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PROLOGUE
G Entlemen, Inductions are out of Date, and a Prologue in

Verfe, is asflale as a black Velvet Cloak, and a Bay
Garland

;
therefore you fhall have it plain Profe, thus : If

there be any amongft you that come to bear lascivious Scenes,

let them depart
j
for 1 d) pronounce this, to the utter Difcom-

fort of all two-penny Gallery-Men, youfhall have no Bawde-
ry in it: Or if there be any lurking amongftyou in Corners,
with Table-books

,
who have fame hope to find fit matter to

feed his— Malice on, let them clafp them up, andj,link away,

orftay and be converted. For he that made this ‘Play means

to pleafe Auditors fo, as he may be an Auditor himfelf here-

after, and not purchafe them with the deamefs of his Cares :

1 dare not call it Comedy or Tragedy * 'tis perfectly nei-

ther: A Play it is, which was meant to make you laugh %

how it would pleafe you, is not written in my Part
:
for tho'

ym fhould like it to Day, perhaps your felves know not how
youJhould digeft it to Morrow : Some things in it you may
meet with, which are out ofthe common Road : A Duke
there is, and the Scene lyes in Italy, as thofe two things

lightly we never mifs, But you fhall not find in it the or-

dinary and over-worn Trade of jefting at Lords, and Cour-

tiers, and Citizens, without taxation of any particular or

new Vice by them found out
, but at the Perfons of them

:

Such, he, that made this, thinks vile,
andfor his own part

vows. That he did never think, but that a Lord, Lord
born, might be a wife Man, and a Courtier an honeft Man",

‘ -S
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WOMAN-HATER,

ACT I. SCENE I.

Enter *Duke 0/Milan, Arrigo, Lucio, and two Courtiers.

Duke, 3rrl I S now the fweeteft time for Sleep, the Night is

fcarce fpent^ Arngo, what’s a Clock?
JL Ant. Pali four.

Duk$. Is it fo much, and yet the Morn not up?
See yonder where the fiiame-fac’d Maiden comes
Into our fight, how gently doth file fiide,

Hiding her chafte Cheeks, like a modeft Bride,

With a red Veil of Bluflies ; as if file,

Even fuch all modeft virtuous Women be.

Why thinks your Lordftiip I am up fo foon?

Luc . About fome weighty State Plot.

Duke. And what thinks your Knighthood of it?

Ani

.

Ido think to cure fome ftrange Corruptions in the Com-
mon-wealth.

Duke. Y’are well conceited of your felves, to think

I chufe you out to bear me Company
In luch Affairs and Bufinels of Stare;

For am not 1 a Pattern for all Princes,

That break my foft Sleep for my Subjects good?
Am not I careful? very provident?

Luc. Your Grace is careful. Arr't. Very provident.

Duke. Nayj knew you how my ferious working Plots

Concern the whole Eftates of all my Subje£b,

Ay, and their Lives* then Lucio
} thou would’ft fvvear,

I were a loving Prince*

: 1 Zfiff
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Luc. I chinlc your Grace intends to walk the publick Streets dif-

guis’d, to foe the Streets Di(orders.
B

Duke. rtefc fo.

ylrrL You lecretly will crofs fome other States, that do confpire

againft you.

Duke. Weightier far,

You are my Friends, and you (hall have the Caufe;

I break my Sleeps thus foon to fee a Wench.
Luc. Y’are wondrous careful for your Subje&s good.

Arri. You are a very loving Prince indeed.

Duke. This Care l take for them, when their dull Eyes

Are clos’d with heavy Slumbers.

Arri. Then you rile to foe your Wenches?
Luc . What Milan Beauty hath the Power, to charm

Her fovereign Eyes, and break his Sleeps?

Duke . Sifter to' Count Valore, file’s a Maid
Would make a Prince forget his Throne, and flare,

And lowly kneel to her: The general Fate

Of all Mortality, is hers to give.

As ihe difpofeth, fo we die and live^

Luc. My Lord, the Day grows clear, the Court will rife.

Duke. We flay too )c , is the Umbrames Head, as we commas
ded, font to the fad Co rino, our General ?

Arri. ’Tis lent.

Duke. But flay, where (bines that Light?

Arri . ’Tis in the Chamber of Lazarillo.

Duke. Lazarillo ? What is he?
Arri. A Courtier, my Lord, and one that 1 wonder your Grace

knows not, for he hath follow’d your Court* and your laft Prede-

cdlbrs, from Place to Place, any time this feven Years, as faith-

fully as your Spits and your Dripping-Pans have- done, and almoft

as greafiiy.

Duke. Oh we know him *, as we have heard, he keeps a Kalen-

der of all the Difhes of Meat, that have been in the Court, ever

fince our Great Grandfather’s time; and when he «can thruft in at

no Table, he makes his Meat of that.

Luc. The very fame, my Lord.

Duke. A Courtier call’ll thou him ?

Believe me Lucto
, there be many fuch

About our Court, refpe&ed, as they think,

Even by our felfj with thee I will be plain;

We Princes do ufe to prefer many for nothing, and to take parti-

cular and free Knowledge, almoft in the Nature of Acquaintance
of many, whom we do^ufe only for our Pleafures; and to give

largely to Numbers, more ^ut of Policy to be thought liberal, and
by that means to make the People ftrive to deferve our Love, than

to
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to reward any particular Deferfc of theirs, to whom we give; and

do fuffer our felvcs to hear Flatterers, more for Recreation than for

love of it, though we feldom hate it;

And yet we know all thefe, and when we pleafe,

Can touch the Wheel, and turn their Names about.

Luc. I wonder they that know their States fo well, ftiould fancy

fuch bafe Slaves.

Duke. Thou wondreft Lucio.

Doft not thou think, if thou wert Duke of Milany

Thou fhouldft be flattered?

Luc. 1 know, my Lord, I would not.

Duke. Why fo 1 thought ’till I was Duke, I thought I fliould

have left no more Flatterers, thanthere are now Plain-dealers; and

yet for all this my Refolution, 1 am moll palpably flattered: The
poor Man may loath Covetoufnefs and Flattery, but Fortune will

alter the Mind; when the Wind turns there maybe well a little

Conflift, but it will drive the Billows before it.

Arrigo it grows late, for fee, fair Thetis hath undone the Bars

To Phelus Team; and his unrival’d Light;

Hath chas’d the Morning’s modeft Blulh away;

Now muft we to our Love, bright Vapbian Queen;

•Thou Cytherean Goddefs, that delights

In ftirring Glances, and art ftill thy felf.

More toying than thy Team of Sparrows be,

Thou laughing Errecin<f, oh infpire

Her Heart with Love, or leflen my Dcfire.
[
Exeunt •

SCENE H.

Enter Lazarillo and his Boj.

Ldz . Go run, fearch, pry in every Nook and Angle of the Kit-

chins, Larders, andPaftries, know what Meat’s boil’d, bak’d, rod,

flew’d, fry’d, or fous’d, at this Dinner to be fervM direftly, or in-

dire&ly, to every feveral Table in the Court, be gohe.

Boy . I run, but not fo fail as your Mouth wiii do upon the ftroke

of Eleven.
#

[Exit Boy;

Laz. What an excellent thing did God beftow upon Man, when he
gave him a good Stomach? What unbounded Graces there are

pour’d upon them that have the continual command of the very bed

-

of thefe Blefiings? ’Tis an excellent thing to be a Prince; he is

ferv’d with fuch admirable Variety of Fare; fuch innumerable

choice of Delicates ; his Tables are full fraught with tnoft nourilhirg

Food, and his Cubbards heavy laden with rich Wines, his Court

is ftill filled with moft pleafant Variety: L • c Summer, hisPokce
is full of Green: Geefe; and in Winter it fwarmeth with Wood-
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Oh thou Coddcfs of Plenty

Fill roe this day with fome rare Delicates,

And 1 will every Year raoft conftantly,

As this Day, celebrate a fumptuous Feaft,

IF thou wilt fer.d foe Vi&uais in thine Honour:
And to it fhall be bidden for thy fake.

Even all the valiant Stomachs in the Court,
All (hort-cloak’J Knights, and all crofs-garter’J Gentlemen •

All Pump and Paotpfie, foot-cloth Riders *,

With all the fwarming Generation

Of long Stocks' fhort pain’d Hofe, and huge fluff’d Doublets:
All thefe fhall eat, and which is more than yet

Hath e’er been feen, they fhall be fatisfy’d.

1 wonder my A mbafTador returns not/
Enter Boy*

Boy. Here I am, Matter. Laz. And welcome:
Never did that Tweet Virgin in her Smock,
Fair-Cheek’d Androweda t when to the Rock

' Her Ivory Limbs were chain’d, and flraight .before

A huge Sea-mender, tumbling to the Shore,

To have devour’d her, with more longing fight

Expedt the coming of fomc hardy Knight,
That might have quell’d hisTride* and fet her free, N

Than 1 with longing fight have look’d for thee.

Boy. Your Perjeus is come, Matter, that will deftroy him.
The very comfort of whofe Prefence fhuts

The monller Hunger from your yelping Guts.

Laz. Brief, Boy, biief, difeourfe the Service of each feveral
Table compendioufly. <-

Boy, Here’s a Bill of all, Sir. •

Laz. Give it me, a Bill of all the feveral Services this

Day appointed for every Table in the Court:

Ay, this is it on which my hopes rely,

Within this Paper all my Joys are clos’d :

Boy, open it, and read it with Reverence.

Boy. For the Captain of the Guards Table, three Chines of Beef
»nd two joals of Sturgeon.

Laz . A portly Service, but grofs, grofs^ proceed to the Duke’s
own Table, dear Boy, to the Duke’s own Table.

Boy. For the- Duke’s own Table, the Head of an Vmbrana.
Laz. Is’c poflible/ can He?iv*n be fo propitious to the Duke?
Boy. Yes, I’ll affure you, Sir, ’tis poflible, Heav n is fo propiti-

ous to him.

Laz . Why then he is the richeft Prince alive:

He were the wealthieft Monarch in all Europe
,

Had he no other Territories, Dominions, Provinces, Seat?,
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Nor Palace?, but only that Vmbrana's Head.

Boy. ’Fishery frefh and fwcer, Sir, the Fifii was taken but this

Night, and the Head, as a rare Novelty, appointed by fpecial

Commandment for the. Duke’s own Table, this Dinner,

Laz. If poor unworthy l may come to eat,

Of this molt facred Di(h, I here do vow
(If that blind Hufwife Fortune will beftow

But Means on me) to keep a fumptuous Houfe,
A Board groaning under the heavy Burden of the Beads that che-
weth the Cud, and the Fowl that cutteth the Air: I mall not
like the Table of a Country Juttice, befprinkled over with all man-
ner of cheap Sallads, diced Beef, Giblets, and Pettitoes, to fill up
Room, nor fhould there dand any great, curnberfom, un-cut-up

Pies, at the nether end, fill’d with Mofs and Stones, partly to

make a (hew with, and partly to keep the lower Mefs from eating 5

nor (ball my Meat come inlneaking, like the City Service, oncDifh
a Quarter of an Hour after another, and gone, as if they had ap-

pointed to meet there, and had midook the Hour; nor fh uld it*

like the new Court Service, come in in hade, as if it fain w >uld

be gone again, all Courfes at once, like at hunting Breakfaftj but

I would have my feverai Courfes, and my Difhes well fill’d, my
fird Courfe (hould^be brought in after the ancient Manner, by a

fcore of old blecr-ey’d Serving-men, in long blue Coats, (marry

they fhall buy Silk, facing, and Buttons thcmfelves) but that’s by

the way.
Boy . Matter* the time calls on, will you be walking? [Exit Boy~
Laz,. Follow Boy, follow, my Guts were half an Hour fi ce

in the privy Kitchin. [Exit,

SCENE III.

Enter Count
,
and his Sifter Oriana.

Ori . Faith Brother, I mud needs go yonder.

Count. And faith Sitter what will you do yonder?

Ori, I know the Lady Honoria will be glad to fee me.'

Count. Glad to fee you? Faith the Lady Honorta cares for you as

fhe doth for all other young Ladies, file’s glad to fee you, and-

will fhew you the Privy Garden, and tell you how many Gowns
the Dutchefs had * marry if you have ever an old Uncle, that

would be a Lord, or ever a Kinfmaa that hath done a Murtfeer, -

or committed a Robbery, and will give good dore of Mony to pro-

cure his Pardon, then the Lady Honor ia will be glad to fee you.

Ori . Ay, but they fay one fhall fee fine fights at the Court.

Count, i’ll tell you what you (hall fee, you (hail fee many Faces

of Man’s making, for'yeu lhall find very few as God left the®."

And you fhall fee .many Legs too* amongft the red you (had

I B behold
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behold one pair, the Feet of which were in times paft focklefs, but

are now through the change of time (chat alters all things^ very

ltraRgeiy become the Legs of a Knight and a Courtier; another pair

you fhall fee, that were Heir apparent Legs to a Glover, thefe

Legs hope fhortly to be honourable; when they pafs by they will

bow, and the ‘Mouth to thefe Legs will feem to offer you fome
Courtftiip; it will not fwear, but it will lye, hear it not*

Ori. Why, and are not thefe fine fights?

Count. Sitter, in ferioufnefs you yet arc young

And fair, a fair young Maid, and apt. Ori. Apt?
Count. Exceeding apt to be drawn to. Ori. To what f

Count . To that you fhould not be,
?

tis no difpraife.

She L not bad that hath defire to 111,

But (he thar hath no Power to rule that Will:

For there you fhall be wooed in other kinds .

Than yet your Years have known; the chiefeft Men
Will f em to throw themfelves

As VvflMs at your Voice, kifs your Hand,

Prepare your Banquets, Mafques, Shews, all Inticements

That Wit and Lull together can devife,

To raw a Lady from the ftate of Grace

To on old Lady Widow’s Gallery
; ^

And they will praife your Virtues, beware that,

The only way to turn a Woman Whore,
Is to commend her Chaftity : You’ll go?

Ori l would go, if it were only to fhew you, that I could be
there, and be mov’d with none of thefe tricks.

Count. Your Servants are ready 1 Ori. A hour fince.

Count. Well, if you come off clear from this hot Service,

Your Praife fhajl be the greater. Farewel, Sifter.

Ori. Farcwel, Brother.

Count. Once more, if you flay in the Prefence ’till Candle-lighr,

keep on the forefide o’th’ Curtain *, and do you hear, take heed of
the old Bawd in the Cloth ofTiflue Sleeves, and the knit Mittins.

Farcwel, Sifter.
_ [Ex. Ori.

Now am I idle, I would I had been a Scholar, that I might have
ftudied now: the Punifliment of meaner Men is,, they have too
much to do; our only Mifery is, that without Company we know
not what to do-, I mutt take fome of the common courfes of our
Nobil ty, which is thus: If I can find no company that likes me,
pluck off my Ha. band, throw an old Cloak over ray Face, and as if I

would not be known, walk haftily through the Street?, ’till I be
difeovered; then there goes Count fucha one, fays one } there goes
Count fuch a one, fays another : Look how kfl he goes, faysathirdy
there’s fome great matters in band queftiorilefs, fays a fourth 5 when
all my bufinefs is to have them fay fo ; this hath been ufed

; or if I can

find
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find any Company, I’ll after Dinner to the Stage to fee a Play : where,
when I firft enter, you fliall have a murmur in the Houle, every one
that docs not know cries, what Nobleman is that? all the Gallant!
on the Srage rife, vail tome, kifs their Hand, offer me their places:
then 1 pick outfomeone, whom I pleafe to grace among the reft, take
his Seat, ufe it, throw my Cloak over my Face, and laugh at hi tru-

the poor Gentleman imagines himfelf mod highly grac’d, thinks all

the Auditors efteem him one of my Bofom Friends, and in right
fpecial regard with me. But here comes a Gentleman, that 1 hope
will' make me better fport, than either Streer,and Stage fooleries.

truer Lazarillo and Boy.

This Man loves to eat good Meat, always provided, he doth
not pay for it himfelf j he goes bv the Name of the Hungry Cour-
tier% marry, becaufe l think that Name will not fufficiently diftin-

guifh him, for no doubt he hath more Fellows there, his Name is

LazarMo ;
he is n nc cf chefe ordinary Eaters, that will devour

three Breakfafts, and as many Dinners, without any prejudice to
their Beavers, Drinkings, or bunpers; but he hath a more courtly
kind of Hunger, and doth hunt more after Novelty, than Plenty;
Til over-hear him.

Laz. Oh thou moll itching kindly Appetite,

Which every Creature in his Stomach feds

;

Oh leave, leave yet at laft thus to torment me;
Three fevcral Sallads l ave I faciific’d,

Bedew’d with preciou 0.1 and Vinegar,

Already to appeafe thy greedy Wrath. Boy.

Boy Sir. Laz. Will the Count fpeak with me?
$oy. One of his Gentlemen is gone to inform him of your co-

toing, Sir.

Laz There is no way left for me to compafs the Filh-hcad, but
by being preTently made known to the Duke.

Boy. That will be hard, Sir.

Laz. When 1 have rafted of this facred Difh,

Then (hall my Bones reft in my Father’s Tomb
In peace; then fliall I dye molt willingly,

And as a Diftrbe ferv’d to fatisfie

Death’s hunger, and I will be buried thus.*

My Bier {hall be a Charger born by four.

