Legion himfelf

pofieft him, yet Til fpeak to him.
Fab. Here he is, here he is 5 how is't with you, Sir ?

howis*t with you, man?
MaL Go off, I difcard you ; let me enjoy my privacy :

go off.

Mar» Lo, how hollow the fiend fpeaks within him
;

did not I tell you ? SirTt^j, my Lady prays you to have a

care of him.
Mai. Ah ah, dees fhe fo ?

Str To, Go to, go to
J

peace, peace j we mufl deal

gently with him j let him alone. How do you, Maho/iof
how is't with you ? what, man, defie the devil 5 confider

he*s an enemy to mankind.

MfiL Do you know what you fay ?

Mar, La you! if you fpeak ill of the devil, how he
t;^es it at heart. Pray God he be not bewitch'd.

Fab, Carry his water to th* wife woman.
Mar, Marry, and itfhall be done to-mo-rcw morning

if I live. My Lady would iitt lofe him for mere than
Vl\ lay.

tongue tang •untb arguments

SCENE 3X.

Mai,
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]\^aL How now, miftrefs ?

Mar, OLord!
Sir To. Pi'ythee, hold thy peace, that is not the way^

do you not fee you move hiim ? let me alone with him.

Fab, No way but gentlenefs, gently, gently 5 the fiend

is rough, and will not be roughly us'd.

Sir To, Why, how now, my kawcock? hcwdoU thou,

chuck ?

Mai. Sir?

Sir To. Ay, biddy, come with me. What, man, 'tis

not for gravity to play at cherry-pit with Satan. 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 godlicefs.

Mai. Go hang your felves all : you are idle /hallow things^

I a-m not of your element, you fhall know more hereafter,

\_Exit.

Sir, To, Is't pofiible ?

Fai. If this were plaid upon a ftage now, I could con-

demn it as an improbable fidlion.

Sir To. His very genius hath taken theinfedlicn of the

device, man.
Mar. Nay, purfuc him now, left the device take air,

and taint.

Fab. Why, we fhall 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 j at which time we will bring the device to

the bar, and crown thee for a finder of madmen 5 but fee^

but fee.

SCENE X. Enter Sir Andrew.
Fab, More matter for a May morning.

Sir And. Here's the challenge, read it; I warrant

there's vinegar and prnp':.r in't.

fab. Is't lo fuwty ?

Sir
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Sir And. Ay, is*t ? I warrant him : do but read.

Sir To. Give me. [Sir Toby readz,

Touthy lubatfoe'ver thou art, tbou art but a jcurvy felloiv.

Fab. Good and valiant.

Sir To* Wonder noty nor admire not in tby mind ivby I
do call thee Jo, for I ivillpjeiv thee no reajon for'^t.

Fab, A good note, that keeps you from the blow of the

law.

Sir To. Thou com^ft to the Lady Olivia, and in myfight
Jhe ufes thee kindly ; but thou liefl in thy throat, that is not

the matter I challenge thee for.

Fab. Very brief, and exceeding good fenfe-lefs.

Sir To. I IV ill ivay-lay thee going home, ivhere if it be

thy chance to kill me
Fab. Good.
Sir To, Thou kilVfi me like a rogue and a ^villain.

Fab. Still you keep o*th' windy fide of the law : good.

Sir To, Fare thee ivell, and God have mercy upon one of
our fouls : he may have mercy upon mine, but my hope ts bet-

ter, andfo look to thy {elf. Thy friend as thou ufeflbim, and
thy fivorn enemy, Andrew Ague-cheek. If this letter move
him not, his legs cannot: I'll give't him.

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 Andreiv, fcout me for him at the cor-

ner of the orchard like a bum-bailifF 5 fo foon as ever thou
feeft him, draw j and as .hou draw'ft, fwear horribly j for

it comes to pafs oft, that a terrible oath, with a fwagger-
ing accent fharply twang'd off, gives manhood more ap-

probation than ever proof it felf would have earn*d him.
Away.

Str And, Nay, let me alone for fwearing. [Exit,

Sir To, Now will not I deliver his letter 5 for the beha-
tiour of the young gentleman gives him out to be of good
capacity and breeding ; his employment between his Lord
and my niece confirms no lefs 5 therefore this letter, being

fo excellently ignorant, will breed no terror in the youth
5

he will find that it comes from a clod-poIe. But, Sir, I

will deliver his challenge by word of mouthy fet upon Ague"
cheek a notable report of valour, and drive the gentleman

as
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as I know his youth will aptly receive it, into a moft hi -

deous opinion of his rage, fkill, fury, and impetuofity.

This will fo fright them both, that they will kill one an-

other by the look, like cockatrices.

SCENE XI. Enter Olivia andVioh,
Fab. Here he comes with your niece ; give them way,

'till be^ake leave, and prefently after him.

Sir %, I will meditate the while upon fome horrid mef-

fage for a challenge. [^Exeunt,

OH, 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'ftrong potent fault it is.

That it but mocks reproof.

Vio* With the fame 'haviour that your paflion bears,

Gcfeson my matter's grief.

Oli, Here, wear this jewel for me, 'tis my pifture j

Refufe it not, it hath no tongue to vex you :

And I befeech you, come again to-morrow.
What ftiall you a/k of me that I'll deny.

That honour fav'd may upon a/king give }

Vio, Nothing but this, your true love for my mafttr.

on. How with mine honour may I give him that.

Which I have given to you ?

Vio, I will acquit you.

on. Well, come again to-morrow: fare thee well.

A fiend like thee might bear my foul to hell. [Exit*

SCENE Xil. Enter Sir Tohy and f^b'nn*

Sir To, Gentleman, God fave thee.

Fio, And you. Sir.

Sir To, That defence thou haft, betake thee to'tj of

what nature the wrongs are thou haft done him, I kiK)w

nut 5 but thy intcrcepler, full of defpight, bloody as the

hunter, attends thae at the orchard-end ; difmount thy

tuck, be yare in thy preparation, for thy affailant is quick,

/kilful, 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 mm.
Sir To* You'll find it othcrwife, I aflure you ; there-

fore.
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Sir And. Ay, is't ? I warrant him : do but read.

Sir To. Give me. [Sir Toby reads,

Touthy ivbatfoever thou art, thou art but a jcurvy felloiv.

Fab. Good and valiant.

Sir To. Wonder noty nor admire not in thy mind ivby I
do call thee Jo, for I ivillJ/je<w thee no reajon for'*t.

Fab, A good note, that keeps you from the blow of the

law.

Sir To, Thou com^fi to the Lady Olivia, and in myfight
Jhe ufes thee kindly ; but thou Heft in thy throat, that is not

the matter I challenge thee for.

Fab. Very brief, and exceeding good fenfe-lefs.

Sir To. 1 ivill uuay-lay thee going home, ivbere if it be

thy chance to kill me-—'
Fab, Good.
Sir To, Thou kill"*ft me like a rogue and a 'villain.

Fab, Still you keep o'th* windy fide of the law : good.

Sir To, Fare thee tuell, and God ha-ve mercy upon one of
our jouls: he may hanje mercy upon mine, but my hope ts bet'

ter, andfo look to thy felf. Thy friend as thou ufeftbim, and
thy fivorn enemy, Andrew Ague-cheek. If this letter move
him not, his legs cannot: Til give't him.

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 Andreio, fcout me for him at the cor-

ner of the orchard like a bum-bailiff j fo foon as ever thou
feeft him, draw j and as .hou draw'ft, fwear horribly j for

it comes to pafs oft, that a terrible oath, with a fwagger-
ing accent fharply twang'd off, gives manhood more ap-

probation than ever proof it felf 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 beha-
viour of the young gentleman gives him out to be of good
capacity and breeding ; his employment between his Lord
and my niece confirms no lefs 5 therefore this letter, being

fo excellently ignorant, will breed no terror in the youth ;

he will find that it comes from a clod-nole. But, Sir, I

will deliver his challenge by word of mouthy fet upon Ague'
cheek a notable report of valour, and drive the gentleman

as
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as I know his youth will aptly receive it, into a moft hi-

deous opinion of his rage, fkill, fury, and impetuofity.

This will fo fright them both, that they will kill one an-

other by the look, like cockatrices.

SCENE XI. Enter OliviaW Viola.

Fab. Here he comes with your niece ; give them way,
'till he fake leave, and prefently after him.

Sir I will meditate the while upon feme horrid mef-

fage for a challenge. ^Exeunt,

Oli, Tve faid too much unto a heart of fto»e.

And laid mine honour too unchary out.

There's fomething in me that reproves my fault
;

But fvich a head-ftrong potent fault it is.

That it but mocks reproof.

Vio* With the fame 'haviour that your pa fTion bears,

GcJeson my matter's grief.

Oli. Here, wear this jewel for me, *tis my pifture j

Refufe it not, h hath no tongue to vex you :

And I befeech you, come again to-morrow.
What Oiall you a/k of me that Til deny,

That honour fav'd may upon afking give ?

f^to. Nothing but this, your true love for my maft«r.

Oil, How with mine honour may I give him that.

Which I have given to you ?

yio, I will acquit you.

Oli, Well, come again to-morrow: fare thee well.

A fiend like thee might bear my foul to hell. [ExU*
SCENE XII. Enter Sir Toby and Fahlsin.

Sir To. Gentleman, God fave thee.

Fio. And you. Sir.

Sir To, That defence thou haft, betake thee to*t; of

what nature the wrongs are thou haft done him, I kiK)w

nut ; but thy intcrcepler, full of defpight, bloody as the

hunter, attends th»e at the orchard-end ; difmount thy

tuck, be yare in thy preparation, for thy aflailant is quick,

/kilful, and deadly.

l^io. You miftake. Sir, I am fure no man hath any

quarrel to me
5 my remembrance .is very free and clear from

any image of offence done to any man.
Sir To* You'll find it otherwife, 1 aflure you ; there-

fore.
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fore, ifyou hold your life at any price, betake you to

your guard ; for your oppofite hath in him, what youth,
flrcngth, /kill, and wrath can furnifh a man v/ithal.

Vio. I pray you. Sir, what is he ?

Sir To, He is knight dubbM with unhack'd rapier, and
on carpet confideration, but he is a devil in a private brawl ;

fouls and bodies hath he divorc'd three ; and his incenfe-

ment at this moment is foimplacable, that fatisfa£lion can
be none but by pangs of death and fepulcher : hob, nob,
is his word 5 give't or take't.

yio. I will return again into the houre,and defire fome
condu£lof the Lady. I am no fighter, I have heard of

foms kind of men, that put quarrels purpofely on others

to tafte their valour : belike-this is a man of that quirk.

Sir To* No, Sir, no: his indignation derives itfelf out

of a very competent injury, therefore gel you on, and give

him his defires. Back you fhall not to the houfe, unlefs

you undertake that with me, which with as much fafety

you might anfwer to him ; therefore on, and ftrip your

fword ilark naked 5 for meddle you muft, that's certain,

or forfwear to wear iron about you.
yio. This is as uncivil as ftrange. I befeech you, do

me this curteous office, as to know of the FCnight what
my offence to him is: it is fomething of my negligence,

nothing of my purpofe.

Sir To. I will do fo. Signior Fabian, ftay you by this

gentleman *till my return. [Exit Sir Toby,

.

Fio, Pray you. Sir, do you know of this matter ?

Fab. I know the Knight isincensM againft you, even to

a mortal arbltrement, but nothing of the circumftance

more.

f^io, 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 him in the proof of his

valour. He is indeed, Sir, the moft fkilful, bloody, and

fatal oppofite that you could poflibly have found in any part

of Iliyria : will you walk towards him ? I will make your
Peace with him, if I can.