The Coffin where I lye, a powd’ring Tub,
Beftrew’d with Lettice, and cool Sallad Herbs,

My Winding-fheet of Tanfies, the black Guard
Shall be my folemn Mourners; and inftead

Of Ceremonies, wholfomc burial Prayers,

A printed Dirge in Rhime, fhall bury me.

Inftead of Tears, let them pour Capon Sauce upon my Hearfe,

And Salt inftead of Dull, Manchets for Stones, for other glorious

Shields B z Give
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Give me a Voider 5 and above my Hearfe

For a Trutch Sword, my naked Knife fluck up?

\Tbe Count difeovers bmfilf.
Boy. Matter, the Count’s here.

Laz. Where? my Lord I do^befeech you.

Count . You’re very welcome. Sir, 1 pray you Hand up, you (hall

dine with me.

/ Laz, J do befeech your Lordfhip, by the love

I ftill have born to your honourable Houfe.

Count. Sir, what need all this? you (hall dine with me*
i pray rife.

Laz. Perhaps your Lordihip takes me for one of thefe lame Fel-
lows, that do as it were refped Victuals.

Count . Oh Sir, by no means.

Laz . Your Lordfhip has often promifed, that whenfoever I

ihould affe& Greatnefs, your own hand fhould help to raife me.
Count. And fo much ftill allure your felf of.

Laz. And though I mutt confefs, I have ever fhun’d Popularity,

by the Example of others, yet I do now feel my feif a little ambi-
tious, your Lordfhip is'great, and though young, yet a Privy-Coun-
feilor.

Count . 1 pray you, Sir, leap into the matter, what would you
have me do for. you ?

Laz > I would entreat your Lordfhip to make me known to the
Duke. Count. When, Sir?

Lax. Suddenly, my Lord, I would have you prefent me unto him
this Morning.

Count. It lhall be done, but for what Virtues would you have
him take notice of you/

Laz., Your Lordfhip fhall know that prefen tiy.

Count . Tis pity of this Fellow, he is of good Wit, and fufHd-
<ent .Under Handing, when he is not troubled with this greedy
Worm.

Laz. ’Faith, you may entreat him to take notice of me for any
thing j for being an excellent Farrier, for playing well at Span-coun-
ter, or flicking Knives in Walls, for being impudent, or for no-
thing; why may not I be a Favourite on the fudden ? I fee nothing
ggaintt it. ^

Count. Not fo, Sir, l know you have not the Face to be a Fa-
vourite on the fudden.

Laz. Why then you fhall prefent me as a Gentleman well qua~
iified, or one extraordinary feen in divers ftrange Myftcries.

Count. In what, Sir ? as how ?

w Laz, Marry as thus.

Enter Intelligencer.

Yonder’* ray old Spirit, that hath hajtnted me daily, ever
'

• - " fines
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fince I was a Privy-Counfellor, I mud be rid of him, I pray you
fiay there, I am a little bufie, l will fpeak with you prefently.

Las,. You fhall bring mein, and after a little other Talk, taking

me by the Hand, you fhall utter thefe words to the Duke: May ic

pleafe your Grace, to take note of a Gentleman, well read, deep-

ly learned, and throughly grounded in the hidden knowledge of ail

Sallads and Pot-herbs whatfoever.

Count. ’Twill be rare; if you will walk before, Sir, I will over-

take you inftantly.

La%. Your Lordihip’s ever. [Exit.

Count . This Fellow is a kind of an Informer,, one that lives in

Ale-houfes and Taverns, and becaufe he perceives fome worthy
Men in this Land, with much Labour and great Expence, to have
discover’d things dangeroutly hanging over the Slate; he thinks to

difeover as much out of the talk of Drunkards in Tap*houfcs; He
brings me Informations, pick’d out of broken words, in Men’s com-
mon talk, which, with his malicious Misapplication, he hopes will

fieem dangerous j he doth befides, bring me the Names of all the

young Gentlemen m the City, that tile Ordinaries, or Taverns, tal-

king (to my thinking) only as the freedom of their Youth teach

them, without any further ends, for dangerous and feditious Spirits 5

he is befides, an arrant Whore-maftcr, as any is in Milan, of a

Lay-man; 1 will not meddle with the Clergy; he is a parcel Law-
yer, and in my Conference much of their Religion, 1 mult put up-

on him fome piece ot Service. Come hither, Sir, what have you

to do with me?
Int

.

Little my Lord, I only come to know how your Lordfhip

would employ me. (now ?

Count . Obierved you that Gentleman that parted fr m me buc

Int . I iaw him now, my Lord.

Count, 1 was fending for you, I have talked with this Man, and

I do find him dangerous.

Int . Is your Lordfhip in good earneft?

Count. Hark you, Sir, there may perhaps be fome within Eat-

{frots. [H* whifpers with him.

Enter Lnz^rillo and his Boy.

Sirrah,' will you venture your Life, the Duke hath fent

the Fifh-head to my Lord?

Boy. Sir, if he have not kill me, do what ye will with me,

Laz. How uncert-ain is the State of all mortal things ?

lhave thefe erodes from my Cradle, from my very Cradle, info-

much thfct I do begin to grow defperate: Fortune I do defpife

thee, do thy worit> yet when I do better gather my fdf together,

1 do find it is rather the part of a wife Man, to prevent the Storms

of Fortune by (lining* than to fuffer them by (landing (iii I, to pour

themfelves upon his naked Body ?
I will about it;
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Count. Who’s within there/

Enter a Serving- man.

Let this Gentleman out at the back Door, forget not my Inftru&i-

ons, if you find any thing dangerous: trouble not your (elf to, find

out me, but carry your Informations to the Lord Lucio, he is a

Man grave, and well experienced in thefe bufinefles.

Int . Your Lordfhip’s Servant.

[Exit Intelligencer and Serving-man.
Count . Your Lordfhip’s Servant.

Laz. Will it pleafe your Lordfhip to walk?
Count . Sir, 1 i;as coming, I will overtake you.

Laz,. I will attend you over-againft the Lord Gondarino's Houfe.
Count . You fhallnot attend there long.

Laz. Thither mud I

To fee my Love’s Face, the chafte Virgin- Head
Of a dear Fi(h, yet pure and undeflowred.

Not known of Man, no rou&h bred Country Hand
Hath once touch’d thee, no Pandars withered Paw,
Nor an un-napkin'd Lawyer’s greafie Fift,

Hath once flubbered thee; no Lady’s fupple Hand,
Walk’d o’er with Urine, hath yet feiz’d on thee

With her two nimble Talents* no Court Hand,

Whom his own natural Filth, or change of Air>

Hath bedeck’d with Scabs, hath marr’d thy whiter Grace

:

Oh let it be thought lawful then ior me,

To crop the Flower of thy Virginity. [Exit Laz.

Count . This Day I am for Fools, 1 am all theirs.

Though like to our young wanton cocker’d Heirs,

Who do affed thofc Men above the reft

In whofe bafe Company they ftill are bed:
1 do not ^vith much Labour ftrive to be

The wifeft ever in the Company:
But for a Fool, our Wifdom oft amends,

As Enemies do teach us more than Friends. [Ex. Count.

ACT
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Serv.

ACT II. SCENE I.

Enter Gondarino and his Servants

.

MY Lord! Gond. Ha !

Serv. Here’s one hath brought you a Prefent.

Gond. From whom? From a Woman? ificbe from a Woman;
bid him carry it back, and tell her file’s a Whore* what is it.*

Serv. A Filh Head, my Lord. Gond. What Fifh Head?
- Serv. 1 did not ask that, my l ord. Gond. Whence comes it?

Serv. From the Court. Gond. O ’tis a Cnds-head. (Duke.

Serv . No, my Lord, ’tis fome ftrange Head, ir comes from the

Gond. Let it be carried to my Mercer, I do owe him Mony for

Silks, flop his Mouth with that. [Exit Servant.

Was there ever any Man that hated his Wife after Death but I?

and for her fake all Women, Women that were created for the

prefervation of little Dogs.

Enter Servant.

Ser. My Lord, the Count’s Sifter being overtaken in the Streets

with a great Hail-dorm, is light at your Gate, and defires room
’till the Storm be overpaft.

Gond. Is ihe a Woman? Serv. Ay, my Lord, I think fo.

Gond. I have none for her then: bid her get her gone, tell her

ihe is not welcome.

Serv. My Lord, ihe is now coming up.

Gond. She fhall not come up * tell her any thing*, tell her I have

but one great Room in my Houfe, and 1 am now in it at the Clofe-

Stool. Serv. She’s here, my Lord.

Gond. O Impudence of Women; I can keep Dogs out of my
•Houfe, or 1 can defend my Houfe againft Thieves, but i cannot

keep out Women.
E77ter Oriana, a Waiting-Woman

r
and a Page.

Now, Madam, what hath your Ladyfhip to fay to me?
. ' Ort. My Lord, I was bold to cravd the help of ycur Houfe a-

gainft the Storm.

Gond. Your Ladyftiip’s Boldnefs in coming will be Impudence ia

flaying; for you are mod unwelcome.

Ort. Oh, my Lord

!

Gond. Do you laugh? by the hate I bear to you, his true.

Ori. Y’are merry, my Lord.

Gond. Let me laugh to Death if I be, or can be whilft thou art

here, or lived; or any of thy Sex.

. Ori. I commend your Lordfhip.

Gond. Do you commend me? why do you commend me? I

& A ' / give
/
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give you no fuch caufe: Thou art a filthy impudent Whore j a

Woman, a very Woman.
Ori. Ha, ha, ha.

Gond. Begot when thy Father was drunk.

Ori, Your Lordftiip hath a good Wit.

Gond. How? whar, have I good Wit?
Ori. Come, my Lord, I have heard before of your Lord/hip’s

merry vein in jelling againfl our Sex, wh»ch I being defirous to
hear, made me rather chufe your Lordihip’s Houfe, than* any o-
ther*, but I know I am welcome.

Gond. Let me not live if you be: Methinks it doth not become
you to come to my Houfe, being a Stranger to you*, I have no
Woman in my Houfe to entertain you, nor to (hew you your
Chamber*, why fhould you come to me? 1 have no Galleries, nor
Banqueting-houfes, nor bawdy Pi&ures to /hew your Ladifhip.

Ori . Believe me, this your Lordfhip’s plainntfs makes me think
my felf more welcome, than if you had fworn by all the pretty
Court Oaths that are, 1 had been welcomer than your Soul to your
Body.

7

Gond. Now (he’s in, talking Treafon will ger her out, 1 durft
fooner undertake to talk an Intelligencer out of the Room, and
fpeak more than he duril hear, than talk a Woman out of my
Company.

Enter a Servant.

Serv. My Lord, the Duke being in the Streets, and the Storm
continuing, is entred your Gate, and now coming up.

Gond. The Duke! now I know your Errand, Madam
} you have

Plots and private Meetings at hand: Why do you chufe my Houfe?
are you alham’d to go to it in the old coupling Place, though it be
lels fufpicious here; for no Chriftian will fufpefl: a Woman to be
in my Houfe? yet you may do it cleanlier there, for there is a
care had of thofe Bufineflesj and wherefoever you remove, your
great Maintainer and you (hall have your Lodgings diredly oppo-
fite, it is but putting on your Night-gown, and your Slippers

}

Madam, you underftand me?
Or/. Before I would not underfland him, but now he freaks Rid-

dles to me indeed.
*

Enter the Duke, Arrigo and Lucio:
Duke. ’Twas a ftrange Hail-florm,

Luc. ’Twas exceeding Grange.

Gond. Good Morrow to your Grace;
Duke. Good Morrow, Gondarino .

Gond
. Juflice, great Prince.

£ Duke. Why fhould you beg for Juftice, I never did you wrongs
what's the Offender?

*

Gond. A Woman,

Duka
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Duke . I know your ancient Quarrel againft that Sexj but what

hainou* Crime hath (he committed ?

Gond. She hath gone abroad. Duke. What? it cannot be.

Gond She hath done it.

Duke. How? I never heard of any Woman that did fo before.

Gond. If Ihe have not laid by that Modcfiy

That fliould attend a Virgin, and, quite void

Of Shame, hath left the Houfe where flis was born.

As they fliould never do*, let me endure

The Pains that (he fliould fuffer.

Duke. Hath flie fo? Which is the Woman?
Gond. This, this. Duke. How? Arrigo: Lucie.

Gond. Ay, then it is a Plot, no Prince alive

Shall force me to make my Houfe a Brothel Houfe*,

Not for the Sin’s, but for the Woman’s fake,

1 wilt not have her in my Doors fo long.*

Will they make my Houfe as Bawdy as their own are?

Duke. Is it not Qriana ? Luc. T is.

Duke . Sifter to Count Valorem Arri . The very fame.

Duke. She that I Love? Luc

.

She that you Love*

Duke

.

I do.fufpeft. Luc. So do [.

Duke. This Fellow to be but a Counterfeit,

One that doth feem to loath all Woman- kind,

To hate himfelf, becatife he hath fome part

Of Woman in him * feems not to endure

To fee, or to be feen of any Woman,
Only, becaufe he knows it is their Nature

To wiih to Tnfte that which is moft forbidden:

And with this (hew he may the better compafs

(And with far lefs Sufpicion) his bate ends.

Luc. Upon my Life ’is fo. Duke. And I do know,

Before his {lain Wife gave him that Offence,

He was the greateft Servant to that Sex

That ever was: What doth this Lady here

With him alone? Why fliould he rail at her to me?
Luc . Becaufe your Grace might not fufpeft.

Duke. ’Twasfo; i do love her ftrangely.

1 would fain know the Truth* counfel me. [7hey three wbifper]

Enter County Lazarillo, and his Boy .

Count. It falls out better than wc could expert. Sir, that we
fliould find the Dukeand my Lord Gondarino together, both which

you deftte to be acquainted with.

Laz ’Twas very happy. Boy, go down into the Kitchen, and

fee it you can fpy that fame \ I am now in fome Hope* I have me-

thinks a kind of Fever upon me, - \Exit By.

A certain Gloominefs within me, doubting as it were, betwixt

two Paflions: There is no young Maid upon her wedding Night,
G when
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when her Husband fets firffc foot in the Bed blufhes, and looks pale
again, oftner than I do now* There is no Poet acquainted with
more Shakings and Quakings, towards the latter end of his new
Play, when he’s in that Cafe, that he (lands peeping betwixt Cur-
tains, fo fearfully that a Bottle of Ale cannot be opened, but he
thinks fome Body hifles, than I am at this Inftant.

Count . Arc they in Confutation ? If they be,, either my young
Duke hath goiten fome Ballard, and is perfuading my Knight yon-
der to father the Child, and marry the Wench, or elfe fome Cock-
pit is to be built.

Laz. My Lord? What Nobleman’s that?

Count. His Name is Lvc.ro, ’tis he that was made a Lord at the
Requeft of fome of his Friends for his Wife’s fake* he afFefts to be
a great States-man, and thinks itconfiftsin Night-Caps, and Tooth-
picks? La%

.

And what’s that other?

Count. A Knight, Sirr that pleafeth the Duke to favour, gnd to
saife to fome extraordinary Fortunes, he can make as good Men as

himfelf, every Day in the Week, and doth— *

Laz. For What was he raifcd?

Count. Truly, Sir, I am notable to fay dire£Hy, for what j but
for wearing of red Breeches as I take if % he’s a brave Man, he
will fpend three Knighthoods at a Supper without Trumpets.

’

Laz. My Lord I’Ll talk with him, fori have a Ffiefrd that would
gladly receive the Humour.

Count. If he have the Itch of Knighthood upon him, let him re-

pair to that Phyfician, he’ll cure him; but I will give you a Note; i

is your Friend fat or lean.^

Laz. Something fat.

Count. *Twill be the worfe for him.

Laz. I hope that’s not material.

Count. Very much, for there is an Impoft fet upon Knighthoods,
and your Friend (hall pay a Noble in the Pound.

Duke. I do not like Examinations,

We (hull find out the Truth more eafily, > I

Some other way kfs noted, and that Gottrfe -

Should not he us’d, ’till we be fure to prove

Something dirc&iy, for When. they perceive

Xnemfeke$ fufpefted, they will then provide

More warily to atifwer,

Lvk. Doth (he know your Grace doth love her?
Duke. She hath never heard it..

Luc. Then thus my Lord.
{
They whiffet again.

L z. W hat’s he that walks
Alone fo fully with his Hands behind him ?

Comt. The Lord of the Houfe, he that yoadefire to be acquain-
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Ztx. What's that?

Count. For that which Apes want*, you perceive me, Sir?

Laz. And is he fad ? Can he be fad that hath fo rich a Gem un*

der his Roof, as that which 1 do follpw ?

^What young Lady’s that f

Count . Which? Have I mine Eye-fight perfe&, ’tis my Sifter.-

Did 1 (ay the Duke had a Baftard? What ihould (he make here

with him and his Council? She hath no Papers in her Hand to pe-

tition to them, (he hath never a Husband in Prifon, whofe Relcafe

(he might fue for: That’s a fine Trick for a Wench 5 to get her

Husband clapt up, that (he may more freely, and with lefs Sufpi-

cion, vifit the private Studies of Men in Authority. Now I do
difeover their Confutation, yon Fellow is a Pander without all

Salvation ; but let me not condemn her too raflily, without weigh-

ing the Matter; (he’s a young Lady, (he went forth early this

Morning with a Waiting-woman, and a Page, or fo: This is no

Garden Houfe, in my Confciencc (he went forth with ho diftio-

neft Intent; for (he did not pretend going to any Sermon in the

further^ end of the City* neither went (he to fee any old Gentlewo-

man, that mourns for the Death of her Husband, or the lofs of

her Friend, and muft have young Ladies come to comfort her:

Thofe are the damnable Bawds; ’twas no fet Meeting certainly, for

there was no Wafer-Woman with her thefe three Days on my
Knowledge : I’ll talk with her.