Vio, I ihall be much bound to ypu for't : I am one that

. had
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had rather go with Sir Prieft than Sir knight : I care not

who knows fo much of my mettle. [Exeunt*

SCENE xiir.

Enter Sir Toby and Sir Andrew.
Sir To, "Why man, he's a very devil j I have not feen

fuch a virago : I had a pafs with him, rapier, fcabbard and

ali; and he gives me the ftuck in with fuch a mortal mo-
tion , that it is inevitable j 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, ni not meddle with him.
Sir 'To, Ay, but he vv'ill not now be pacified.

Fabian can fcarce hold him yonder.

Sir And, Plague on*t, if i thought he had been valiant,

and fo cunning in fence, I'd have feen him damn'd ere Fd
have challeng'd him. Let him let the m.atter flip, and Til

give him my horfe, grey Capilet,

Sir To. ni make the motion ; fl-and here, make a good

fhew on't, this fhall end without the perdition of fouls
5

marry, Til 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 horribly conceited of him 5 and pants and

looks pale, as if a bear were at his heels.

Sir To. There's no remedy. Sir, he will fight with you

fof's oath fake: marry, he hath better bethought him of

his quarrel, and he finds that now fcarce to be worth talk-

ing of ; therefore draw for the fupportance of his vow, he
protefts he will not hurt you.

^io. Pray God defend me ! a little thing would make
rcll them how much I lack of a man.

Fab. Give ground if you fee him furious.

Sir To. Come, Sir Andre*zVj there's no remedy, the gen-

tleman will for his honour's fake have one bout with you

;

he cannot by the duello avoid it; but he has promis'dme,
as he is a gentleman and a foidier, he will not hurt you.

Come on, to' t. [Tbeydraiu.

Sir And. Pray God he keep his oath

!

SCENE
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SCENE XIV. Enter Antonio.

Vio. I do aflure you 'tisagainft my will.

Ant. Put up your fword ; if this young gentleman

Have done oftcnce, I take the fault on me
j

If you offend him, I for him defis you, [Draiving^

Sir To. You, Sir? Why, what are you ?

Afit, One, Sir, that for his love dares yet do more

Than you have heard him brag to you he will.

S^r 'To. Nay J if you be an undertaker, I am for you.

Enter Officers.

Fab. O good Sir Toby^ hold j here come the officers.

Sir To, V\\ be with you anon. /

Vio. Pray, Sir, put your fword up if you pleafe.

[To Sir Andrew.
Sir And. Marry will I, Sir ; and for that I promised you

rll be as good as my word. He will bear you eafily, and

reins well.

I Off. This is the man, do thy office.

a Off. Antonio, I arreft thee at the fuit of Dukt Orffno,

Ant. You do miftake me, Sir.

1 Off. No, Sir, no jot j I know your favour well
5

Tho' nov/ you have no fea-cap on your head.

Take him away, he knows I know him well.

Ant. I mull: obey. This comes with feekingyou jv

But there's no remedy. I fliall anfwer it.

What will you do? now my necefiity

Makes me to aik y&w for my purfe. It grieves me
Much more, fbr what I cannot do for you.

Than what befalls my felf : you ftand amaz'd.

But be of comfort.

2 Off. Come, Sir, come away.
Ant. I muft intreat of you fomeof that mony«
Vio. What mony, Sir ?

For the fair kindncfs you have fliewM me here^

And part being prompted by your prefent trouble.

Out of my lean and low ability

ni lend you fomething
5
my having is not much ;

IMl make divifion of my prefent with you :

Hold, there is half my coffer.

Ant.
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Ant^ Will you deny me now ?

Is*t poflibfe, that my deferts to you

Can lack perfuafion ? do not tempt my mifery.

Left that it make me fo unfound a man,
As to upbraid ycu with thofe kindnefles

That I have done for you.

Vio* I know of none.

Nor know I you by voice, or any feature.

1 hate ingratitude more in a man, \

Than lying, vainnefs, babling drunkennefs,

Or any taint of vice, whofe ftrong corruption

Inhabits our frail blood.

Ant, Oh heav'ns themfelves !

2 Off. Come, Sir, I pray you, go.

Antn Let me but fpeak.

A little. Why, this youth that you fee here,

I fnatch'd one half out of the jaws of death*

BLeliev'd him with fuch fandlity of love
5

And to his image, which methought did promife

Moft 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, Sebafiian^ done good leature ftiame.

In nature there's no blemi/h but the mind.

None can be calPd deform'd but the unkind.

Virtue is beauty, but the beauteous evil

Are empty trunks o'erflourifti'd by the devil.

I Off Surely the man grows mad, away with him :

Come, come. Sir.

Ant. Lead me on. Exit ivith Off,
Vio. Methinks his words do from fuch pafhon fiy^

That he believes himfeif j fo do not I

:

Prove true, imagination, oh, prove true,

" That I, dear brother, be now ta'en tor you I

Sir, To. Come hither, Knight, come hither, Fahian
j

we'll vvhifpero*er a couplet or two of moft fage laws".
'
/^'/r^. He namM Sebafiian j I my brother know

Yet living in my glais j even fuch and lb

jn f.^vour v/as xi\) brother, and he went
S>i'5 In This fa/hioH; colour, oroament

3

Vol. la. Ak For
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For him I imitate: oh ! if it prove,

Tempefts are kind, and fait waves frefh in love. [Exit.

Sir To» A very difhoneft paltry boy, and more a covwird

than a hare j his di/honefty appears in leaving his friend

here in neceffity, and denying him ; and for his cowardfliip

afk Fabian.

Fab. A coward, devout coward, religious in It.

And, Od's lid Til after him again, and beat him.
Sir To. Do, cufi- him foundly, but ne'er draw thy fwrord*

And. If! do not

Fab. Come, let us fee the event.