Good morrow, my Lord.

Cond, Y’are welcome. Sir; here’s her Brother come now to do

a kind Office for his Sifter; Is it not ftrange?

Count. I am glad to meet you here, Sifter.

Ori. I thank you, good Brother; and if you doubt of the Caufc

of my coming, I can fatisfie you.

Count . No faith, I dare truft thee, I do fufpeft thou art honeft ;

for it is fo rare a thing to be honeft amongft you, that feme one

Man in an Age may perhaps fufpeft fome two Women to be honeft,

but never believe it verily.

Luc. Let your Return be fudden.

Arri. Unfufpe&ed by them.

Duke . It (hall; fo (hall I beft perceive their Lo*, if there be a-

ny; Farewel.

Count. Let me entreat your Grace to ftav a little,

To know a Gentleman, to whom your feif

Is much beholden; he hath made the Sport

For your whole Court thefe eight Years, on my Knowledge.
Duke. His Name? Count, Lazarillo.

f
Duke . 1 heard pf him this Morning, which is he?
Count. Lazarilloy pluck up thy Spirits, thy Fortune is now rai-

ling, the Duke culls for thee, and thou (halt be acquainted with
C 2» DflZ*
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Laz, He’s going away, and I muft of Neceflity flay here upon

Bufinefs.

Count . ’Tis all one, thou (halt know him firft.

L*z. Stay a little, if he fhould offer to take me away with him,'

and by that Means i fhould lofe that I feek for
; but if he fhould l

will not go with him.

Count Lazarillo
, the Duke flays, wilt tho u lofe this Opportunity ?

Laz H <w muft I fpeak to him?

Count. ’Twas well thought of j
you muft not talk to him as you

do to an ordinary Man, honeft .plain Senfe, but you truft wind

bout him^ for Example, if he fhould ask you what a Clock it is,

you muft not fay If U plcafe your Grace ’tis nine ; but thus ; thrice

three a Clock, fo pleafe my Sovereign; or thus:

Look how many Mufes there doth dwell

Upon the fweet Banks of the learned Well,

And juft fo many Stroaks the Clock hath (truck;,

And io f rth; and ycu muft now and then enter into a Defcription:

Laz. 1 hope 1 fhall do it.

Count. Come: May it pleafe your Grace to take note of a Gen- '
!

tleman, well feen, deeply read, and throughly grounded in the v i

hidden Knowledge of all Sallets and Pot-herbs whatfoever.

Dul^e I Bull defire to know him more inwardly.

Laz i kifs the Ox Hide of your Grace’s Foot.

Count. Very veil; will your Grace queftion him a little? 4
Duke. How old are you ?

Laz Full eight and twenty feveral Almanacks
Have be~n compiled, all tor feveral Years,

Since fi ft l diew this B eatb ; four Prenticefhips

Have 1 m* ft tiuly fetved in this World ;

And eight and twenty times hath Phoebus Car
Run out his yearly Courfe fince*

Duke

'

I undcrfland you, Sir.

Luc. How like an ignorant Poet he talks.

Duke. You are eight and twenty Years old? What time of the 1

Day do you hold it to be?
Laz. About the time that Mortals whet their Knives

On Threfhold.', on their Shoe Soles, and on Stairs,
-

New Bread is grating, and the tefty Cook
Hath much to do now, now the Table’s all.

Duke,
?

Tis almoft Dinner time?

Laz. Your Grace doth apprehend me rightly.

Count. Ycur Grace fhall find him, in your further Conference*

Grave, wife, c urily, and Scholar like, underftandingly read

In the Neceftities of the Life of Man;
He knows that Man is mortal by his Birth;

He knows that Man muft die, and therefore live;
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He knows that Man mud: live, and therefore eat.

"And if it (hall pleafe your Grace to accompany your felf with him,

I doubt not, but that he will, at the leaft, make good my Com-
mendations.

Du^e. Attend us Lazarillo
, we do want -

Men of fuch A&ion, as we have receiv’d you

Reported from your Honourable Friend.

L4%s. Good my Lord (land betwixt me and my overthrow, you know
I’m ty’d here, and may not depart, my gracious Lord, fo weighty

are the Bufi \efles of mine own, which at this time do call upon

me, that I will rather chufe to die, than to negledb them.

Count Nay, you fhall perceive j befides the Virtues that I have

already inform’d you of, he hath a Stomach which will (loop to

no Prince alive.

Duke. Sir, at your beft Leifure; I (hall thirft to fee you.

Laz And i (hall hunger for it. Duke. ’Till then farewel all.

Cond. Count. Long Life attend your Grace.

Duke. 1 do riot tafte this Sport. Arrigo
, Lucio.

Arri . Luc We do attend. [Exeunt Duke , Arrigo, Lucio.

Gond His Grace is gone, and hath left his tiellen with me, I’m

no Pander for him, neither can I be won with the Hope of Gain,

or the itching Defire of tailing my Lord’s Leachery to him, to

keep her at my Houfej or bring her in Difguife to his Bed-Gham^
ber.

The Twins of Adders, and of Scorpions

About my naked Breaft, will feem to me
More tickling than thofe Clafpes, which Men adore*

The luftful, dul’, ill-fptrhed Embraces

Of Womens the much praifed Amazons

,

Knowing their own Infirmities fo well.

Made of themfelves a People, and what Men
They take amongft them, they condemn to die.

Perceiving th \t their Folly made them fit

To live no longer, that would willingly

Come in the worthlefs Prefence of a Woman#
I will attend, and fee what my young Lord will do with his..

Sifter.

Enter LazarilloV Boy.

Boy. My Lord, the Fiih Head is gone again.

Count. Whither?^

Boy. I know whither, my Lord.

Count. Keep it from Lazarillo

:

Sifter, (hall I confer with you in

private, to know the Caufe of the Duke’s coming hither, I know
he makes you acquainted with his Bufinefs of State.

Ori. Fll fatisfie you. Brother, for I fee you are jealous of me#

Gond* Now there ftiall be fome Courfe taken for her Conveyance,
La$\r
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Laz . Lazaritlo, thou art happy, thy Carriage hath begot Lore*
and that Love hath brought forth Fruits > thou art here in the Com-
pany of a Man honourable, that will help thee to tafte of the
Bounties of the Sea, and when thou haft fo done thou (halt retire

thy felf unto the Court, and tafte of the Delicates of the Earth
and be great in the Eyes of thy Sovereign : Now no more fhalc

thou need to fcramble for thy Meat, nor remove thy Stomach
with the Court} but thy Credit fhall command thy Hearts defire,

'and all Novelties fhall be feat as Prefents unto thee.

Count. Good Sifter, when you fee your own time, will you re-

turn home?
Ori

.

Yes Brother, and not before.

Laz . I will grow popular in this State, and overthrow the For-
tunes of a number, that live by Extortion.

Count. Lazarillo, beftir thy felf nimbly and fuddenly, and hear
me with Patience.

Laz . Let the not fall from my felf } fpcak, I’m bound to hear.
Count. So art thou to revenge, when thou (halt hear the Fifh

Head is gone, and we know not whither.

Laz. 1 will not curfe, nor fvvear, nor rage, nor rail.

Nor with contemptuous Tongue, accufe my Fate;

Though I might juftly do it; nor will I

Wifli my felf uncreated, for this Evil

:

Shall 1 entreat your Lordfhip to be /een

A little longer in the Company
Of a Man crofs’d by Fortune?

Count. I hate to leave my Friend in his Extremities^

Laz. 'Tis noble in you } then I take your Hand,
And do proteft, 1 do not follow this

For any Malice or for private ends,

But with a Love, as gentle and as chafte,

As that a Brother to his Sifter bears:

And if I fee this Fifti Head yet unknown,
The laft Words that my dying Father fpake,

Before his Eye-ftrings brake, fhall not of me
So often be remembred, as our Meeting

:

Fortune attend me, as my Ends are juft.

Full of pure Love, and free from fervile Luft.

Count. Farewel, my Lord*, I was entreated to invite your Lord-
fhip to a Lady’s upfitting.

Gond. O my Ears, why Madam, will not you follow your Bro-
ther? you are waited for by great Men, he’ll bring you to him.

Ori. I’m .very well, my Lord, you do miflake me, if you think
laffeft greater Company than your felf.

Gond. What Madnefs poflefleth thee, that thou caoft imagine
rae a fit Man to entertain La.iess I tell thee, I do ufe to tear their

Hair,
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Hair* to kick them, and twindge their Notes, if they be not care-

ful in avoiding me.

Or*. Your Lordfhip may defcant upon your own Behaviour as

pleafe you, but 1 proteft, to fwcec and courtly it appears in my
Eye, that I mean not to leave you yet.

Gond' 1 fhall grow rough.

Ori. A rough Carriage is bed in a Man:
rn dine with you, my Lord.

Gond. Why l will ftarve thee, thou (halt have nothing.

Ori, 1 have heard of your Lordftiip’s nothing, 1*11 put that

the venture.

Gond. Well thou (halt have Meat, I’ll tend it to thee,

Ori . 1*41 keep no State my Lord, neither do I mourn,
I'll dine with you.

Gond, Is fuch a thing as this allowed to live ?

What Power hath let thee loofe upon the Earth

To plague us for our Sins? Out of my Doors.

Ori . I would your Lordfhip did but tee how well

This Fury doth become you, it doth (hew

So near the Life, as it were natural.

Gond. O thou damn’d Woman, I will flienhe Vengeance

That hangs above thee, follow if thou dar’ft. [Exit Gond,
Ori. I muft not leave this Fellow, I will torment him to Madnefs,

To teach his Paflions againft kind to move :

The more he hates, the more I’ll feem to love.

[Exeunt Oriana and Maid.
Enter Pander and Mercer a Citizen .

Pand. Sir, what may be done by Art (hall be done,

I wear not this black Cloak for nothing.

Mer. Perform this, help me to this great Heir by learning, and

you (hall want no black Cloaks $ Taffities, Silk-grogransy Sattins

and Velvets are mine, they fhall be yours j perform what you have

promis’d, and you (hall make me a Lover of Sciences, I will ftudy

the learned Language?, and keep my Shop-book in Latin.

pand. Trouble me not now, I will not fail you within this hour

at your Shop.

Mer. Let Art have her courfe. [ifcfV Mercerl
Enter Curtezan.

Pand, |Tis well fpoken. Madona.

Mad. f-iaft thou brought me any Cuftomers?

Pand. No.
Mad. What the Devil doft thou in black?

Pond. As alllolemn Frcfeffors of f< ttled courfes do, cover m
3
*

Knavery with it: Will you marry a Citizen, reafonably Rich, and
umeafonably Foolifh, bilks in his Shop, Mony in his Purfe, and

no Wit in his Head?
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Mad. Out upon him* I could have otherwife than fo; there

was a Knight (wore he would have had me, if I would have lent

him but forty Shillings to have redeem’d his Cloak, to go to Church in,

Rand. Then your Waftcoac- waiter (hall have him, call her in.

Mad. Franc lfina

*

Fran, within . Anon. >
?

-*• . .

Mad. Get you to the Church, and fhrive your felf,

For you fha)l be richly married anon.

Rand. And get you afcer her, I will work upon my Citizen

whilft he is warm, I mult noy fufferhim to confult with his Neigh-

bours*, the openeft Fools ate hardly cozened, if they once grow
jealous. [Exeunt .

ACT III. SCENE I.

Enter Gondarine flying the Lady .

Gon l. QAve me ye better Powers, let me not fall

*3 Between the Ioofe Embracements of a Woman

:

Heav’n, if my Sins be ripe grown to a Head,

And mult attend your Vengeance, I beg not to divert my Fate,

Or to repri ve a while thy Fuiifhment;

Only l crave, and hear me equal Heiv’ns,

Let not yc ur furious Rod, that muft affli6t me,

Be that imperfeft piece of Nature,

That Art makes up, Woman, unfatiate Woman.'
Had we not knowing Souls at firft infus’d,

To teach a difference, ’twixt extremes and goods?

Were we not made our felves, free, unconfin’d,

Commanders of our own Affe&ions?

And can it bey that this moft perfeft Creature,

This Image of his Maker, well fquar’d Man,
Should leave the handfaft, that he had of Grace,

To fall into a Woman’s eafie Arms.
Enter Oriana.

Ori. Now Fenus be myfpced, infpire me with all thefcveral fub-

-til Temptations, that thou haft already given, or haft in ftore here-

after to beftow upon our Sex:. grant that I may apply that Phy-
fick that is apt to work upon him* whether he will fooneft be
mov’d with Wantonnefs, Singing, Dancing; or being pafiionate,

-with Scorn; or with fad and ferious Looks, cunningly mingled with
Sighs, with Smiling, Lifping, killing the Hand, and making fhort

Curt’fies; or with whatfoever other nimble Power he may be
caught, do thou infufc into me, and when 1 have him, I will facrifice

him up to thee. Gond.
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Gond, It comes again* new Apparitions,

And tempting Spirits ^ Stand and reveal chy felf,

Tell why thou followed me ? I fear thee

As I fear the pi ce thou cam’ll from, Hell;

Cri. My Lord, I'm a Woman, and fuch a one—
Gond. That 1 hate truly, theu ha ft better been a DeviL
Ori. Why, my unpatient Lord*
Gond. Devils were once good, there they rxceli’d you, Woman*
Ori. Can ye be fo uxafie? can ye freeze, and

Such a summers heat fo ready

To ciifT lve? Na r

,
gentle Lord, turn not away in feorn,

N 'r hold me lefs far than I am: Lot k on thefe Cheeks,
They have yet enough of Nature, true' Complexion,
If to be red and white, a Forehead high.

An eafie nicking Lip, a fpeaking Eye,

And iuch a Tongue, whofe Language t kes the Ear

i

Oi ftri£t Rihgion, and Men m It auilere:

If thefe may h >pe to pleafe, lonk he e.

Gond. This Wtnaan with entreuy wou’d fiiovv all;

Lady there lie* your way, I pray ye farewel.

Ori . You’re yet too ha^fh , too d ffunant,

There’s no true Mufick in your Words, my Lord.

Gond. What ihali l give thee to be gone?

Here’s ta, and tha wants Lodging, take my Houfe, ’tis big enough,

*cis thine own, ’twill hold five leacherous Lord> and their Lackies

without difeovery: there’s Stoves and bathing Tubs.

Ori. Dear Lord, you’re too wild.

Gond. Shalt; have a Doctor too, thou fha’t, ’bout fix and twenty,

Visa pkafing Age‘, or I can help thee to a handfome Ulher; or

if thou lack’ll a Page, I’ll give thee one, prethee keep] Houle,

and leave me.

Ori . I do confefs I’m too eafie, too much Woman,
Not coy enough to take Affc&ion,

Yet I can frown and nip a Pailion,

Even in the Bud .* 1 can fay

Men pleafe their prefent Heats * then pleafe to leave us.

I can hold off, and, by my Cbymick Power,

Draw Sonnets from the melting Lover’s Brain*

jfyme's, and Elegies: yet to you, my Lord,

My Love, my better felf, I put thefe off,

Doing that Office, not befits our Sex,

Entreat a Man to Love;
.

Are ye not yet relenting? ha’ ye B Tood and Spirit

In thofe Veins? ye are no Image, though ye be as hard

As Marble : Sure ye have no Liver, if ye had,

ITwould fend a lively and defiring Heat
D To
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To every Member; is not this miferable?

A thing fo truly form’d, fhap’d out by Symetry, r
:

Has all the Organs that belong to Man*

And working too, yet to (hew all thefe

Lik dead Motions moving- upon Wyers?
Then good my Lord, leave off what you have been,

And freely be what you were fii ft intended for, a Man.
Gond. Thou arc a. precious piece of fly Damnation

:

5 wdl be deaf, I will lock up my Ear?,

Tempt me not, I will not love*, If I do—
Or’. Then I’ll hate ycu,

Gond. Let me be ’nointed with Hony* and turn’d into the Sun,,

To be flung to Deaih with Horfe-flies .•

Hear’fl thou, thou Breeder, here I’ll fir,

And, in defpight of thee, I will fay nothing.

Or. Let me, with ycur fair Patience, fit befidc you.

Gond. Madam, Lady, Tempter, Tongue, Woman, Air,

Look to me, I (hall kick
\ I fay again,

Look to me, I (hall kick.

Ori. I cannot think your better knowledge can ufe a Woman Cb
uncivilly.

Gond. I cannot think I (hall become a Coxcomb,
To ha’ my Hair curl’d by an idle Finger,

My Cheeks turn’d Tabers, and be plaid upon,

Mine Eyes look’d Babies in, and my Nofe blow’d to my Hand;
I fay again, I fhall kick, fure I (hall.