Sir To. I dare lay mony *twill be nothing yet. \_Exeunt»

A C T IV. SC E N E T.

The Street. Enter Sebaiiian and Clown.

Clo, "IT 7 ILL you make me believe that I am not fent

VV for you ?

Seb. Go to, go to, thou art a foolifh 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 j nor your name is not mafter CefariOy nor

this is not my nofe neither; nothing that is fo is fo.

Seb. I pr'ythee, vent thy folly fomewhere clfc j thoa

know-ft not me.
Clo. Vent my folly ! he has heard that word of fome

great man, and now opplies it to a fool. Vent my folly !

I am afraid this great lubber theworld will prove a cock-

ney: I pr'ythee now, ungird thy ftrangenefs and teli me
what I lhall vent to my lady ; fhall I vent to her that thou

art coming ?

Seb. I pr'ythee, fooli/h geek, depart from me 5 there's

mony for thee. If you tarry longer, I (hall give worie

paymenft.

C/o. By my troth, thou haft an open hand ; thefe wife

men that give fools mony get thcnifelves a good report *

after fourteen years purchafe.

* Thisfeemsto carry a piece ofSutyr upon Monopolies, the crr^ru^

grievatice of tht time. The grffnt* g«ner3Uy were for ^"I'Metn

Vcar*.; and f he petiti'ms bf jnf^ rf f rr\i to s Coiii)(n»f.^ it w's'

pttl £d ihui H/cn^y gaia'd favcar abr; tcccr:i hom ihencc.
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Enter Sir Andrew, Sir Toby, and Fabian.

Sir And, Now, Sir, have I met you again ? there's for

you. [Striking Scbaftian.

Seb, Why, there's for thee, and there, and there : are

all the people mad ? [Beating Sir Andrew

.

Sir lo. Hold, Sir, or Til throw your dagger o'er the

houfe.

CIo, This will I tell my Lady ftrait : I would not be in

fome of your coats for two pence. [Exit Clotuni

Sir To, Come on, Sir, hold. [Holding SchaiWan*

Sir And, Nay, let him alone, Til go another way to

work with him j Til have an adlion of battery againft him,

if there be any law in Illyria 5 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

5
you are well flefhM

:

come on.

Seb, I will be free from thee. What wouldft thou now?
if thou dar'ft tempt me further, draw thy f\yord.

Sir To, What, what ? nay then I mull have an ounce or

two ofthis malapert blood from you. [Tbey draw andfight

,

SCENE IL Enter Olivia.

Olu Hold, Tohy^ on thy hfe 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 of my fight !

Be not offended, dear Cefario.

Rudefby, be gone ! I pr'ythee, gentle friend,

[Exeunt Sir Toby and Sir Andrevv,

Let thy fair wifdom, not thy pafTion, fway

In this uncivil and unjuft extent

Againft thy peace. Go with me to my houfe.

And hear thou there, how many fruitlcfs pranks

This ruffian hath botcb'd up, that thou thereby

May'ft Imile at this : thou ihalt not chule but go

:

Do not deny j bcfhrew his foul for me !

He ftavted one poor heart of mine in tiiee.

A a z Seb*
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Seb, What relifh is in this ? how runs the flreatn ^
Or I am mad, orelfe this is a dream*
Let fancy ftill my fenfe in Lethe fteep,

If it be thus to dream, ftill let me fleep.

Oli, Nay, come I pray: would thou'dft be rul'd by me!
Seb, Madam, I will.

O//. O, fay fo, and fo be. [Exeunt*

SCENE 111. Olivia Houfi.

Enter Maria and Cloivn,

Mar. Nay, I pr'ythee, put on this gown and this beard,

make him believe thou art Sir Topas the Curate j do it

quickly, ril call Sir Icby the whilft. [Exit Maria.
Clo, Well, ril put it on, and I will diflemble my felf

in't ; and I would I were the firft that ever diflembled in

fuch a gown. I am not tall enough to become the funftion

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 graceful man and a great fcholar. The
competitors enter.

Enter Sir Toby, and Maria.

1 Sir To. Jonjt blefs thee, Mr. Parfon.

Clo, Bonos dies, Sir Tobyi for as the old hermit ofPr^g-af,

that never faw pen and ink, very wittily faid to a neicc of

King Gorboduck, that that is, is : fo I being Mr. Parfon,

am Mr. Parfon
i

for what is that, but that ? and is> but

is?

Sir To. To him. Sir Tofias,

Clo* IVhaty hoOf Ifay, peace in this prtfon !

[In a counterfeit voice*

Sir %. The knave counterfeits well ; a good knave-

[Malvoiio within*

Mai. Who calls there ?

Clo. Sir Topas the Curate, who comes to vifit Malvolio

the luvatick .

[This and all thatfollows from the Clown, in a counter-'

feit voice.^

MaU Sir Topas, Sir Topas\ good Sir Topas, go to my
Lady.

do. Out, hyperbolicaljiend, bow vexejl thou this man?
Talkeji thou nothing but ofLadies f

Sir
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Sir To, Well faid, mafter Parfon.

Mai. Sir Topas, never was man thus wrong'd; good Sir

Topas^ do not think 1 am mad
5
they have laid me here

ia hideous darknefs.

Clo. Fie, thou dijhoneji Sathan ; / call thee by the mofi

modeft terms
; for I am one of thofe gentle ones that <will ufe

the denjil bimfelfwith courtefie : jay''Ji thou thatbouje is darkT
Mai. As hell, Sir Topas,

Clo, Why, it hath bay-windows tranfparcnt as barrica*

dees, and the clearJiones towards the South North are as lu-

ftrous as ebony andyet complaineji thou of cbflrnBion ?

MaL lam not mad, Sir T-opas, I fay to you this houfe
is dark.