Ori. *Tis but your Outfide that you (hew, l know your Mind
Never was guilty of fo great a Weaknefs;
Or could the Tongues of all Men joyn’d together,

PofTefs me with a thought of your Diflike,

My weaknefs were above a Woman’s, to fall off

From my Afrc&ion, for one crack of Thunder

:

O wou’d you could love, my Lord.
Gond. I wou’d thou wouldft fit Hill, and fay nothing: What

Mad-man let thee loefe to do more mifehief than a Dozen Whirls
winds ; keep thy Hands in thy Muff, and warm the idle Worms in
thy Finger’s *md$ : Will je be doing fliiL* will no entreating ferve
ye? no lawful warning? I mud remove and leave your Ladyfhip$
nay never hope to (lay me, for I will run from that fmootb, foi-
ling, witching, cozening, tempting, damning Face of thine, as far

as I can find any Land, where 1 will put my fell into a daily courfe
©f Ctirfes tor thee and ail thy Family.

Ori. Nay good my Lord fit flill, I’ll promife Peace,
And fold mine Arms up, let but mine Eye difeourfe $

Or let my Voice, fee to fome pleafing Cord, found out
The fallen

t
ftra;ns of my ncglefted Lwc.

Qonil
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Gond. Sing ’till thou crack thy Treble-firing in pieces,7

And when thou haft done, put up thy Pipes and walk,

Do any thing, ftt ftill and tempt me not.

Ori. I had rather ling at Doors for Bread, than ling to this Fel-

low, but for, hate: If this Ihould be told in the Court, that 1 be-

gin to woo Lords, what a Troop of the untruft Nobility Ihould

1 have at my Lodging to Morrow Morning?

SONG.
Com fleep, and •with the fweet deceiving

• Lock me in Delight a while,

Letfome pleafing Dreams beguile

All my fancies $ that from thence,
I may feel an Influence.

All my Powers ofCare bereaving.

Though but a Jhadow^ but a fliding%

Let me know fome little Joy:
We that fuffer long Annoy,

Are contented with a thought

through an idle Fancy wrought ;

O let my Joys havefome abiding

l

Gond. Have you done ycur Waflail? ’tis a handfome drowfic

Ditty I’ll affine ye$ now I had as lief hear a Cat cry, When her

Tail is cut off, as hear thefe Lamentations, thcfe lcwfie love*

lays, thefe bewailements : You think you have caught me. Lady;
you think I melt now, like a Difh of May Butter, and tun all in-

to Brine and PafEon,? yes, yes, I’m taken, look how 1 crofs my
Arms, look pale, and dwindle* and wou’d cry, but for fpoiling my
Face; we muft part, nay weM avoid all Ceremony, no killing. La-
dy, I defire to know your Ladyfhip no more $ death of my Soul,

the Duke!
Ori . God keep your Lordlhip.
Gend. From thee and all thy Sex.
Ori . I’ll be the Clark, and cry Amen,

Your Lordiliip’s ever affured Enemy, Oriana.

{Exit Oriana* Manet Gondarino

D z , SCENE
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SCENE II.

Enter Luke
, Arrigo, and Lucio.

Gond. All the days good attend your Lordftiip:

Duke. We thank you, Gondarino: is it poflible?

Can belief lay hold on fuch a Miacle,
To fee thee, cne that hath cloyfter’d up all Paflion,

Turn’d wilful Votnrv, and forfworn converfe with Women, in
Company and (air Difcourfe with the beft Beauty of Milan f

Gond. ’Tis true, and if your Grace, that hath the Sway
Of the whole State, will fiiffer this lewd Sex,

Thefe Women, to putfue us to our Homes,
Not to be pray’d, not to be rail’d away,

But they will Woo, and Dance, and Sing,

And, in a manner, loofer than they are

By Nature fwhich fhould teem impoflible)

To throw their Arms on our unwilling Necks.

Duke. No more, I can fee through your Viffore, diflemble it no
Do not 1 know thou haft us’d all Art, fmore.r

To work upon the poor fimplicity

Of this young Maid, that hath yet known no ill?

Thinkeft that Damnation will fright thofe that woq
From Oaths and Lies** But yet 1 think her chaft.

And will from thee, before thou (halt apply

Stronger Temptations, bear her hence with me.

Gond. My Lord, 1 fpeak not this to gain new Grace*

But howfoever you efteem my Words,

My Love and Duty will not fuffer me
To fee you favour fuch a Proftitute,

And I (land by dumb ; without Rack, Torture,

Or Strappado, 1 unrip my felf:

1 do confefc 1 was in company with that pleafing piece of Frailty,

that we call Woman; I do confefs after a long and tedious Siege,

I yielded. Duke. Forward.

Gond. Faith, my Lord, to come quickly to the point, the Wo-
man you faw with me is a Whore; an arrant Whore.

Duke. Was (he not Count Vahre's Sifter?

Gond. Yes, that Count Valore\ Sifter is naught.

Dulf, Thou dar’ft not fay fo.

Gond. Not if it be diftafting to your Lordftiip, but give me free-

dom, and i dare maintain ftie has embrac’d this Body, and grown
to it as clofe as the hot youthful Vine to the Elm.

Duke. Twice have I feen her with thee, twice my Thoughts
vere promoted by mine Eye, to hold thy ftri&neS falfe and im-

pofterous:
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pofterous; Is this your mewing up, your ftiift Retirement, your
Bitternels and Gaul againft that Sex? Have l not heard rhee
fay, thou wouldit fooner meet the Bafilhk's dead-doing Eye, than
meet a Woman for an Obj<&? Look it be true you tell me
or by our Country’s Saint your Head goes off: If the u prove a
Whore, no Woman’s Face fhall ever lee me more.

[Exeunt. Manet Gondarino.
Cond. So, fo, *t is as’t fhould be; are Women grown lb, Man-

kind? Mult they be wooing? I have a Plot lhall blow her up,
fhe flies, fhc mounts; I’ll teach her Ladyfliip to dare my Fury, l

will be known, and fear’d, and more truly hated of Women than,
an Eunuch*

Enter Oriana.

She’s here again, good Gaul be patient, for l mud diflemblc.

Ori. Now my cold frofty Lord, my Woman-Hater, you that
have fvvorn an everlalting hate to all our Sex: by. my troth, good
Lord, and as I’m yet a Maid, methought *c\vas excellent fport to
hear your Honour fwear out an Alphaber, chafe nobly like a Ge-'
neral, kick like a refty Jade, and make ill Faces: Did your good
Honour think I was in Love? where did I firft begin to take that
heat? From thofe two radiant Eyes, that piercing light? oh they
were lovely, if the Balls flood right; and there’s a Leg made out
of a dainty Staff, where, the Gods be thanked, there is Calf enough.

Gond, Pardon him, Lady, that is now a Convert:
Your Beauty, like a Saint, hath wrought this wonder.

Ori . Alas, has it been prickc at the Heart ? is the Stomach come
down? will it rail no more at Women, and call ’em Devils, fhe

Cats, and Goblins?

Gond, He that fhall marry thee, had better fpend the poor re-

mainder of his days in a Dung-barge, for two Fence a Week,
and find himfelf.

Down again Spleen, I prethee down again. Shall I find favour, La-
dy? fhall at length my true unfeigned Penitence get Pardon lor

my harfh unfeafoned Follies? I’m no more^an Atheift, no; l do ac-

knowledge that dread powerful Deity, and his all-quick’ning heats

burn in my Breaft: oh be not as i was, hard unrelenting; but as

I am, be Partner of my fires.

Ori. Sure we have ftore of Larks, the Skies will not hold up
longj I fhould have look’d' as foon for Frofi: in the Dog-days, or

another Inundation, as hop’d this ftrange Converfion above Mira-

cle; Let me look upon your Lordfhip; is your Name Gondarino ?

are ybu Milan*s Genera 1

,
that great Bug-bear Bloody-bonts, at

whole Name all Women, from the Lady to the Laundrefs, fhake

like a cold fit?

Gond. Good Patience help me, this Fever will enrage my Blood

again: Madam, I’m that Man; I’m even he that once did owe
unreconcil’d
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unrtcoricil’d Hate to you, and all that bear the Name of Woman «

Vm the Man that wrong’d your Honour to the Duke.- l’m t fee

Man that laid you were Unchaft, and Proftitute, yet I’m he that
dare deny all this.

Ori. Your big Nobility is very merry.

Gone). Lady, ’tis true that I have wrong’d you thus,

And my Contrition is as true as that.

Yet l have found a means to make all good again,

I do befeech your Beauty, not for my fclf,

My Merits are yet in Conception

}

But, for your Honour's Safety and my Zeal,
/t

Retire a while, while I unfay my felf unto the Duke,
And caft out that ill Spirit 1 have poflefs’d him with,

I have a Houfe conveniently private.

Ori . Lord, thou haft wrong’d my Innocence, but thy Confefli-
©n hath gain’d thee Faith.

Gond, By the true honeft Service that I owe thefe Eyes
My Meaning is as fpotlefs as my Faith.

Ori. The Duke doubt mine Honour? ’a may judge ftrangely,
’Twill not be long before I’ll be enlarg’d again.

Gond. A Day or two.

Ori. Mine own Servants fhall attend me.
GW. Your Ladyfhip's Command is good.
Ori. Look you be t'ufe. [Exit Orianal
Gond. Elfc let me lofe the Hopes my Soul afpires to.- I will be

a Scourge to all Females in my Life, and after my Death the
Name of Gondarino {hall be terrible to the mighty Women of the
Earth : They {hall {hake at my Name, and at the found of it their
Knees {hall knock together * and they {hall run into Nunneries,
for they and I are beyond all hope irreconcilable: For if I could
endure an Ear with a hole in’t, or a pleated Lock, or a bare-hea-
ded Coachman that fits like a Sign where great Ladies are to be
fold within. Agreement betwixt us were not to be defpair’d of. If
1 could be but brought to endure to fee W omen, I would have them
come all once a Week and fcifs me, as Witches do the Devil, in
token of Homage. I mu ft not live here*, I will to the Court, and
there purfue my Plot} when it hath took, Women /hall ftand in
awe, but of my Look. [Exit.

SCENE III.

Enter im Intelligencers, difeovering Treafon in the Courtiers Words.

i Ins. There take your {landing, be clofeand vigilant} here will
I fet my felf, and let him look to his Language, a fhall know the
Iduke has more Ears in Court than two.

2. Int

*

i
*

:
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2 Int. Ill quote him to a Tittle, let him (peak wifely, and

plainly, and as hidden as a can, or i (hall cruih him, a fhal) not

fcape Chara&crs, though a fpeak Babel, I fhn.Il aulh him: We
have a Fortune by this Service hanging over us, that within tins

Year or two I hope wc fhall be called to be Examiners, wear po-

litick Gowns guarded with Copper- lice, making great Faces full

of Fear and Office, our Labours may deferve this.

i Int. { hope it {hilL why has not many Men been raifed from

this worming Trade, firft to grin good Accefs to great* Men, then

to have Commiffions out for iearch, and laftly, to be worthily

nam’d at a great Arraignment
>

yes, and why not we? They that

I endeavour well deferve their Fee.

Clofe, clofe, a comes 5 mark well, and all goes well.

Enter Count , Lazirilio, and hit Boy.

Lax,. Farewel my Hopes, my Anchor now is broken,

Farewelmy quondam Joys, of which no Token
t Is now remaining, fuch is the fad Mifchance,

Where Lady Fortune leads the flippery Dance*

Yet at the length, let me this Favour have,

Give my Wifhes, or a wifhed Grave.

Count. The Gods defend, fo brave and valiant Maw
Should flip into the never fatiace Jaw
Of black Defjpair} no, thou fhalt live and know
Thy full defires } Hunger, thy ancient Foe,

Shall be fubdu’dj thole Guts that daily tumble

Through Air and Appetite, fhall ceafe to rumble^

And thou fhalt now at length obtain thy Dilh,

That noble part, the fweet Head of a Fifh.

La%. Then am I greater than the Duke.

z Int. There, there’s a notable Piece of Treafon*, greater than

the Duke, mark that.

* Count. But how, or where, or when this (hall be compafs’d3 is

yet out of my reach.

Za%. I am fo truly miferable, that might

S' Ibe knock’d o’th* Head, with all my Heart

I would forgive a Dog-killer.

Count . Yet do I fee through this Gonfufcdnefs fome little Comfort?
Laz. The Plot my Lord, as e’er you came of a Woman? dif»

|
cover%

1 Int. Plots, dangerous Plots, I will deferve by thismeft libefally*

}
i Count.

5Tis from my Head again.

Laz. O that it would ftand me, that ! might fight, or haveTome
Venture for it, that l might be turn’d loofc, to try my Fortune
amongft the whole fry in a Colleg or an inn of Court, or frranv
foie with the Prifoners in the Dungeon, nay were it fee down m the

outward Court*
J *

And
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And all the Guard about it in a Ring,

W)th their Knives drawn* which were a difmal Sight;

And after twenty leifurely were told,

1 to be let loofe only in my Shirr,

To try the Valour, how much of the Spoil,

1 would recover irom the Enemies Mouths.

Count . Upon country People in Pro0 refs time* and
Wilt thou lofe this Opin op, for the cold Head of a Fifli?

1 fay, let it go: I’ll htlp thee to as good a Difh of Meat.
Laz God let me not live, if i do not wonder

Men ihould talk fo prophandy.*

But it is not in the Power of loofe Words,
Of any vain or misbelieving Man,
To make me dare to wrong thy Purity.

Shew me but any Lady in the Court,

That hath fo lull an Eye, fo fweet a Breath,

So foft and white a Fkfh: This doth not lyc

In Almond Gloves, nor ever bath been wafli’J

In artificial Baths-, no Traveller

That hath brought Doftor home wi h him, hath dar’d

With all his Waters, Powder, Fucufles,

To make thy lovely Corps fophifticate.

Count . 1 have it, ’tis now infus’d, be comforted.

Laz. Can there be that little Hope yet left in Natnre? Shall I

once more eredt up Trophies? Shall 1 enjoy the Sight of my dear

Saint, and blefs my Pallate with the belt of Creatures; ah good
my Lord, by whom 1 breath again, fhall 1 receive this Being ?

Count. Sir, 1 have found by certain Calculation, and fettled Re-
volution of the Stars, the Fifh is fent by the Lord Gondarim to his

Mercer, now ’tis a growing Hope to know where ’tis.

Laz. O ’tis far above the good of Women, the Patbick cannot
yield more pleafing Titilatien.

Count. But how to compafs it, fearch, caft about, and bang your
Brains, Lazarillo, thou art too dull and heavy to defetve a Bicfling.

Laz . My Lord, I will not be idle ; now Lazarilhy think, think,

think. Count. Yonder’s my Informer,

And his Fellow with Table-books, they nod at me*
Upon my Life, they have poor Lszarillo, that beats

His Brains about no iuch weighty Matter, in for

Treafon before this—
Laz. My Lord, what do you think, if I fhould (have my fdf,

Pm on Midwivts Apparel, come in with a Handkerchief,

And beg a Piece for a great belly’d Woman, or a fick Child?
Count. Good, very good.

Laz. Or corrupt the waiting Prentice to betray the Reverfion ?

i /«/.
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i Int. There’s another Point in’s Plot, corrupted with Mony* to

betray * (u e *tis fome Fort a means \ mark, have a Care.

Laz

.

And ’twere the bare Vinegar *tis eaten with, it would in

fomc fort fatisfie Nature^ but might 1 once attain the Difhit fclff

though I cutout my Means through Sword and Fire, through Poi-

tou, through any thing that may make good my Hopes,

z Int. Thanks to the Gods, and our Officioufnefs, the Plot's dif-

cover’d. Fire, Steel, and Poifon, burn the Palace, kill the Duke,
and poifon his Privy-Council.

Count. To the Mercers, let me fee } how if before we can at-

tain the Means to make up our Acquaintance, the Filh be eaten?

Laz. If it be eaten, here he ftands, that is the m'ft deje&ed,

mod unfortunate, miserable, accurfed, forfaken Slave this Province

yields: 1 will not fure out-live it, no I will die bravely, and like

a Roman-} and after Death, amidd the Elizian Shades I’ll meet my
Love again.

i Int. I will die bravely, like a Roman j have a Care, mark that,

when he hath done all, he will kill himfelf.

Count. Will nothing eafe your Appetite but this?

Laz. No, could the Sea throw up his Vaftnefs,

And offer free his bed Inhabitants; 'twere not (o much as a bare

Temptation to me.

Count. If you could be drawn to affeft Beef, Venifon, or Fowl,

\ would be far the better.

Laz . I do befeech your Lordfhip’s Patience,

I do confefs that in this Heat of Blood,

I have contemn’d all dull and groffer Meats}

But 1 proted I do honour a Chine of Beef,

I do reverence a Loin of Veal,

But good my Lord, give me leave a little to adore this-

But my good Lord, would your Lordfhip, under Colour of taking

up fome Silks, go to the Mercer’s, I would in all Humility attend

your Honour, where we may be invited, if Fortune dand propi-

tious.

Count. Sir, you fhall work me as you pleafe.

Laz. Let it be fuddeniy, I do befeech your Lordfhip,
3
us now

upon the Point of Dinner time.

Count. I am yours. \Exeunt Lazaiillo and Count .

i Int . Come, let us confer: ^
Imprimis ,

he faith, like a blafphemous Villain, he’s greater than

the Duke} this peppers him, and there were nothing el fe.

z Int. Then he was naming Plots} did you not hear?

i Int. Yes, but he fell from that unto Difcovery, to corrupt by
Mony, and fo attain.

z Int

.