C/o. Madman, thou erreft ; /fay there is no darknefs but

ignorance, in which thou art more puz.%,led thmn the Egyp-
tians in theirfog'

MaL I fay this houfe is as dark as ignorance, though
ignorance were as dark as hell j and I fay there was never

n\an thus abus'd j I am no more mad than you are, make
tile tryal of it in any conftant queftion,

Clo. ffbat is the opinion o/'Pythagoras, concerning wild'

fowl?
Mai. Thjrt the foul of ourgrandam mighthappily inha-

bit a bird.

Clo, What think'ft thou of his opinion f

MaL I think nobly of the foul, a^d no way approve his

opinion.

Clo, Fare thee well: remain thcu ftill in darknefs j thou

fhalt hold th* opinion 5/" Pyth agorae, «re I will allow of thy

wits, andfear to kill a woodcock, left thou dijpoffefs theh.ufe

of thy grandam. Fare thee well*

MaL Sir lopas. Sir Topas !

Sir To, My moft exquifite Sir Topas !

Clo. Nay, I am for all waters. [This in bis own 'voice.

Mar, Thou might'ft have done this without thy beard

and gown ; he fees th'^e not.

Sir To. To him in thine own voles, and bring me word
how thou find'll him : Iwjuldwevvere all rid of this

I 'weiy. Ifhe maybe conveniently dc'iver'd, I would

vcrc; fur i am mw io far inoffcnce with my me<.e, that
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I cannot purCue with any fafety this fport to the uplhot*

Come by and by to my chamber. [Exit, nvitb Mark.
SCENE IV.

Clot Hey Robin, jolly Robin, tell me hoiu my Lady does.

^>r , T<
[Singing,

MaL Fool!

Clo. My Lady is unkind, perdie.

MaL Fool

!

Clo. Alas, ivhy is Jhe fof
Mai, Fool, I fay.

Clo. She Icves another who calls, ha ?

Mah 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. Mahoiio!
Mai, Ay, good fool.

C/o, Alas, Sir, how fell you befides your five wits ?

Mai, Fool, there was never man fo notoriouflyabus'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 propertied me
5

they keep me in

darknefs, fend minifters to me, affes, and do all they caa
to face me out ofmy wits.

Clo, Advife you what you fay : the minifter is here.

Malvolio, Malvolio, thy wits the heaven* s reftoret ended*

*vour thyfelf toJleep, and leave thy vain bibble babble,

\_All this in a counterfeit voice*

Mai, Sir Topas

!

Clo, Maintain no words with him, goodfellow.

[ J« the counterfeit voice*

Who I, Sir, not I, Sir. God bV you, good Sir T^opas !

[This is in his own voice*

Marry, amen, I will. Sir, I will, Sir.

[The frfl two words to be fpoken in the counterfeit, the

reft in his own,
^

Mai. Fool, fool, fool, I fay.

Clo, Alas, Sir, be patient. What fay you. Sir ? I am
/hent for fpeaking to you.

Malx Good fool, help me to fome light, and fbme paper

;

Jt«il
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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, paper

and light
i
and convey what I let down to my Lady: it

fhall advantage to thee more, than ever the bearing of

letter did.

Clo. 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.

Clo. Nay, I'll ne*er believe a mad-man, 'till I fee his

brains. I will fetch you light, and paper, and ink.

MaJ* Fool, ril requite it in the higheft degree
5

I pr^ythee, be gone.

Clo. I am gone. Sir, and anoriy Slr^ [Singing.

/'// be njoith you again

In a trice y like to the old 'vice.

Tour need tofuflain,

Wboivith dagger oflath, in bis rage, and his wrath,
Cries ah ha ! to the devil

:

hike a mad lad, pare thy nails, dad.

Adieu, good man dri'vel. [£^/V.

SCENE V. Enter Sebaftian.

Seb» This is the air, that is the glorious fun.

This pearl fhe gave me, I do feePt and fee't.

And though 'tis wonder that enwraps me thus.

Yet 'tis not madnefs. Where's Antonio then ?

I could not find him at the Elephant,

Yet there he was, and there I found this current.

That he did range the town to feek me out.

His counfel now might do me golden fervice ;

For tho' my foul difputes well with my fenfe.

That this may be fome error, but no madnefs.

Yet doth this accident and flood of fortune

\ So far exceed all inftance, all difcourfe.

That I am ready to diftruft mine tye?,

And wrangle with my reafon that perfuades me
To any olher truft, but that Vm mad.
Or elfc the Lady's mad

;
yet if 'iwere fo,

She could not fway her houfe, command her fjllowers,

^dkt and give back affairs and their difpatch.

With
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With fuch a fmooth, difcreet, and ftable bearing

As I perceive ihe does : there's fomething in't

That is deceivable. But here (he comes.

Enter Olivia and Prieji*

OH, Blame not this hafie of mine : if yeu ni«afi v cl\

Now go with me and with this holy man
Into the Chantry by 5 there before him.

And underneath that confecrated roof,

Plight me the full affurance of your faith.

That my moft jealous and too doubtful ioul

May henceforth live at peace. Hefliall conceal it

Whiles you are willing it /hall come to note,

"W hat time we will our celebration keep

According to my birth. What do ycu fay ?

Heb. ril follow this good man, and go with yo«,

And having fworn truth, t.ver will be true.

Oli. Then lead the way, good father j heav'ns \c fh^r^,.

That they may fairly note this a^ of mine. [iu.-^.-.:.

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

rte STREET,
Enter Clown Fabian.

Fah. l^T OW, as thou Icv'ft me, let me feethfs letter.

JjSI Clo. Good Mr. Fabian, grant me anc chcr

Ijequell.

Fah, Any thing.

Clo. Do notdefire to fee this letter.

Fab, This is to give a dog, and in recompencedefire nj
dog again.