Ay, ay, he meant fome Fort or Cittadel the Duke hath,

his very Face betray’d his Meaning. O he is very fubtile and a dan-

gerous Knave, but if he deal a Gods Name, we fhall worm him.
E * Int.
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, r»t But' now comes the Stroke, the fatal Blow, *

1
,

' B
a .nJ Poifon • O Canibal, thou bloody Cambal.

^^.^Whath-fd become of this poor State, had we not been?

*
Ini. Faith it had lain buried in his own A(hes-, had not agrea-

ler Hand
g^'note "the Rafcal’s Refolution, after th\Aft’s done, bt caofe

i Int. but no
0f Torture, and cozen the Law, he woud

tai^imttlf • °w>s there ever the like Danger brought to hght in

?hil A?efsuK we (hall merit much, we flv.ll be able to keep two

* Lora tte&“
not go down till he be hangd.

SCENE IV.

. / Enter Mercer.

M„ i ook t0 mv Shop, and if there come ever a Scholar in

blafk let hfm fpeak with me -, we that are Shop-keepers in good

TraJe are fo pefter’d, that we can fcarce p.ck out an Hour for

ouT Morning’s Meditation and howfoever we are all accounted dull,

common jelling Stocks for your Gallants, there are feme ofus

a TLve if, for, for my own part, I do begin to be given

f°rnv Book- 1 love a Scholar with my Heart, for queft.onlefs there •

to my B
•

be done by Art: Why, Sir, feme of them
«lv« Spoons, nod

Sm »l WencHos <Jan« n.k'S B
f:'

‘‘m
hK u™f !

V] fome of our Neighbours are faid to be Cuckolds, i

fvfe^never b/mauy’d without the Confent of fome of thefeScho-

,ar;; that know what Will^m^

Mcr
'

NcVcr°to you,’ Sit, nor to any of your Coat.

Sir^is there any thing to be done by Art, concerning the great Heir

W°'li

?

fhe, nill (he-, fne (hall come running into my Houfeat
ian\_ ; n St Mark's-ftreet ,

betwixe three anJ four.

tbeJ
anh

R!L ix t three and four? (he’s brave in Clothes, is (he not?

Van' O r cb ' rich ! where (hould I get Clothes to d refs her in?

U\ me Invention Sir, that her running tW the Street may be

S’ n”ed, my Art more (hown^ and you fear to fpeak With her

l»fc {he (hall come in a white Waftecoat, and

ifer. What (hall (he?

Z: And
al

perhapsm Stockings, fhe hath left her old worn elf*
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Enter Prentice .

Pten . Sir, my Lord Gondarino hath fent you a rare Fi(h Head.
Mer It comes right, ail things fute right with me fincc I began

to love Scholars, you (hall have it home with you againft (he come $

carry it to this Gentleman’s Houfe.

Pan. The' fair white Houfe at the farther corner of St. Mark's

ftreet, make hafte, 1 mult leave you too, Shy I have two hours to

lhiayi buy a new Accidence, and ply your Book, and you lhal want

nothing that all the Scholars in the Town can do, for vna

[Exit Pandert

Mer Heav’n profper both our Studies, what a dull Slave wa I

before l fell in love with this L arning? not worthy to tread upon
the Earth, and what befh hopes it futh put into me? 1 do hope with-

in this twelve Month to be able by Art ferve the Court with

Silks, and not undo my felf^ to trull Knights, an
1 yet get in my

Mony again j
to keep my Wife brav£, and yet (he keep no Body

elfe i'o.

Enter Count and Lax trill6.

Your Lordfhip is moft honourably welcome, in regard of y ur

Nobility; hut moil efpecially in regard of your Scholar fh<p : Did
your Lordfhip come openly ?

Count . Sir, this Cloak keeps me private > bed cs no Man will

futpeft me to he in the Company of this Gentleman, with whom
I will defire you to be acquainted * he may prove a good Cuito-

iner to you.

Lax,. For plain Silks and Velvets.

Mer. Are you Seholaftical ?

La%. Something addi£led to the Mufes.

Count , 1 hope tftey will not difpute.

Met* You have no Skill in the black Art.

Enter Prentice .

Pren. Sir, yonder’s a Gentleman enquires haftily for Count Pd-
lore. Count . For me? what is he?

Pren One of your Followers, my Lord, I think.

Count. Let him come in. r

Mer. Shall I talk with you i i private, Sir ?

Enter a Mejfenger with a Letter to the Count * he reads .

Count

.

CcuiU, come to the Court
,

your Bujineft calls you thither

:

I will go, farewel, Sir

j

I will fee your Silks fome other time:
Farevvel, Lazarillo

.

Mer. Will not your Lordfhip take a piece of Beef with me?
Count. Sir, I have greater Bufinefsthan Eat ng* I will leave' this

Gentleman with you. [Exeunt Count and teeff.

Laz. No, no, no, no: now do I feel that itrange (iruggling

within me, that ? think 1 could Prophefie,

Mer. The Gentleman is meditating.

_ . Ei Laz ,



The Woman-Hater.

Laz. Hanger, Valour, Love, Ambition are alike pleating, and
let our Philolophers fay what they will, are one kind of heat, only
Hunger is the fafeft: Ambition is ape to fall; Love and Valour are
not free from Dangers; only Hunger, begotten of fome old lim-
ber Courtier, in pan’de Hofe, and nurs’d by an Attorney’s Wife

;

now fo thriv’n, that he need not fear to be of the great Turk’s
Guard : is fo free from all Quarrels and Dangers, fo full of Hopes*
Joys and Ticklings, that my Life is net fo dear to me as his Ac-
quaintance.

Enter Lazarillo’/ Boy

.

Boy . Sir, the Fifli Head is gone.

Laz. Then be thou henceforth dumb with thy ill boding Voice.
Farcwel, Mi!uny

farewel, Noble Duke;
Farewel my Fellow Courtiers all, with whom
I have of yore made many a fcrambling Meal
In Corners, behind Araffes, on Stairs;

And in the Action often times have fpoil’d

Our Doublets and our Hofe with liquid Stuff:

Farewel you lufty Archers of the Guard,
To whom 1 now do give the Bucklers up.

And never more with any of your Coat
Will eat for Wagers $ now you happy be,

When this fhall light upon you, think on me:
You Sewers, Carvers, Ufhers of the Court,
Sirnamed gentle for your fair demean,
Here 1 do take of you my laft farewel,

May you ftand flifly in your proper places, and execute your Offi-

ces aright.

Farewel you Maidens, with your Mother eke,

Farewel you courtly Chaplains that be there,

All good attend you, may you never more
Marry your Patron's Lady’s Waiting- woman,
But may you raifed be by this my Fall,.

"

May Lazarillo fuffer for you all.

Mer. Sir, I was hearkning to you.

Laz l will hear nothing, l will break my Knife, the Enfign of
my farmer happy State, knock out my Teeth, have them hung at

a Barber’s, and enter into Religion.

Boy. Why, Sir, 1 think I know whither it is gone.

Laz Seethe rafhriefs of Man in his Nature; whither? I do un-
fay all that i have faid, go on, go on, Boy, i humble my felfand fol-

low thcc; farewel. Sir.

Mer. Not fo, Sir, you fhall take a piece of Beef with me.
Laz. 1 cannot flay.

Mer. By my fay but 'you fhall, Sir, in regard of your love to

Learning, and your skill in the black*Art.

Laz*
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Laz I do hate Learning, and I have no skill in black Art $ f

would 1 had.

Mer

.

Why your defire is fufficient to me, you {hall ftay.

Laz,. The moft horrible and detefted curfes that can be imagi-

ned, light upon all the Profcflbrs of that Art $
may they be drunk,

and when they go to conjure, and reel in the Circle, may the

Spirits by them rais’d tear ’em in pieces, and hang their Quarters

on old broken Walls and Steeple tops.

Mer . This Speech of yours (hews you to have fome skill in the

Science, wherefore in civility 1 may not fufflr you to depart

empty.
Laz. My Stomach is up, I cannot endure it, I will fight in this

quarrel as foon as for my Prince. [Dram his Rapier.

Room, make way:

Hunger commands, my Valour mud obey.
[
Exeunt.

ACT IV. SCENE I.

Enter Count and Arrigo.

Count. T S the Duke private?

JL Arri . He is alone, but I think your Lordftiip may en«

ter. [E*7> Count.

Enter Gondarino.

Gond. Who’s with the Duke?
Arri. The Count is new gone in;, but the Duke will come forth,

before you can be weary of waiting.

g: Gond. 1 wiil attend him here.

Arri. 1 mud wait without the Door. [Exit Arrigo.

Gond. Doth he hope to clear his Sifter ? flie will come no more
to my Houfe, to laugh at me: I have fent her to an Habitation,

where when fhe {hall be feen, it will fee a glofs upon her Name j

yet upon my Soul 1 have beftow’d her amongft the pureft hearted

Creatures of her Sex, and the freeft from Diffimulation; for their

Deeds are all alike, only they dareTpeak what the reft think :N The
Women of this Age, if there be any degrees of comparifon amongft
their Sex, are worfe than thofe of former times; for 1 have read of

Women, ofthat Truth, Spirit, and Conftancy, that were they now
living, I lhould endure to fee theory but I fear the Writers of the

time belied them, for how familiar a thing is it with the Poets of

our Age, to extoll their Whores, which they call Miftreffes, with
heav’n’ly Praifes? but I thank their Furies, and their craz’d Brains*

beyond belief.* nay, how many that would fain feem ferious, have
dedicated grave Works to Ladies, toothlefs, hollow-ey’d, thei

ff

Hai
ff
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Bair (bedding, purple fac’d, their Nails apparently coming ofT,

and the Bri igcsof their Nofes broken down, and'havc call’d them the
choice handy- works of Nature, the Patterns of Perfe&ion, a ,d the
woridcimenc of Women. Our Women begin to (warm like oecs
in the Summer: as I came hither, there was no pah of Stair

, no
Entry, (no Lobby, but w^s peltred wich rhem: methinks there
might be fome*tourfe taken to. detiroy them.

Enter Arrigo, and an old deaf Country Gentlewoman, Suitor to the
Duke.

Arri. I do accept your Mony, walk here, and when the Duke
comes out, you fhall have fit opportunity to deliver your Petition

to him. (there?
Gentlew. I thank you heartily, I pray you who’s he that walks
Arri, A Lord, and a Soldier, one in good favour with the Duke-

if you coiafd get him to deliver your Petition— ...

Gentlew -What do you fay, Sir?

Arri . If you could get him to deliver your Petition for you, or
to fecond you, \were lure.

Gentlew I hope I fh 11 live to requite ydur kindnefe.

Arri You have already.
[Exit Arri.

Gentlew. May it pleafe your Lordfhip a

—

Gond . No, no.

Gentlew To confider the Eflatc-

Gond No.
Gentlew . Of a poor diftrdT d Country Gentlewoman.
Gond. No, it doth not pleafe my Lordfhip.

Gentlew. Firft and Lremoft, I have had great Injury, then I have
been brought up to the Town three times.

Gond. A pox on him that brought thee to the ToWn.
Gentlew . I thank your good Lordfhip heartily; though 4

I cannot
hear well, I know it grieves you } a id here we have been delay’d^ and’
fent down again, and fetch’d up again, and fent down again, fcoYny

great charge ; and now at laft they have fetch’d me up, and five of
my Daughter!—
Gond Enough to damn five Worlds.
Gentlew . Handfome young Women, 'though I fay ir, they are all

without, if it pleafe your Lordfhip Til calithem in.

Gond. Five Women! how many of my Senfes fhould I have left

me then? call in five Devils firft.

No, I will rather walk with thee alone ,

And hear thy tedious tale of Injury,

And give thee Anfwers \ whiffer in thine Ear,
x Anj make thee underflavd through thy French hood

:

And all this with tame Patience.

Gentlew .
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Gentlew. 1 fee your Lordftiip does believe that they are without,

td 1 perceive you are much mov’d at our Injury :• here’s a Paper

voce, as

poor

and 1 perceive you

will tell you more.

Gond. Auay.
. *

Gentlew. It may be you had rather hear me tell it viva

^Gond. Oh no, no, no, no, I have heard it before.

Gentlew. Then you have hprd of enough Injury, for

Gentlewoman to receive.
.

Gond. Never, never, but that ir troubles my Confcience to with

any good to thefe Women, I could afford them to be valiant and

able, that it might be no difgrace for a Soldier to beat them.

Gentlew. I hope your Loidihip will deliver my Petition to his

Grace and you may tell him withal fthee,

Gond. What? I 'deliver any thing againft my felf, to be rid on

Gentlew. That yefterday about three a Clock in the Afternoon,

1 mec my Adveifary.

Gond. Give me thy Paper, he can abide no long Tales.

Gentlew. ’ Tis very fhorr, my Lord, and 1 demanding of

hl

G<W. I'll tell him that fhall ferve thy turn.

Gentlew. How?
Gond. I’ll tell him that {ball ferve thy turn, begone : Man never

doth remember how great his Offence* are, hill he doth me t with

one of you, that plagues him for them.- Why fhoulo Women,

above all other Creatures that were created for the Benefit of Man,

have the ufc of Speech? Or why fliould any Deed of their , done

bv their flefhly Appetites, be difgrsqeful to their Owners ? Nav,

why fhould not an Aft done by any Beaft I keep, againft my con-

fent difparage me as much as that of theirs? *

Gentlew. Here’s feme few .Vngds for your Lordftiip.

Gond. Again? yet more Torments? „
Gentlew. Indeed you fhall have them. Gond, Keep ofr.

Gentlew. A final] Giatuity for your Kindnefs.

Gond. Hold away.

Gent'ew Why then I thank your Lordftiip, I’ll gather them up

again, and I'll be fworn it is the firft Money that was refus’d fince

I came to the Court.

Gond. What can (he devfte to fay more'

Gentlew. Truly 1 would have willingly parted with them to your

Lordfhip.
*

Gond. I believe it, 1 believe it.

Gentlew But fines it is thu Gond. More yet.

Gentlew. i will attend without, and expect an Anfwer;

Gond. Do, begone, and thou ftvalt expeft, and have any thing

thou fhalt have thy anfwer from him s and he were beftto give thee*

a good one at firft, for thy deaf Importunity will conquer taMio*

in the end.
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Gentlew. God blcfs your Lcrdihip, and all that favour a poor
diftreflcd Country Genticwoman. [Exit Gentlew.

Gond. All the Difeafcs of Man light upon them that do, and ui>
on me when 1 do. A Week of fuch Days would either make r,e

Hark mad, or tame me: Yonder other Woman, that ! have in

mugh, (hall anfwer for thy Sins: Dare they incenie me ft \\ 1)

make mem fear as much to be ignorant of me and my raocy. as

Men are to be ignoran: of the Law they live under. Who’s there?
My Blood grew cold, I began to fear my Suiter’s return j *cis the
Duke.

Enter the Duke and the Count .

Count . I know her chafte, tho’ (he be young and free,

And is not of that forc’d Behaviour

That many others are* and that this Lord,

Out of the boundless Malice to the Six,

Hath thrown this Scandal on her. ^
Gond . Fortune befriended me again# my Will, with this good

old Country Gentlewoman. 1 befeech your Grace, to view favou-
rably -the Petition of a wrong’d Gentlewoman.

Duke. What Qondarino
,
are you become a Petitioner for your

Enemies?
Gond. My Lord, they are no Enemies of mine* I confcfs, the

better to cover my Deeds, which fomccimes were loofe enough,
1 pr .

tended f, as it is Wifdom to keep clofc our Incontinence; but
fincc you have difeover’d me, I will no more put on that Vizard
but will as freely op n all my Thoughts to you, as to my Confer!
Duke . What fay you tojhis?

Count . He that confefles he did once difTemble,

I’ll never truft his Words: Can you imagine

A Maid, whofe Beauty cou’d not fuffer her

To live thus long untempted, by the noble#,

Richeft, and cunning# Mafters in that Art,

And yet hath ever held a fair Repute;
Could in one Morning, and by him, be brought
To forget all her Virtue, and turn Whore?

Gond, r would I had fome other Talk in hand.
Than to accufe a Sifter to her Brother.-

Nor do I mean it for a publick Scandal,

Unlefs by urging me you make it fo.

Duke . 1 will read this at better leifure:

Where is the Lady? Count. At his Houle.

Qond . No, (he is departed thence. Count. Whither?
Gond. Urge it not thus, or let me be excus’d,

If what I fpeak betray her Chaftity,

And both increafe my Sorrow, and your own?
Count . Fear me noefo, if (he deferve the Fame

Which
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Which (he hath gotten, I would have it publifli’d,

Brand her my felf, and whip her through the City:

1 wifti thofc of my Blood that do offend,

Should be more ftri&ly puniih’d than my Foes.

Let it be prov’d.

Duke . Gondarino, thou (halt prove it, or fuffer worfe

fliould do.

Gond. Then pardon me, if I betray the Faults

Of one I love more dearly than my felf.

Since opening hers, i (hall betray mine own

:

But I will bring you where {he now intends

Not to be virtuous. Pride and Wantonnefs,

That are true Friends indeed, though not in (hew,

Have enter’d on her Hearr, there (he doth bathe,

And (leek her Hair, and pra&ife cunning Looks
To entertain me with* and hath her Thoughts
As full of Luft, as ever you did think

Them full of Moddty.
Duke , Gondarino^ lead on, we’ll follow thee.

SCENE II.

Enter Pander.

Pan. Here hope I to meet my Citizen, and hopes he to meet his

Scholar 5 I am fure I am grave enough to his Eyes, and Knave e-

nough to deceive him : 1 am believ’d to conjure, raife Storms and
Devils, by whofe Power I can do Wonders \ let him believe fo (till.

Belief hurts no Man; #
l havean honeft black Cloak for my Knavery,

and a general Pardon for his Foolery, from this prefent Day ’till

the Day of his Breaking. Is’t not a Mifery, and the greateft ofout
Age, to fee a handfom, young, fair enough, and well mounted
Wench, humble her felfin an old ftammel Petticoat* (landing pof-

fefsd of no more Fringe than the Street can allow her.- Her uppes
Parts fo paor and wanting, that ye may fee her Bones through
her Bodice : Shoes (he would have, if our Captain were come over,

and is content the while to devote her felf to antient Slippers.

Thefe Premiffes well confider’d, Gentlemen, will move, they make
me melt 1 promife ye, they ftir me much* and were’t not for my
fmooth, foft, filken Citizen, I would quit this tranfitory Trade,
get me an everlafling Robe, fear up my Confcience, and turn Ser-

jeant. But here he comes, is mrne as good as Prize: Sir Fandarus be

my fpeed, ye are moil fitly met, Sir.

Enter Mercer .

Mer . And you as well encounter’d* what of this Heir? have

your Books been propitious?

F Tan.

4 *

than Hie

[Exeunt.
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Pan. Sir, *ti$ done, fhe’s come, fhc’s in my Houfe, make your
felf apt for Courtfhip, ftroke up your Stockings, lofe not an Inch
of your Legs goodnefs* I am furc ye wear Socks.

Mer. There your Books fail yc, Sir, in truth I wear no Socks.
Tan . 1 would you had, Sir, it were the Cwceter grace for your

Legs j
get on yojur Glover, are they perfum’d ?

Mer. A pretry Wafb, I’ll allure ycu.

Pan. ’Twill ierve: Your Offers mull be full of Bounty, Velvets to
furniih a Gown, Silks for Petticoats, and Foreparts Shag for Li-
ning j forget not fome pretty Jewel to fallen, after fome little Com-
pliment: If lhe deny this Courtefie, double your Bounties, be not
wanting in abundance, fulnefs of Gifts, link’d with a pleating
Tongue, will win an Anchcrite, Sir, ye are my Friend, and FrienU
to all that profds good Letters*-, 1 mult not ufe this Office eife* ic

fi s not for a Scholar, and a Gentleman. Thofe Stockings are of
Naples* they are Silk.

Mer. Ye are again befide your Tcxc, Sir, they’re of the belt c/
Wooll, and the clipped Jerfey.

Pan. Sure they are very dear.

Mer. Nine Shillings by my love to Learning.

Pan . Pardon my Judgment, we Scholars ule no other Obi-
but our Books.

Mer. There is one thing entomb’d in that grave Bread, that
makes me equally admire it with your Scholarship.

Pan. Sir, but that in Modefty I aai bound not to affeft mine
own Commendation, I would enquire it of you.

Mer . Sure you are very honed* and yet ye have a kind of modeft
fear to (hew it: do not deny it, that Face of yours is a worthy
learned, model! Face.

*

Pand. Sir, 1 can bludi.

Mer, Virtue and Grace are always pair’d together : but I will
leave to dir your Blood, Sir, and now to our Bufioefs.

Pand. Forget not my Inftru&ions.

Mer. I apprehend ye, Sir, l will gather my fclf together with
my bed Phrafes, and fo I fhall difcouvfe in fome fort takingly.

Pand. This was well worded, Sir, and like a Scholar.
Mer. The Mufes favour me, as my Intents are virtuous

j Sir ye
fhall be my Tutor: ’tis never too late, Sir, to love Learning,

*

When I can once fpeak true Latin- —
Pand. What do you intend, Sir?

Mer. Marry I will then beggar all your bawdy Wrirers, and
undertake, at the Peril of my own Invention, all Pageants, Poefos for
Chimneys, Speeches for the Duke’s Entertainment, whenfoever
and whatfoever* nay, I will build, at mine own Charge, an Hofpital
to which fhall retire all difeafed Opinions, all broken Poets all
Profemcn that are fall’n from fmall Senfe to meer Letters 5 and it
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(hall be lawful for a Lawyer, if he be a civil Man, tho* he have un-
done others and himfclf by the Language, to retire to this poor
Life, and learn to be honed.

Band. Sir, ye are very good, and very charitable $ ye are a true
Pattern for the City, Sir.

Mer. Sir, I do know diffidently, their Shop-books cannot fave

them, there is a farther end—
Fand. Oh, Sir, much may be done by Manufcript.

Mer. I do confefs it, Sir, provided Hill they be canonical, and l

have fome worthy Hands fet to ’em for probation: but we forget

our felves.

Fand. Sir, enter when you pleafe, and kll good Language tip

your Tongue.
Mer. All that love Learning pray for my good Succefs. [Exe

.

\ SCENE m.

Enter Lazarillo and bis Boy.

Laz. Whereaboirs are we/
Boy . Sir, by all Tokens this is the Houfe,

bawdy I am fure, becaufe of the broken Windows, the Fifli Head
is within, if ye dare venture, here you may furprize it.

Laz. The Mifery of Man may fitly be compar’d to a Didapper,

who when (he is under Water, pad our Sight, and indeed can feem
no more to us, rifes again, (hakes but her felf, and is the fame fhc

was*, fo is it Hill with tranfitory Man: This Day, oh but an Hour
fince, and I was mighty, mighty in Knowledge, mighty in my
Hopes, mighty in biefied Means, and was fo truly happy, that I

durd have (aid, live Lazarillo
, and be fatisfy’d , but now—

—

Bey . Sir, ye are yet afloar, and may recover, be not your own
Wreck, here lyes the Harbour, go in and ride at Eafe.

Laz. Boy, 1 am receiv’d to be a Gentleman, a Courtier, and a

Man of Afbion, moded, and wife, and be it fpoken with thy reve-

rence, Child, abounding virtuous} and wouldft thou have a Man
of thefe choice Habits, covet the Cover of a Bawdy-houfe? yet if!

go not in, I am but- Boy. But what, Sir*

Laz . Duft Boy, but Duft} and my Sou!, unfatisfy’d, (hall haunt

the Keepers of my blefied S tint, and I will appear.

Boy. An Afs to all men } Sir, thefe are no Means to flay your Ap-
petite, you mud refolve to enter.

Laz . Were not the Houfe fubjeft to Martial Law——-

*

Boy. If that be all, Sir, ye may enter, for ye can know nothing

here that the Court is ignorant of, only the more Eyes fhall look

upon you, for there they wink one at anothers Faults.

Laz . If 1 do nor.

Boy. Then ye muft beat fairly back again, fall to your phyfical

Fa Mefs
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Mefs of Porridge, and the twice fack’d Garkafsofa Capon: For-
tune may favour you fo much, to fend the Bread to it; but it's a meer
Venture, and Many may be put. out upon it.

Ldk. I will §o in and live; pretend fame Love to the Gentlewo-
man, (crew my ft If in Affe&ion, and fo be fatisfy’d.

Pan. This File is caught, is maflfd already, 1 will fuck him, and
lay him by.

Boy

.

Muffle your felf in your Cloak by any means, ’tis a receiv’-d

thing among Gallants, to walk to their Leachery, as though they
had the Rheum, ’twas well you brought not your Horfe.

Laz. Why, Boy?
Boy. Faith, Sir, 'tis the Fafhion of our Gentry, to have their Hor-

fes wait at Door like Men, while the Bcafts their Matters are with-
in at Rack and manger, 'twould have difeover’d much.

Laz. I will lay by thefe Habits, Forms, and grave Refpe&s of
what I am, and be my felf; only my Appetite, my Fire, my Soul,
my Being, my dear Appetite fhall go along with me, arm'd with
whofe Strength 1 fearlefs will attempt the greateft Danger dare op-
pofe my Fury: 1 am refolv’d where-ever that thou art, moft facred
Difh, hid from unhallow’d Eyes, to find thee out.

Be’tt thou in Hell, rap’t by Proferpina
,

To be a Rival in black Pluto's Love,

Or mov'tt thou in the Heav’ns, a Form divine,

Lafhing the lafie Sphear;

Or if thou be'ft return'd to thy firft Being,

Thy Mother Sea, then will i feek thee forth.

Earth, Air, nor Fire,

Nor the black Shades below fliall bar my fight,

So daring is my powerful Appetite.

Boy. Sir, you may fave this long Voyage, and take afhorter cut}
you have forgot your felf, the Fifh Head’s here, your own Imagina-
tions have made you mad.

Laz

.

Term it a jealous Fury, good my Boy.

Boy. Faith, Sir, term it what you will, you mutt ufe other Terms
before you can get it.

Laz. The Looks of my fweet Love are fair,

Frefn and feeding as the Air.

Boy . Sir, you forget your felf.

Laz,. Was never feen fo rare a Head,
Of any Fifli alive or dead.

Boy. Good Sir, remember} this is the Houfe, Sir.

Laz. Curfed be he that dare, not venture.

Boy. Pity your felf, Sir, and leave this Fury.

Laz . For fuch a Prize, and fo I enter. Laz. and Boy,

Van. Dun’s i’th’ Mire, get out again how he can:

My honeft Gallant, I’ll fbew you one Trick more
'Than1
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Than e’er the Fool your Father dream’d of yet.

Madina Julia ?

Enter Madona Julia, a Whore.

Jul . What News my fweet Rogue, my dear Sins-broker, what
good News? Tan. There is a kind of ignorant thing,

Much like a Courtier, now gone in.

Jul. Is he gallant ?

Pan . Hcihines not very glorioftfly, nor does he wear one Skin,
perfum’d to keep the other fweet

\ his Coat is not in Or, nor does

the World run yet on Wheels with him. He’s rich enough* and has

a fmall thing follows him, like to a Boat ty’d to a tall Ship’s Tail:

Give him entertainment, be light and fhfhing like a Meteor, hug
him about the Neck, give him a Kifs, and lifping cry, good Sir,

and hc’sthineown, as f aft as he were eyed to thine Arms by Indenture.

Jul. 1 dare do more than this, if he be o'th’ true Court cut; I'll

take him out a Lefton worth the Learning j but we are but their

Apes: What’s he worth?

Tan. Be he rich, or poor \ if he will take thee with him, thou

may’ftufe thy Trade from Conftables, and Marflialsj who hath been

here fince 1 went out?

* Jul

.

There is a Gentlewoman fent hither by a Lord, {he’s a Piece

of dainty Stuff my Rogue, fmooth and foft, as new Satten; {he was

never gumm’d yet B®y, nor fretted. Pan. Where lies {he?

Jul. She lies above, towards the Street, not to be fpoke with, but

by my Lord that fent her, or fome from him, we have in charge

from his Servants.

Enter Lazarillo.

Tan. Peace, he comes out again upon D fcovery; up with all your

Canvas, hale him in and when thou haft done, clap him aboard

1 bravely, my valiant Pinnace.

Jul Begone, I (hall do Reafon with him.

[
Laz. Are you the fpecial Beauty of this Houfe?

Jul. Sir, you have given it a more fpecial Regard by your good

Language, than thefe black Brows can merit.

Laz. Lady, you are fair.

Jul Fair, Sir, I thank ye^ all the poor Means I have left to be

thought graceful, is but a Kifs, and ye ftiall have it, Sir*

Laz. Ye have a very moving Lip.

Jul. Prove it again, Sir, it may be your Scnfe was fee too high,

and fo over-wrought it felf.

Laz. *Tis ftill the fame how far may ye bold the time to befpent*

Lady ? Jul. Four a Clock, Sir. Laz. I have not eat to Day.

Jul You will have the better Stomach to your Supper-, in the

mean time I’ll feed you with Delight

Laz. ’T is not fo good upon an empty Stomach: If it might be

without the trouble of your Houfe, I would eat*
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Jul. Sir, we can have a Capon ready.

Laz. The Day? Jul. ’Tis Eryday
, Sir.

Laz. I do eat little FlelTi upon th$;fc Days.

Jul . Come Sweet, ye (hall not think on Meat j I’ll drown it with

a better Appetite.

Laz I Feel it work mere ftrangely, I muft eat.

Jul. ’ Tis now too late to fend * l fay ye ftiall not think on Meat,
if ye do, by this Kifs I'll be angry.

Laz. I could be far more fprightful, had 1 eaten, and more lading.

Jul. What will you have, Sir? Name but the Fiih, my Maid lhall

bring it, if it may be got.

Laz. Methinks your Houfe (hould not be fo unfurnifli’d, as not

to have fome pretty Modicum.

Jul

.

It is now} but could ye day ’till Supper?

Laz. Sure 1 have offended highly, and much, and my Affliftions

makes it manifeft, I will retire henceforth, and keep my Chamber,
live privately, and die forgotten.

Jul. Sir I muft crave your Pardon, I had forgot my felf* I have
a Difti of Meat within, and it is a Fifti : I think this Dukedom
holds not a daintier }

’tis an Umbrano's Head.

Laz. This Kifs is ycurs, and this. (on it.

Jul. Ho? Within there £ Cover the Board, and fet the Fifti Head
La c. Now am l fo truly happy, fo much above all Fate and For-

tune, that 1 diould defpife that Man, durft fay, remember La^arillo
%

thou art mortal.

Enter Intelligencer t with a Guard

.

z Int . This is the Villain, lay hold on him.

Laz. Gentlemen, why am I thus intreated? What is the nature

of my Crime/
z Int . Sir, though youhave carried it a great while privately, and

fas you think,) well} yet we have fecn you, Sir and we know thee
Lazarilhj for a Traitor. Laz The Gods defend our Duke. (ter.

z Int. Amen, Sir, Sir, this cannot fave that ftiff-Neck from the Hal-
Jul. Gentlemen, I am glad you have difeover’d him, he thould

not have eaten under my Roof for twenty Pounds and furely I did
not like him, when he call’d for Fifti.

Laz . My Friends, will ye let me have that little Favour—
i /«/. Sir, ye (hall have Law, and nothing elfe.

Laz. To let me flay the eating of a Bit or two, for I proteft I

am yet fading. Jul

.

i’ll have no Traitor come within my Houfe.
Laz. Now could I wifhmy felf I had been a Traitor, I have Strength

enough for to endure it, had I but Patience: Man thou art but Grafs,
thou art a Bubble, and thou muft perifti.

Then lead along, I am prepar’d for all

:

Since l have loft my Hopes, welcome my Full.

z Int . Awav Sir.

La%
%

BHHHH
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Laz. As thou haft hope ofMan, ftaybut this Difh this two Hours?

I doubt not I fhall be difcharged: By this Light I will marry thee.

Jul. You lhail marry me firft then.

Laz. Idocontrcft myfelf unto thee now, before thcfe Gentlemen.
Jul. HI prefcrve it 'till you be haog’d or quitted.

Laz. Thanks, Thanks.
z Int. Away, away, you fhall thank her at the Gallows'
Laz,. Adieu, adieu. \Exemt Laz z Int. and Guard.

Jul• if he live Til have him, if he be harg d there s no Lofs in ir.

[Exit.

Enter Oriana and her Watting- wornan looking out at a Window .

Ori. Haft thou provided one to bear my Letcer to my Brother?
Wait. I have enquir’d, but they of the Houfe will fuffer no Let-

ter nor Meffageto be carried from you, bur fuch as the Lord Gan*

fhall be acquainted with: Truly, Madam, 1 fufpedfc the Houfe
to be no better than it fhould be. Ori

.

What doft thou doubt ?

Wait. Faith 1 am loath to tell ir, Madam.
Ori. Out with it, ’tis not true Modefty to fear to fpeak that thou

doll think.

Wait. 1 think it to be one of thefe Bawdy-houfes.

Or/. ’Tis no matter Wench, we are warm in ir, keep thou thy

Mind pure, and upon my Word, that Name will do thee no Hurt.*

I cannot force my felf yet t^»fear any thing; when I do get out. 111

another encounter with my Womar.-Hater. Here will 1 lit. 1 may
get fight of fome of my Friends, it mull needs be a Comfort to them
to fee me here.

Enter Du 'e, Gondarino, County and Ariigo.

Gond. Arc v e all fufficicntly difguis’d? For this Houfe where (he

attend** me, is not to be vifited in our own Shapes.

Duke. We are not our felves.

Arri. I know the Houfe to be {Infill enough, yet I have been here-

tofore, and durft now, but for difeovering of you, appear here in

my own Likenefs. Duke. Where’s Luciot

Arri. My Lord, hefaidthe Affairs ofthe Common-wealth would
nit fuffer him to attend always.

Duke . Some great ones qutftionlcfs that he will handle.

Count. Come let us enter.

Gond. See how Fortune drives to revenge my Quarrel upon thefe

Women, Ihe’s in the Window, v’ere it not to undo her, 1 Ihould

nor look upon her. Duke. Lead us, Gondarino.

Gond. Stay, fince you force me to difplay my Shame,
Look there, and you, my Lord, know you that Face ?

Duke. Is’tfhe? Count. It is.