Enter Dyke, Viola, Curio, and Lords,

Duke, Belong you to the Lady Oli<via, friends ?

Ck. Ay, Sir, we are fome of her trappijigs.

Duke, i know thee well j how dofl thou, my goa<i frl-

low ?

Clo. Truly, Sir, the b:tter for my foes,, and th v.ori'e

for my friends.

Duke, Juft the contrary^ the better for thy frie;.ds.

Clo, No, Sir, the worie.

Duke, How can that le ?

C/e, Marry^ Sir, they i-r^iie me, and make an a!'' c f
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me 5 now my foes tell me plainly, I am an afs : fo that

by my foes, Sir, I profit in the knowledge of my felf, and

by my friends I am abufed : fo the conclufion to be a/kcd

is, 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 5 tho' it pleafe you to be

one of my friends.

Duke, Thou /lialt not be the worfe for me, there's gold.

Ch, 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 you pocket. Sir, for this once,

and let your flefh and blood obey it.

Duke» Well, I will be fo much a finner to be a double-

dealer: there's another.

Ch, Primo, fecundo, tertio, is a good play, and the old

faying is, the third pays for all : the triplex, Sir, is a good

tripping meafure, as 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 j 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.

Cla, Marry, Sir, lullaby to your bounty 'till I come
again. I go. Sir j but I would not have you to think,

that my defire of having is the fin of covetoufuefs ; but,

as you fay. Sir, let your bounty take a nap, I will awake
it anon. [£x/V Clown

»

SCENE II. Enter Antonio and Officers,

Vio. Here comes the man. Sir, that did refcue me.
Duke, That face of his I do remember well 5

Yet when I faw it laft it was befmearM

As black as Vulcan , in the fmoak of w^ar :

A bawbling veiTel was he captain of.

For fhallow draught and bulk unprizable.

With which fuch fcathful grapple did he make
With the nioft noble bottom of our fleet.

That
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That very envy and the tongue of lofs

Cry'd fame and honour on him. What's the matter ?

I Ojf. OrJinOf this is that Antonio
^

That took the Pbcenix and her fraught from Candy
j

And this is he that did the Tyger board, •

When your young nephew Thus loft his leg
;

Here in the ftreets, defperate of fhame and ftate,

In private brabble did we apprehend him.

yio> He did me kindnefs. Sir j drew on my fide j

But in conclufion put ftrange fpeech upon me,
1 know not what 'twas, but diftra6lion.

Duke, Notable pirate, t^ou falt-water thief.

What foolifh boldnefs brought thee to their mercies.

Whom thou in terms fo bloody and fodear

Haft made thine enemies ?

Ant. Noble Sir, Orfino.

Be pleas'd that I fliake off thefe names you give vrq

jintonio never yet was thief, or pirate

;

Though I confefs, on bafe and ground enough,

Orjtnd*s entmy, A witchcraft drew me hither:

That moft ungrateful boy there by your fide ^

From the rude fea's enrag'd and foamy moutii

Did I redeem ; a wreck paft hope he was :

His life I gave him, and did thereto add

My love without retention or reftraint.

All his in dedication. For his fake

Did I expofe my felf (pure for his love)

Into the danger of this adverfe town.

Drew to defend him, when he was befet

;

Where beipg apprehended, his falfe c»nning

(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
5
deny'd me mine own purfe.

Which I had recommended to his ufe

Not half an hour before.

f^io* How can this be ?,

Duke, When came you to this town ?

Ant» To-day, my Lord 5 and for three months before^

K..1
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Interim, not a minute's vacancy,

^

h day and night did we keep company.

S C E N E 111. Enter Olivia and Attendanti.

Duke* Here comes the Countefs j now heav'n walks on

earth.

T-wi for thee, felJow
; fellow, thy words are madnefs ;

i hi-'je months this youth hath tended upon me
5

Hitt more of that anon. Take him afide.

Cli What would my Lord, but chat he may not have,

W hrj dn Oli'via may fcem ferviceable t

Cfifarioy you don*t keep promifc with me.

Madam!
Duke. Gracious Oli'via !

O't. V/hat do yoO fay, Cefario ? Good my Lord-——

-

^7&. My Lord would Ipeak, mydutyhu/hes me.
6'//. If it be ought to the old tune, my Lord,

;ts liat and fulfome to mine ear,

h Hvling after mufick.

n-ukc. Still fo cruel ?

'//i. Still, Lord, fo conftant.

'...'/A^:'. What, to perverfenefs ? you uncivil Lady,

vvhofe ingrate and unaulpicious altars

y toul the faithfulPft offerings has breath'd out

i iat e'er devotion tendered. What fhall I do ?

Oil. Ev'nwhat itpleafe my Lord, that fhall become him.
Vuke, Why fliould I not, had I the heart to do't.

Like to th' Egyptain thief, at point of death

Kill what I love? a favage jealoufie,

Tint lometimes favours nobly j but hear this:

Swice ytm to non-regardance caft my faith,

iliiQ that I partly know the inftrument

That fcrews me from my true place in your favour j

2;*vc ycu the marble-breafled tyrant ftiil,

n »c this your minion, wh-'m 1 know you love,

And whom, by heav'n I fwe.ir, I tender dcar'y,

3 '' m will I tear out of that cruel eye,

here he f.ts crowned in his mafter's fpight.

:me, boy, with mt: j my thoughts are ripe in mi A hief

:

* An .'ding fo n nn»ry in tht Rotranceor I'hzngenesATA Chr.r.clra.

' jitt.ii by Ikliodorui.

rii
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rU facrifice the Iamb that Idolove,

To fpirit a raven's heart within a dove.

Via, And I moll jocund, apt, and wilJingly,

To do you reft, a thoufand deaths would die.

OH. Where goes Cefario f
Vio. After him I love.

More than I love thefe eyes, more than my life.

More by all mores, than e'er I fhall love wife.