Gond. *Tis fhc, whofe greateft Virtue ever was

Diffimulation; (he that ftill hath drove
More to fin cunningly, than to avoid it:

She that hath ever fought to be accounted
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Moft virtuous, when flie did deferve moft Scandal: ;

*
! is {he that itches now, and in the height

Of her intemperate Thoughts, with greedy Eyes

Experts my coming to allay her Luft:

Leave her, forget (he’s thy Sifter. Count. Stay, flay.

Duke . 1 am as full of this ac thou canft be,

The Memory of this will eafily

Hereafter ftay my loofe and wandring Thought
From any Woman.

tount. This will not down with me, I dare not truft this Fellow.

Duke. Leave her here, that only (hall be her Puniihment, never

to be fetch’d from hence 5 but let her ufe her Trade to get her living.

Count. Stay, good my Lord, l do believe all this, as great Men
as I have had known Whores to their Sifters, and have laugh t at

it: I would fain hear how fhe talks, fince {he grew thus light:

Will your Grace make him {hew himfelf to her, as if he were now
come to fatisfie her longing/ whilft we, unfeen of her, over-hear

her Wantonnefs, let’s make our beft of icnow, we {hall have good
Duke . Do it, Gondarino. ( Mirth,

Gond. I mufti Fortune aflift me but this once.

Count. Here we {hall ftand unfeen, and near enough.

Gond . Madam, Oriana.

Ori. Who’s that? oh! my Lord? Gond. Shall I come up?
Ori. Oh you are merry, {hall 1 come down ?

Gond. It is better there.

Ori. What is the confeftionofthelye you made to the Duke which
I fcarce believe, yet you had impudence enough to do? did it not

gain you fo much Faith with me, as that I was willing to be at your
Lordfliip’s bellowing, ’till you had recover’d my Credit, and con-

fefs’d your felf a Lyar, as you pretended to do ? 1 confefs I began to

fear you, and defir’d to beout of your Houfe,but your own Follow-
ers forc’d me hither.

Gond. *Tis well fufpe&ed, diflemble ftill, for there arefome may
hear us.

Ori. More tricks yet, my Lord? what Houfe this is I know nor,
I only know my felf: it were a great Conqueft, if you could faften a

fcandal upon me .• ’faith my Lord, give me leave to write to my Brother. 11
Duke. Come down. Count. Come down.
Arri. If it pleafe your Grace, there’s a back Door.
Count. Come meet us there then.

Duke. It feems you are acquainted with the Houfe.

;
Arri . I have been in ir. Gond. She faw you, and diflembled.
Duke. Sir, we fhall know that better.

Gond. Bring me unto her, if I prove her not
To be a Strumpet, let me be contemn’d
Of all her Sex. [ExeuntACT
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ACT V. SCENE I.

Enter Lucio..

Luc. Ow whilft the young Duke follows his delights,

xN We that do mean to praclife in the State,

Muft pick our times, and Jet our Faces in,

And nod our Heads as it may prove m~ft fit

For the main good of the acar Common- wealth :

Who’s within there?

Enter a Servant .

Serv. My Lord?
Luc. Secretary, fetch the Gown I ufe to read Petitions in, and the

Standifh I anlwer French Letters with *, and call in the Gentleman
that attends: [ Exit Servant*

Little know they that do not deal in State,

How many things there arc to be obferv'd,

Which feem but little
j

yet by one of us

(Whofe Brains do wind about the Common-wealth)
Neglefled, cracks our Credits utterly.

Enter Gentleman and a Servant

.

Sir, but that I do prefume upon your Secrefie, I would not have

appear’d to you thus ignorantly attir’d without a Tooth-pick in a

Ribbond, or a Ring in my Band-firing.

_ Gent . Your Lordfhip fend forme?
Luc. I did: Sir, your long pra&ice in the State, under a great

Man, hath led you to much Experience.

Gent. My Lord.

Luc. Suffer not your Modefty to excufe it j in fhort, and in pri-

vate, 1 defire your direction. I take my Study already to be furn Ih d

after a grave and wife method.

Gent. What will this Lord do?

Luc. My Book-firings aie fuitable, and of a reaching Colour.

Gent. How’s this?

Luc . My Standifh of Wood, flrange and fweet, and my fore fljp

hangs in the right plaay and as near MackiaveV

s

x
as can be g the-

red by Tradition.

Gent. Are there fuch Men as will fay nothing abroad
,
and play the

Fools in their Lodgings? this Lord mu ft be followed. And hath

your Lordfhip fome new made words to fcattei; in your Speeches in

publick, to gain note, that the Hearers may carry them away, and

difpute of them" at Dinner?

Luc. 1 have. Sir: and befidcs, my feveral Gowns and Caps agree,

able to my feveral cccafions.

G Gent .
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Gent

.

Tis well, and you have leara’d to write a bad Hand, *

that the Readeis may take pains for it.

Luc

.

Yes, Sir, and I give om l have the Palfie.

Cent. Good, ’twere better though Lf you had it: your Lordlhip

hath a Secretary that cm write fair, when you purpofe to be un-

derftood.

Luc

.

’Faith, Sir, I have one, there he IHnds, he hath been my
Secretary thefe feven Years, but he hath forgotten to write.

Gent. If he can make a writing Face, it is not amifs, fo he keep

his own Counfef: your Lordlhip hath no hope of the Gout?
Luc. Uh, little. Sir, fince the pain in mv right Foot left me;
Gent. ’Twill be fome fcandal to your Wifdom, though I fee your

Lordlhip knows enough in publick bufinefs.

Luc

.

1 am not employ’d (though to m.y defert) in Occafions

Foreign, nor frequented for Matters Domdlical.

Gent . Not frequented? what courfc takes your Lordlhip?

Luc. The readieli way, my Door Hands wind, my Secretary

knows I am not denied to any.

Gent . In this (give me leave; your Lordlhip is out of the way \

make a back Door to let.out Intelligencers* feem to be ever bufie,

and put your Door under Keepers, andyou lhall have a Troop of

Clients fweating to come at you.

Luc. 1 have a back Door already, I will henceforth be bufie. Se-

cretary^ run and keep the Door. [Exit Secretary.

Gent. This will fetch ’em. Luc . I hope fo.

Enter Secretary.

Seer. My Lord, there are fame require acceft to you, about

weighty Affairs of State. ^
Luc . Already? Gent. I told you fo.

Luc. How weighty is the bufinefs? Seer. Treafon, my Lord.
Luc. Sir, my Debts to yojrfbr this are great,

Gent. I will leave your LoTdfhip now.
Luc. S r, my Death mult be fudden, if I requite you not $ at the

back Door, good Sir.

Gent. 1 wil*! be your Loroffiip’s Intelligencer for once.

[Exit Gentleman
Enter Secretary.

Seer. My Lord.

Luc. Let ’em in, and fay I am at my Study.

Enter LazariHc, and two Intelligencers
,
Lucio being at his Study.

1 Ini. Where is your Lord?
Seer. At hrs Study, but he will have you brought in.

Laz. Why Gentlemen, what will you charge me withal?

2 Int . Treafon^ horrible Treafon, i hope to have the leading of

thee to Jfrifon, and prick thee on i’th’ Arte with a Halbert •, to have
him hang’d th.it fdutes thee, and call a8*heis3n queftion thtft fpit

sot upon the^. Laz.

*
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Laz. My Thread is fpun, yet might l but call for this Dilh of
Meat at the Gallows, infte d of a Pfalm, it were to be endur’d > the

Curtain open?, now my end draws on. [Secretary d'awstke Curtain .

' Luc. Gentlemen, 1 am not empty of weighty occafions at this

time-, 1 pray ycu your bufinefs.

1 Int My Lord, l think we have difeoverd one of the mod bloo-

dy Traitors that ever the World held.

Luc- Signior Lazarillo
,

I am glad ye are one of this difeovery,

give me your Hand.

2 Int, My Lord, that is the Traitor.

Luc. Keep him off, I would not for my whole Edate have touch’c)

Laz . My Lord. . fhim.
Luc. Peace, Sr, l know the Devil is at your Tongue’s end, to

furnilh you with Speeches : What are the particulars you charge him
with? [*fbey deliver a Paper to Lucio, who reads .

Both hit . We conferr’d our Notes, and have extra&cd that which
we will juftifie upon our Oajths.

Luc. That he would be greater than the Duke, that he had cad
Plots for this, and meant to corrupt lome to betray him, that he

would burn the City, kill the Duke, and poifon the Privy-Council,

and laftly kill himfelf. Though thou deferv’d to be harfg’d with

filence, yet i allow thee to fp;ak, he thort.

Laz. My Lord, fo may my greatefl with fucceed,

So may I live, and compafs what 1 feek.

As 1 had never Treafonin my Thoughts,

Nor ever did confpire the overthrow

Of any Creatures but of brutifh Beads,

Fowls* Filher, and fuch other human Food,

As is provided for the good of Man.

If dealing Cullards, Tarts, and Florentines

By fome late Statute be created Treafon,

How many Fellow Courtiers can 1 bring.

Whole long Attendance and i xperience

Hath made them deeper in the Plot than 1 ?

Luc . Peace .* Such hath ever been the Clemency of my gracious

Mailer the Duke, in all his Proceedings, that l had thought, and,

thought I had thought rightly, that Malice would long e’er this

have hid her felfin her Den, and have turn’d her own Sting againft

her own Heart : But I well perceive, that fo froward is the Difpo-

fition of a deprav’d Nature, that it doth not only feek Revenge,

where it hath receiv'd Injury, but many times third after their De-

finition, where it hath met with Benefits.

Laz. But my good Lord z Int. Let’s gag him.

Luc. Peace again : but many times third after Ddtrufliou, where

it hath met with Benefits; there I left: Such, and no better are the

Bufinefs that we have now in hand.

G z 5 ***•
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1 Int. He’s excellently fpoken

2 bit He’ll wind a Traitor, I warrant him.

Luc . But furely methinks, fetting afide the touch of Confctence,

anti all inward Convu.fions.

i Int. He’ll be hang’d, I know by that word.

Laz . Your Lordfhip may confider

Luc. Hold thy peace: thou canfl not anfwer this Speech; no
Traitor can anfwer it ; But becaufe you cannot anfwer this Speech,

I take it you have confefs’d the Treafon,

i Int. The Count Palore was the fhft that difeover’d him, and
can witnefsitj but he left the matter to your Lordfhip’s grave Con*
fideration.

Luc. I thank his Lordfhip, carry him away fpeedily to the Duke.
Laz

.

Now, Lazarillo
, thou art tumbl’d down

The Hill of Fortune, with a violent Apnij

All Plagues that can be. Famine and the Sword,
Will light upon thee j black Defpair will boil

In thy defpairing Breafl* no Comfort by,

Thy Friends far off, thy Enemies are nigh.

Luc* Away with him, I’ll follow you* look you Pinion him, and
take his Mony from him, left he fwaliow a Shilling, and kill him-
felf. 2 Int. Get thou on before. [Exeunt .

SCENE II,

Enter the Duke$ the Count
, Gondarino and Arrigo.

Duke. Now, Gondarinoy what can you put on now
That may deceive us ? ^

^

Have ye more flrange UluSons, yet more Mills,

Through which the weak Eye may be led to Eiror?
What can ye fay that may do Satisfaction

Both for her wrong’d Honour, and your 111?

Gsnd. All I can fay, or may, is faid already

:

She is unchafte, or elfe I have no knowledge,
I do not breathe, nor have the ufe of Senfe.
Duke Dare ye be yet fo wilful, ignorant of your own

Nakednefs? Did not your Servants,

In mine own hearing, confefs

They brought Tier to that Houfe we found her in,

Almoft by force; and with a great diftiuft

Of fome enfuing Hazard ?

Count. He that hath begun fo worthily,
It fits not with his Refolution
To leave off thus, my Lord; I know thefe are but idle Proofs.
What fays your Lordfhip to them ?

Gtfid.
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Gond. Count, I dare yet pronounce again, thy Sifter is not honeft.

Count > You are your felf, my Lord, i like your fettlednefs.

Gond . Count, th ,u art young, and unexperienc’d in the dark hid-

den ways of Women: Thou dar’ft affirm with confidence, a Lady

of fi.teen may be a Maid.

Count. Sir, if it were not fo, I have a Sifter would fet near my
Heart.

Gond Let her fit near her Shame, it better fits her: call back

the Blood that made our ftream in nearnefs, and turn the Current to

a better ufe V ’tis too much mudded, I do grieve to know it.

Dub. Dar tt thou makeup again, dar’ft thou turn Face, knowing
we know thee; haft thou not been difeover’d openly ? did not our

Ears hear her deny thy courtings? did vve not fee her b!u(h with

modeft Anger, to be fo overtaken by a trick*, can ye deny this.

Lord?
Gond

.

Had not your Grace, and her kind Brother

Been within level of her Eye,

You Ihould have had a hotter Volley from her,

More full of Blood and Fire, ready to leap the Window where flie

flood.

So truly fenfual is her Appetite.

Duke. Sir, Sir, thefe are but words and tricks, give me the proof.

Count. What need a better proof than your Lordftiip?

1 am lure ye have lain with her, my Lord.

Gond. I have confefs’d it, Sir.

Duke. I dare not give thee credit without witnefs.

Gond' Does your Grace think we carry Seconds with us, to fearch

us, and fee fair play
:
your Grace hath been ill tutor’d in the bu-

finefs*, but if you hope to try her truly, and fatisfie your felf what
frailty is, give her the Teft.* do not remember, Count, {he is your

Sifter} nor let my Lord the Duke believe (he is fair; but put her

to it without hope or, pity, then ye (hall fee that Golden Form fly

off, that all Eyes wonder at for pure and fixe, and under’t bafe blufh-

ing Copper*, Mettal not worth the meaneft Honour/ you ffiall be-

hold her then, my Lord, tranfparcnt, look through her Heart, and
view the Spirits how they leap, and tell me then 1 did belie the Lady.

Duke. It fhall be done: Come, Gondarino
,
bear us Company,

We do believe thee.* flie {hall die, and thou (halt fee it.

Enter Laz irillo, two Intelligencers and Guard.

How now my Friends* who have you guarded hither ?

1 Int. So pleafe your Grace, we have difeover’d a Villain and a
Traitor; the Lord Lucio hath examin’d him, and fent him tayour
Grace for Ju

4gment.

Count. My Lord, I dare abfolve him from all Sin of Treafon: I

know his moll Ambition isbuta Diih ofMear, which he hath hun-
ted
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ted with fo true a Seen:, that’ he dcfeiveth the Collar not the
Halter.

Duk:. Why do they bring him thus bound up? the poor Man
had more need have lomc warm. Meat, to comfort his cold Stomach.

Count. Your Grace fhall have the Caufe hereafter* when you fliaJl

laugh more freely.*

But thefe are call'd Informers*, Men that live by Treafon, as Rat-
catchers do by Poifon.

Duke. Would there were no heavier Prodigie hung over us,

than this poor Fellow, I durft redeem all Perils ready to pour them-
felves upon this State, with a cold Cuflard.

Count. Your Grace might do it' without danger to your Perfoo*
Laz. My Lord, if ever I intended Treafon againtt your Perfon,

or the State, unlefs it were by wifhing from your Fable tome Dtflb

of Meat, which l mult needs confefs was not a Subjedi’s part ; qi
coveting by ftealth Sups from thofe noble Bottles, that no Mouth,
keeping Allegiance true, fhould dare to tatte: 1 mutt confefs, with
more than covetous Eye, I have beheld thofe dear conceal’d Diflies,

that have l^een brought in by cunning Equipage, to wait upon your
Grace’s Pallat: I do confefs, out of this prelent hear, l have had
Stratagems and Ambufcado’s, but, God be thanked, they have ne-

v ver took.

Duke. .Count, this Bufinefs is your own* when you have done,
repair to us.

v [Exit Duke.
Count. I will attend your Grace: La%arillo> you are at liberty, be

your own Man again ; and if you can be Matter of your Wiihes, I

wilh it may be fo.

Laz. I humbly thank your Lordfhip: I mutt be unmannerly, I

have forae prefent Bufinefs, once more 1 heartily thank your Lord-
fhip* [Exit Lazirillo.

Count. Now even a word or two to you, and fo farewel
; you

think ycu have deferv’d much of this State by this Difcovery : Y’are
a flaviih People, grown fubje& to the common Courfe of all Men.
How much unhappy were that noble Spirir, could work by fuch
bafer Gains? What Mifcry would not a knowing Man put on
with wiilingnefs, e’er he fee himfelf grown fat and full fed, by fall

ofthofe you rife by? 1 do ciifcharge ye my Attendance; our healthul
State needs no fuch Leeches to luck out her Blood.

i Int . I do befeech your Lordfhip. i Int. Good my Lord.,
€ount . Go learn to be more honeft; when 1 fee you work your

means from honeft Induttry, [Exeunt Informers
I will be willing to accept your Labours ; _

’Till then 1 will keep back my promis’d Favours:

Here comes another Remnant of Folly

:

Enter Lucio.
I mutt difpatch him too, ’ Now Lord lucio, what Bufinefs brings
you hither ? luc.
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Luc. Faiths Sir, i am difcovering what will become of\that no-

table piece o£ Trenfon, intended by that Yarlet Lazarillo
; i have

fent him to the Duke ioi Judgment.