If I do feign, you witneffes above

Punifli my life, for tainting of my love!

Oil, Ah me, detefted ! how am I beguifd ?

Vio, Who does beguile you ? who does do you v/rong ?

Ol'u Haft thou forgot thy felf ? Is it fo long ?

Call forth the holy father.

Duke. Come. away. fTo VioIa«

Oil, Whither, my Lord ? Cefari9, hufband, ftay.

Duke. Hufband ?

OH. Ay, hufband. Can he that deny?
Her hufband, firrah?

Vio, No, my Lord, not L
Oli, Alas, it is the bafenefs of thy fear.

That makes thee ftrangle thy propriety :

Fe^r not, Cefario, take thy fortunes up.

Be that thou know'it thou art, and then thou art

As great as that thou fear'ft.

Enter Prieft,

0 welcome, father.

Father, I charge thee by thy reverence

Here to unfold (rho' lately we mtended

7'o keep in darknefs, whatoccafion now
R'eveals before 'tis ripe) what thoudofl know
Hath newly paft between this youth and me.

Priejl. A contradl of eternal bond of love,

Conhrm'd by -mutual joinder of your hands,

Attefted by the hvoly clofe of lips,

Strengthened by enterchangement of your rings.

And ail the ceremony of this compact

Seai'd in my fun6lion, by my teftimony :

Since when, my watch hath told m« towVd my grave

1 iiave iraveli'd but two hours.

Duke.
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Duke. O thou diflembling cub ! what wilt thou be

"When time hath fow'd a grizzle on thy cafe ?

Or will not elfe thy craft fo quickly grow.

That thine own trip fhall be thine overthrow ?

Tarftwel, and take her, but dire£t thy feet,

Wherethou and I henceforth may never meet-

Vio, My Lord, I do proteft

on, Oy do not fwear
5

Hold little faith, tho' thou haft too much fear

!

SCENE IV.
Enter Sir Andrew ivitb bis head broke*

Sir And. Fdr the love of God a furgeon, and fend oii^

prefently to Sir Toby»

OH. What's the^matter ?

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.
on. Who has done this> Andreiv ?
Sir And, The Duke's gentleman, one Cefario; we took

him for a coward, but he's the very devil incarnate.

Duke. My gentleman, Cefario f

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 5 I never hurt you :

You drew your fword upon me without caufe.

Bub 1 befpake you fair, and hurt you not.

Enter Sir Toby and Clotv^,

Sir And. If a bloody coxcomb bs a hurt, you have hurt

nie: I think you fet nothing by a bloody coxcomb. Her*
comes Sir Toby halting, you fhall hear mere 5 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 with you ?

Sir To. That's all one, he has hurt me, and there's arx

end on't 5 fot, didll fee furgeon, fot ?

Clo, O he's drunk, Sir, above an hour agone; his eyes

were fet at eight i'rh' morning.
Sir To. Then he's a rogue, and a paft-meafure Painirtft

I hate a drunken roeiw.

Vol. lib Oh
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OH. A v/ay with him : who hath made this havock with
them ?

Sir Andt I'll help you, Sir 7ohy, becaufe we'll bedreft

Sir To, Willycu help an afs-head, and a coxcomb, and
a. knjr'e. a thin-facM knave, a gull ?

[Exe, Clo. To. and And.
OH^ Get him to bed. and let his hurt be look'd to.

SCENE V. Enter Sebaftian.

Seb, I am forry, Madam, I have hurt your uncle :

But had ic been the brother o/ my blood,

I muft have done no lefs with wit and fafety.

\^Allfiand in amaze*
You throw a Grange regard on me, by which
I do perceive it hath offended you

5

Pardon me, fweet one, even for the vows
We made each other, but fo late ago.

Duke. One iace, one voice, one habit, and two perfons,

A nati'ral perfpedlive, that is, and is not!

Si-h. Antonio^ O my dear Antonio!

!How have the hours rack'd and tortur'd me.

Since I have loft thee

!

Ant, Sebaftian are you ?

Seb. Fear'ft thou that, Antonio!

Ant. How have you madedivifion of yourfcif ?

An apple cleft in two, is not more twin

Than thefe two creatures. Which is Sebafiian ?
OH. Moft wonderful !

Seb. Do I ftand there ? I never had a brother

:

Nor can there be a deity in my nature

Of here and every where. I had a fifter,

Whom the blind waves and furges have devoured r

Of charity, what kin are you to me ? [To Viola*

What countryman ? what name? what parentage ?

Via. Of Meteltn
5

Sebajiian was my father,

Such a Sebajiian was my brother too;

3o went he fuitcd to his wat'ry tomb.

If fpirits ca?i afTume both form and fuit,

you come to fright us.

§eb. A fpirit I am indee?}^
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But am in that dimenfiongrofly clad.

Which from the womb I did participate.

Were you a woman, as the reft goes even,

I /hould 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 dyM that day when Viola from her birth

Had numbred thirteen years.

Seb, O, that record is lively in my foul j

He finished indeed his mortal aft

That day that made my fifter thirteen years.

Vio' If nothing lets to make us happy both.

But this my mafculine ufurp'd attire j

Do not embrace me, 'till each circumftance

Of place, tinr^, fortune, do cohere and jump
That I am Viola 5 which to confirm,
1*11 bring you to a captain in this town
Where lye my maiden weeds

5
by whofe gentle help

I waspreferr'd to ferve this noble Duke.
All the occurrents of my fortune fince

Have 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.

Nor are you therein, by my life, deceived.

You are betrothM both to a maid and man.
Duke. Be not amazM : right noble is his blood:

If this be fo, as yet the glafs feems true,

I fliail have fhare in this moft happy wreck.
Boy, thou haft faid to me a thoufand times [To Viola»

Thou never fiiould'ft love woman like to me.
Vio, And all thofe fayings will I over-fwear.

And all thofe fwearings keep as true in foul.

As doth that orbed continent the fij^

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 firft on fhore,

£ b 2 Hat&
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Hath my maids garments : he upon fome a£lion

Is now in durance, at Mal'volio's fuit,

A gentleman and follower of my Lady's.

Oli, He fhall enlarge him : fetch Mj/w/io hither.

And yet, alas, now I remember me.
They fay, poor gentleman, he's much diftraft.

SCENE VI.

Enter the Clown with a letter, Fabian.

A moft diftrading frenzy of mine own
From my remembrance clearly banifliM his.

How does he, firrah ?

Clo, Truly, Madam, he holds Belxebub at the f?^aves end

as well as a man in his cafe may do : h'as here writ a let-

ter to you, I fhould have given't you to day morning.

But as a mad-man's epiflles are no gofpels, fo it Ikillsnot

much when they are deliverM.

OH, Open't and read it.

Clo, Look then to be well edifyM, when the fool delivers

the mad-man— i5[y the Lord, Madam,* . .
i [Reads*

on. How now, art mad ?

C/o. No, Madam, I do but read madnefs : an your Lady-
ship will have it as it ought to be, you muft allow Vox,

OH. Pr'ythee read it i'thy right wits.

Clo* So I do, Madona ; but to read his right wits, is to

lead thus : therefore perpend, my princefs, and give ear.

Oli» Read it you, firrah. [2o Fabian.

Vab* [Reads.] By the Lord, Madam, you wrong me,

4ind the worldjhall know it : though you have put me into

darknefi, andgivenyour drunken uncle rule over me, yet have
J benefit ofmyfenfesas well as your Ladyjbip, I haveyour
ewn letter, that induced me to the femblance Iput on 5 with
the which I doubt not but to do my felf much right, oryou
muchJhame: think ofme asyou please : I leave my duty a
little unthought of, and fpeak out of my injury.

The madly us*dMalvolio,

OH, Did he write this ?

Clo* Ay, Madam.
Duke, This favours not much of diftra£lion.

OH, See him delivered, Fabian, bring him hither.

My Lord, fo pleafe you, thefc things further thought oh.
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To think me as well a fifter, as a wife.

One day fhall crown th' alliance on*t, fo pleafe you
5

Here at my houfe, and at my proper coft.

Duke* Madam, I am moft apt t'embrace your offer.

Your mafter quits you ; and for your fervice done him,

So much againft the metal of your fex, [To Viola.

So far beneath your foft and tender breeding.

And /ince you call'd me mafter for fo long,

Here is my hand, you fhall from this time be

You mafter's miftrefs, and his fifter fhe.

SCENE VII. ^wr^/- Malvolio.

Duke, Is this the mad-man ?

on. Ay, my Lord, this fame : how now, Malvdio f
MaL Madam, you have done me wrong.

Notorious wrong.
Oli, Have I, Malvolk ? no.

Mai, Lady, you have ;
pray you perufe that letter.

You muft 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
j

You can fay none of this. Well grant it then.

And tell me in the modefty of honour.

Why you have given me fuch clear lights of favour.

Bad me come fmiiing, and crofs-garter'd to you.

To put on yellow ftockings, and to frown
Upon Sir Toby, and the lighter people ?

And adtirig this in an obedient hope.

Why have you fuffer*d me to be imprifon'd.

Kept in a dark houfe, viiited by the prieft.

And made the moft notorious geek or gull

That e'er invention plaid on ? tell me, why ?

Oil, Alas, MaholiOy 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 fmiiing.

And in fuch forms which here were prefuppos'd

Upon thee in the letter : pr'ythee, be content

;

This pradice hath moft fhrewdly paft upon thee

;

But when we know the grounds and authors of it.

Thou
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Thou flialt be both the plaintifi and the judge

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 ihall not,

Moft freely I confefs my felf and 'Toby

Set this device againft Mal'uolio here.

Upon fome ftubborn and uncourteous parts

We had conceiv*d againft him. Maria writ

The letter, at Sir Toby^s 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 weighed.

That have on both (ides paft.

0//. Alas, poor fool ! how have they baffled thee !

C/o. Why, fome are born great, fome atcbie'ue greatnefs,

andfeme have greatnefs thruji upon them, I was one. Sir,

in th-s interlude 5 one Sir ^fopas. Sir ; but that's all one :

by the Lordyfooly lam not mad'^ but do you remember.
Madam, *ivhy laugh you at fuch a barren rajcal ? an yiM

fmile mty he^ s gagged: and thus the whirligigg of time

brings in his revenges.

Mai. ril be reveng'd on the whole pack of you. [Exit*

on. He hath been moft notorioufly abused.

Duke, Purfue him, and intreat him to a peace

:

He hath not told us of the captain yet
;

When that is known, and golden time convents,

A folemn combination fiiali be made
Of our dear fouls. In the mean time, fweet fider.

We will not part from hence. Cefario, come.
For fo you (hall be while you are a man

5

But when in other habits you are feen,

Orfino\ miftrefs, and his fancy's Queen. [Exeunt,

Clown fings.

Whm that I 'was and a little tiny boy,

PFith key, bo, the wind and the rain:

A fuobjh thing ivas but a toy.

For the rain it rainetb every day.

But
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But 'when I came to mattes ejiate.

With hey, ho, &c.

^Gaitifl knanjei and tbrcves menput their gate,

For the rain, &c.

JBut 'when I came, alas! to 'wife,

With hey, ho, 8cc.

By Jiv^ggerirjg could I ne'ver thrive,

For the rain, &c.

But <whsn I came unto my bed.

With- hey y ho^ &c.

With tofs-pots I had drunken head,

For the rain. Sec.

A great 'while ago the 'world begun.

With hey^ hOy &c.

But thaC i all one, our play is done,

And 'we II firi've to pUaJe you every day, [Exit,

The End of the Third Volume.
