Count. Sir, you have pci t rm\i the part of a moft careful States-

man, and let me fcty « jo >.© r Face, Sir, of a Father to this Stare :

1 would wifh you to retire, and infconce your felf in Study 5 for

fuch is your daily 1 hour, and out leaf, that your lofs of an Hour
may breed our Overthrow.

Luc. Sir, I will be commanded by your Judgment,and though I

find it a Trouble fcant to be waded through, by thefe weak Years \

yet for thedear Care of theComra m-wealth, Iwillbruifc n>y Brains,

and confine my felf to much Vexation.

Count . Go, and maylt thou knock down Treason like an Ox.
Lac. Amen. \Exeunt.

Enter Mercer
, Pander, and Franciffim.

Met. Have lfpoke thus much in the Honour of Learning ? learn'd

the Names of the feven liberal Sciences, before my Marriage and

fince, have in hafte written Epifttes congratulatory to the nine

Mufe p
,
and is fhe proved a Whore and a Beggar?

Tan.
3
Tis true, you are not now to be taught, that no Man can

be learn’d of a fudden; let not your firft Projeft difcourage you,

what you have loft in this, you may get gain in Alchumie.

Fran. Fear not Husband, 1 hope to make as good a Wife, as

the beft of your Neighbours have, and as honefh

Mer. I will go home* good Sir, do not publifh this*, as longas

it runs amongft our felves, ’tis good honeft Mirth.* You’ll come
home to Supper ,

I mean to have all her Friends, and mine, as ill

as it goes.

Pan. Do wifely, Sir, and hid your own Friends, your whole

Wealth will ibarce fea ft all. hers, neither is it for your Credit to

walk the Streets with a Woman fo noted y get you home and pro-

vide her Cloaths} let her come an Hour heoce with an Handbas-

ket, and fhift her felf, {he’ll ferve to fit at the upper end of the

Table, and drink to your Cuftomers.

Mer. Art is juft, and will make me amends'.

Fan. No doubt, Sir.

Mer. The chief note of a Scholar, you fay, is to govern his Paf-

Sons 5 wherefore 1 do take all patiently , in fign of which, my dear

Wife, I do kifs thee, make hafte home after me, 1 {hall be in my
Study, - [Exit. Mercer.

Pan. Go, avaunt, my new City Dame, fend me what you pro-

mis’d me for Confideration, and may’ft thou prove a Lady.

Fran. Thou ibalt have ir, his Silks {hall ftie for it.
[
Exeunt

.

Enter Lazarillo and bis Boy.

%
Laz. How fweet is a Culm rifter a Tempeft, what is there now

that can ftand betwixt me and Felicity ? I have .gone through all my
... Croficn
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Crofles conftantJyj have confounded my Enemies, and know w here

Co havemy Longing fatisfy’d; I have my way before me, there's the

Door, and I may freely walk into my Ddights: Knock, Boy.

Jul. within. Who’s there?

Laz. Madona
y
my* Love, not guilty, not guilty, open the Door,

Enter Julia.

Jul . Art thou come, Sweet-heart ?

Laz. Yes, to my foit Embraces, and the reft of my overflowing

Blifles; come, let us in and iwim in our Delights •, a fliorx Grace
as we go, and fo to Meat.

JuL Nay, my dear Love, you muft bear with me in this; we'll

to the Church firft*

Laz. Shall 1 be fu»e of it then?

By my Love youfliall.
} ' Laz. 1 am content, for 1 do now widi to hold off longer, to

whet my Appetite, and do deflre to meet with more Troubles, fo

1 might conquer them*
And as a holy Lover that hath fpent

The tedious Night with many a Sigh and Tears,

Whilft he purfu’d his Wench, and hath obferv’d

The Smiles and Frowns, not daring to difpleafe

When at laft, hath with his Service won
Her yielding Heart; that (Tie begins to dote

Upon him, and can hold no longer out,

But hangs about his Neck, and woes him more
Than ever he defir’d her Love before:

Then begins to flatter his Defert

And growing wanton, needs will caft her off

;

Try her, pick Quarrels, to breed frefli Delight,

And to encreafe his pleafing Appetite.

Jul.. Come Moufe, will you walk ?

Laz, I pray thee let me be deliver’d of the Joy I am fo big with,
I do feci that high Heat within me, that I begin to doubt whe-
ther I be mortal :

How 1 contemn my Fellows in the Court,

With whom I did but yefterday converfe?

And in a lower, and an humbler Key,
Did walk and med.raie on grofllr Meats ?

There they are ftill poor Rogues, (baking their Chops,
And fneaking after Cheefes, and do run
Headlong in Chafe of every Jack of Beer
That crofleth them, in hope of fome Repaft
That it will bring them to; whilft I am here,

The happieft Wight that ever fet his Tooth
To a dear Novelty: Approach my Love,

Come
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Come let’s go to knit the true Love’s Knot,

That never can be broken.

Boy. That is, to marry a Whore,
La*. When that is done, then will we tafte the Gift,

Which Fates have fent my Fortunes up to lift.

Boy . When that is done, you’ll begin to repent upon a full

Stomach) but l fee, ’tis but a Form in Deftioy, not to be alter’d.

[Exeunt.

Enter Arrigo and Oriana.

Ori. Sir, what may be the Current of your Bufiuefs, that thus

you (Ingle out your Time and Place ?

Arri. Madam, the Bufinefs now impos’d upon me, concerns you
nearly, I wi(h no woifer Man might finifh it.

Ori. Why are ye chang’d fo? Are ye not well, Sir/

Arri. Yes, Madam, I am well, wou’d you were fo.

Ori. Why, Sir, I feel my felf in perfedb Health.

Arri. And yet yc cannot live long, Madam.
Ori. Why, good Arrigo ?

Arri. Why? ye mull die.

Ori. I know I mult, but yet my Fate calls not upon me.

Arri. It does 5 this Hand the Duke commands (hail give you
Death.

Ori. Heav’n, and the Powers divine, guard well the Tnnoccnr.

Arri. Lady, your Prayers may do your Soul fome good.

That fure your Body cannot merit by ’em:

You mud prepare to die.

Ori. What’s my Offence? What have thefe Years committed,
That may be dangerous to the Duke or State?

Have l confpir’d by Poifon, have 1 giv’n up,

My Honour to fome loofe unfettled Blood

That may give Aftion to my Plots/

Dear Sir, let me not die ignorant of my Faults.

Arri. Ye (hall noC
Then Lady, you mull know, you’re held unboned

;

The Duke, your Brother, and your Friends in Court,

W ith too much Grief condemn ye \
though to me

The Fault deferves not to be paid with Death.

Ori Who’s my Accufer? Arri. Lord Qondarin#.

Ori. Arrigo, take thefe Words, and bear them to the Duke,
It is the lad Petition I (hall ask thee.

Tell him the Child this prefent Hour brought forth

To fee the World has not a Soul more pure, more white, more
Virgin than I have* tell him, Lord Gondarino's Plot I fuffer for

and willingly*, tell him it had been a greater Honour, to have
fav’d than kill’d; but I have done: Strike, I’m arm’d for Heav’n.
Why day you? Is there any Hope?

^ H Arrh
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Arri . I would not finite.

Ori

.

Have you the Pow’r to fave?

Arri: With Hazard of my Life, if it fliould be known.
Ori. You will not venture chat?

Ani. I will. Lady*, there is that Means yet to efcape your Death*
if you can wifely apprehend.

Ori. Yc dare not be fo kind?

Ani. I dare, and will, if you dare but deferve’r.

Ori . if 1 fh ould flight my Life, 1 were to blame.
Arriw Then, Madam, this is the Means, or elfe you die: l love

you.

Ori . I fliall believe it, if you five my Life.

Arri . And ys>u mull: lie with me.

Ori. I dare not buy my Life fo.

Arri. Come, ye mud refolve, fay yea or no,

Ori. Then no; nay, look not ruggedly upon me,
I am made up too ftrong to fear iuch Looks:
Come do your Butcher’s part *, before l would with Life, with the

dear lofs of Honour, 1 dare find means to free my felf.

Arri. Speak, will ye yield?

Qrii VilLin, l will not} Murtherer, do the worft thy bafe* un-
noble Thoughts dare prompt thee to; lam above thee, Slave.

Arri. Wilt thou not be drawn to yield by fair Perfwafions?

Ori. No, nor by
Arri. Peace, know your Doom then} your Ladifhip muft re-

member you are not now at home, where you dare feafl all that

come about you; but you are fallen under my Mercy, which
fliall be but fmall; if theu refufe to yield: Hear what I have
{worn unto my felf} Iwill enjoy thee, though it be between the

parting of thy Soul and Body } yield yet and live. v

Cri. i’ll guard the one, let Heav’n guard the other-.

Arri. Are you fo refolute then?

Duke from above Hold, hold, I fay.

Ori What If yet more Terror to my Tragedy?
Arri . Lady, the Scene of Blood is done; ye are now as free

from Scandal as from Death.

Enter Duke
,
Count, and Gondarino.

Duke. Thou Woman, which wert born to teach Men Virtue,
Fnir, hveet, and model! Maid, forgive my Thoughts,
My Trefpais was my Love,

Se;Ze Gondarino , let him wait our Dooms,
Gand, I do begin a little to love this Woman} 1 could endure

her already twelve Miles off.

Count. Siller, 1 am glad you have brought your Honour off fo

fairly,, without kfs.v You have done a work above your Sex; the

Duke
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Duke admires it: give him fair Encounter.

Duke. Bell of ail Comforts, may I take this Hand, and call it

mine?
Ori. I am your Grace’s Handmaid.
Duke. Would ye had faid my fclf: Might it not befo , Lady ?

Count* Sifter, fay ay, I know you can afford it.

Ori . My Lord, I am your Subjeft, ycu may command me, pjr#

vided ftill your Thoughts be fair and good.

Luke. Here I am yours, and when I ceafe to be fo,

Let Heav’n forget me: Thus 1 make'ic good.

Ori

.

My Lord, I am no more mine own.
Count. So, this Bargain was well driven.

Cond. Duke, thou haft fold away t hy fclf to all Perdition * thou

art this prefent Hour becoming Cuckold: Methinks l fee thy Gaul

grate through thy Veins, and Jealoufie ftize thee with her Talons.

1 know that Woman’s Nofe mult be cut off, (lie cannot Tcape

it*

Duke . Sir, we have Punifhment for you.

Ori. I do befeech your Lordfhip, for the Wrongs this Man hath

done me, let me pronounce his Punifhment.

Duke. Lady, 1 give’t to ycu, he is your own.
Gon 0 i do befeech your Grace, let me be banifh’d with all the

fpeed that may be.

Count. Stay ftill, you {hall attend her Sentence.

Ori. Lord Gondarino
,
you have wrong’d me highly*, yet fince it

fprung from no peculiar hate to me, bujt from a general difiike un-

ro all Women, you {hall thus fuffer for it* Anigo
y

call in fome

Ladies to aflift usj will your Grace make your State?

Gond. My Lord, l do befeech your Grace for any Punifhment,

faving this Woman} let me be fent upon difeovery of fome Lfiand*

I do defire but a fmall Gondola
, with ten Holland Cheefcs, and I’ll

undertake it.

Ori . Sir, yemiuft be content, will ye fit-down? Nay do it wil-

lingly.* ArrigOy tie his Arms clofe to the Chair, 1 dare not truft his

Patience.

Gond. May ft thou be quickly cld and
1

painted*, may ft thou dost

upon fome fturdy Yeoman of the Wood-yard, and he be honeft

}

mayft thtu be barr’d the lawful lechery of thy Coach, for want

oflnftrumcnts *, and la ft, be thy Womb unopen’d.
"

Duke . This Fellow hath a pretty Gaul.

Count. My Lord, 1 hope to fee him purg’d e’er he part.

Enter Ladies.

Ori. Your Ladifhips are welcome:

I rouft defire your helps, though you are no Phyfieians, to do a

ftrange Cure upon this Gentleman.

Ladies . in what we can affile you, Madam, ye may command us

H i Gond.
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Gond. New to 1 fit like a Conjurer within my Circle, and thefe

the Devils that ate rais’d about me, 1 will pray that they may have
no Power upon me.

Or* Ladies, fall off in couples, then withafoft dill march, - with
low demeanours, charge this Gentleman.

I'll be your Leader.

Gond . Let me be quarter’d, Duke, quickly, I can endure it ; thefe

Women long for Man’s flefh, let them have it.

Duke. Count, have you ever feen fo ftrange a Paflion? what
would this Fellow do, if he fhould find hiofclf in Bed with a

young Lady.^

Count. Faith my Lord, if he couU get a Knife, fure he wou’d
cut her Throar, or elfe he wou’d do as Hercules did by Lycas,

fwing out her Soul: h’as the true hate of a Woman in him.

Ori. Low with your Curtfits, Ladies.

Gond. Come not too near me, 1 hate a Breath will poifon ye^

my Lungs are rotten, and my Stomach is raw

:

I am given much
to belching: hold off, as you love fweet Airs; Ladies, by your

fird Night’s Pleafure, 1 conjure you, as you wou’d have your Hus-
bands proper Men, llrong Backs, and little Legs, as you would
have ’em hate your Waiting-women.

Ori. Sir, we mult court ye, ’till we have obtain’d fome little fa-

vour from thofe gracious Eyes, ’tis but a Kifs a piece.

Gond. 1 pronounce Perdition to ye all 5 ye area parcel of that

damned Crew that fell down with Lucifer
,
and here ye ffaid on

Earth to plague poor Men ; vanifh, avaunt, I am fortified againd
your Charms: Heav’n grant me Breath and Patience,

r Lady. Shall we not kifs then?
Gond. No, fear my Lips with hot Irons fird, or flitch them up

like a Ferret’s: oh that this brunt were over!

z Lady . Come, come, little Rogue, thou art too maidenly by
my troth, 1 think I mull box thee ’till thou be’ft bolder y the more
bold, the more welcome: I prithee kifs me, be not afraid.

[She fits on his Knee.

Gond. If there be any here that yet have fo much of the Fool
left in them, as to love their Mothers, let them on her, and loath

them too.

2 Lady. What a flovenly little Villain art thou,, why doff thou-

noc ftroak up thy Hm? 1 think theu ne’er comb’d it; I mud have
k lie in better order; fc, fo, fo, let me fee thy Hands, arc they
Wa fil’d ?

Gond

.

1 would they were loofe for thy fake.

Duke. Sbe tortures him admirably.

Count. The bed that ever was.

l Lady . Alas, how cold they are, poor Go! Is, why dofl thee

nog
jj
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not get thee a Muff?
Arri. Madam, here's an old Conntry Gentlewoman at the Door?

that came nodding up for Jufticc, fhe was with the Lord Gonda-
tino to day, and would now again come to the Speech of him, fhc

fays.

Ori. Let her in, for fports fake, let her in.

Gond. Mercy, oh Duke, I do appeal to thee
:
plant Canors there,

and difeharge them againft my Bread rather: nay, firft let this fhe-

Fury fit (till where fta docs, and with her nimble Fingers ftrokc

my Hair, play with my Finger's ends, or any thing, until my pan-
ting Heart have broke my Bread.

Duke. You mud abide her Ccnfure.

\The Lady rife r from his Knee .

Enter old Gentlewoman

.

Gond. I fee her come, unbutton me, for fhe wiil fpeak.

Gentlew. Where is he. Sir?

Gond. Save me, 1 hear her.

Arri. There he is in State to give you Audience.

> Gentlew . How does your Lordfhip ?

Gond. Sick of the Sp^en.
Gentlew. How?
Gond. Sick.

Gentlew . Will you chew a Nutmeg, you fhall not refufe it* it is

very comfortable,

Gond. Nay, now thou art come, I know it

Is the Devil's Jubilee,. Hell is broke loofe.*

My Lord, if ever I have done you Service,

Or have deferv’d a Favour of ycur Grace,

Let me be turn’d upon fome prefent Aftion,

Where I may fooner die than laoguifh thusj

Your Grace hath her Petition, grant it her, and eafe me now §£
lad.

Duke. No, Sir, you mud endure.

Gentlew. For my Petition, I hope your

Lordfhip hath remembred me.
Ori . ’Faith I begin to pity him j Arrigo, take her off, bear her

away, fay her Petition is granted.

Gentlew. Whither do you draw me,Sir? I know it is not roy Lord's

pleafure I fhould be thus ufed, before my bufinefs be difpatched.

Arri. You dial! know more of that without.

Ori. Unbind him, Ladies, but before he go, this he (hall pro-
roifej for the Love I bear to our own Sex, l would have them
dill hated by thee, and injoyn thee as a Punidiment, never hcreaf?

ter willingly to come in the prefence or fight of any Woman, nor

mer to feek wrongfully the pubiick difgrace of any.

Gon*
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Qond. *Tis that I would have fworn, and do; when I meditate

with them, for their good, or their bad, may Time call back this

Day again \ and when I come in their Companies, may 1 catch the
Pcx by their Breath, and have no other pleafure for it.

Duke. Ye are moft merciful.

Of. My Lord, I Ihcw’d my Sex the better.

Count. All is over-blown, Sifter; y’are like to have a fair Night
of it, and a Prince in your Arms.- let’s go, my Lord.

Duke. Thus through the doubtful Streams ofJoy and Grief,

True Love doth wade, and finds at laft Relief.

[Exeunt orniet.

FINIS.
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