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Dramatis Perfon^.

DUKE 0/ Venice.

Morochius, a Moorifh Prince. ? n . -n •

w . r a p Suiters to Portia.
Prince of Arragon, ^
Anthonio, the Merchant of Venice.

Baflanio, his Friend^ In love with Portia.

Salanio, 1

Solarino, > Friends to Anthonio and Baflanio..

Gratiano, J

Lorenzo, in love with Jeffica.

Shylock, a Jew.

Tubal, a Jew, his Friend.

Launcelot, a Clown, Servant to the Jew.

Gobbo, an old Man, Father to Launcelot.

Leonardo, Servant to Baflanio.

Balthazar, ? m _~ -01 > Servants to Portia.
Stephano, ^

Portia, an Heirefs of great Quality and Fortune.

NerifTa, Confident to Portia.

Jeffica, Daughter to Shylock.

Senators of Venice, Officers^ Jailer^ Servants and

other Attendants.

SCENE, partly at V eniee ; mid' fartly *t Bel-

mont, the Seat of Portia upon the Continent.

THE



THE

Merchant ^Venice.

AG T I.

SCENE, a Street in Venice.

'Enter Anthonio, Solarino, and Salanio*

Anthonio.
N footh, I know not why I am fo fad :

It wearies me 5 you fay, it wearies you;
But how I caught it, found it, or came by it,

What fluff 'tis made of, whereof it is born,
I am to learn

And fuch a want-wit fadnefs makes of me,
That I have much ado to know my felf.

SaL Your mind is tofling on the ocean >

There, where your Argofies with portly Sail,

Like figniors and rich burghers on the flood^

Or as it were the pageants of the fea,

Do over-peer the petty traffickers,

That curtfie to them, do them reverence,
As they fly by them with their woven wings.

Sola. Believe me, Sir, had I fuch venture forth,
The better part of my affe&ions would

Bi Be



4 The Merchant of Venice.
Be with my hopes abroad. I mould be ftill

Plucking the grafs, to know where fits the wind %

Peering in maps for ports, and peers, and roads j

And every object, that might make me fear

Misfortune to my ventures, out of doubt,
Would make me fad.

Sal. My windi, cooling my broth,

Would blow me to an ague, when I thought
What harm a wind too great might do at fea.

I mould not fee the fandy hour-glafs run,

But I mould think of mallows and of flats >

And fee my wealthy Andrew dock'd in fand,

Vailing her high top lower than her ribs,

To kits her burial. Should I go to church,

And fee the holy edifice of ftone,

And not bethink me ftrait of dang'rous rocks?

Which, touching but my gentle veflel's fide,

Would fcatter all the fpices on the ftream,

Enrobe the roaring waters with my filksj

And in a word, but even now worth this,

And now worth nothing. Shall I have the thought
To think on this, and fliall I lack the thought,

That fuch a thing, bechanc'd, would make me fad?

But tell not me>— I know, Anthonio

Is fad to think upon his merchandize.

Anth. Believe me, no : I thank my fortune for it3

My ventures are not in one bottom trufted,

Nor to one place j nor is my whole eftate

Upon the fortune of this prefent year:

Therefore, my merchandize makes me not fad.

Sola. Why then you are in love.

Anth. Fie, fie

!

Sola. Not in love neither! then let's fay, you're fad,

Becaufe you are not merry j and 'twere as eafy

For you to laugh and leap, and fay, you're merry,

Becaufe you are not fad. Now by two-headed Janus^

Nature hath fram'd ftrange fellows in her time :

Some that will evermore peep through their eyes,

And laugh, like parrots, at a bag-piper 5

And others of fuch vinegar afped:,

That



The Merchant of Venice. 5

That they'll not fhow their teeth in way of fmile,

Though Neftor fwear, the jeft be laughable.

Enter BafTanio, Lorenzo and Gratiano.

Sal. Here comes BaJfanioy your moft noble kinfman 5

Gratiano and Lorenzo : -fare ye well 5

We leave ye now with better company.
Sola. I would have ftaid 'till I had made you merry,

If worthier friends had not prevented me.

Anth. Your worth is very dear in my regard:

I take it, your own bufinefs calls on you,

And you embrace th' occafion to depart.

Sal. Good morrow, my good lords.

Bajf. Good Signiors both, when {hall we laugh ?

fay, when?
You grow exceeding ftrange 5 muft it be fo ?

Sal. We'll make our leilures to attend on yours.

Sola. My lord BaJJanio, fince you've found Anthonio9

We two will leave youj but at dinner-time,

I pray you, have in mind where we muft meet.

Bajf. I will not fail you. [Exeunt Solar, and Sala.

Gra. You look not well, Signior Anthonio;

You have too much refpedr. upon the world

:

They lofe it, that do buy it with much care.

Believe me, you are marvelloufly chang'd.

Anth. I hold the world but as the world, Gratiano^

A ftage, where every man muft play his part,

And mine a fad one.

Gra. Let me play the fool 5

With mirth, and laughter, let old wrinkles come 5

And let my liver rather heat with wine,
Than my heart cool with mortifying groans.

Why fhould a man, whofe blood is warm within,

Sit like his grandfire cut in Alabafier ?

Sleep when he wakes, and creep into the jaundice
By being peevifh ? I tell thee what, Anthonio^

( I love thee, and it is my love that fpeaks :)

There are a fort of men, whofe vifages

Do cream and mantle like a ftanding pond j

And do a wilful ftilnefs entertain,

B 1 With
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With purpofe to be dreft in an opinion
Of wifdom, gravity, profound conceit -,

As who fhould fay, I am Sir Oracle^

And when I ope my lips, let no dog bark

!

O my Anthonio^ I do know of thole,

That therefore only are reputed wife,

For faying nothing 5 who, Pm very fure,

If they fhould fpeak, would almoft damn thofe ears, (1)
Which hearing them, would call their brothers fools.

I'll tell thee more of this another time:

But fifh not with this melancholy bait,

For this fool's gudgeon, this Opinion.
^Come, good Lorenzo j fare ye well a While 3

I'll end my exhortation after dinner.

Lor. Well, we will leave you then 'till dinner-time.

I muft be one of thefe fame dumb wife men 5

For Gratiano never lets me fpeak.

Gra. Well, keep me company but two years more,
Thou fhalt not know the found of thine own tongue.

Anih. Fare well 5 I'll grow a talker for this gear.

Gra. Thanks, i'faith j for filence is only commendable
In a neats tongue dry'd, and a maid not vendible.

{Exeunt Gra. and Loren.
Anth. Is that any thing now?
Bajf. Gratiano fpeaks an infinite deal of nothing, more

than any man in all Venice : his reafons are as two
grains of wheat hid in two Bufhels of chaff} you fhall

(1) _ would almoft damn thofe Earsi] Several Old Editions

have it, dam, damme, and daunt. Some more correal Copies, damn.
The Author's Meaning is this; That Come People are thought wife,

whilft they keep Silence; who, when they open their mouths, are fuch

ftupid Praters, that their Hearers cannot help calling them Tools, and fo

incur the Judgment denoune'd in the Go/pel. The Allufion is to St.

Matthew, Ch. v. ver. 22. And whofoever fhallfay to his Brother, Raca,

fhall he in danger of the Council: hut whojocver fhall fay, thou Fool,

Jhall he in danger of Hell-fire. I had regulated and explaind this Paf-

iage in my Shakespeare reftord : as alfo fhevvn, how frequent it is

with our Author to allude to Texts and Hiftory of Scripture. Mr. Pope,

in his lait Edition, has vouchfafed to borrow the Correction and Ex-

planation. 1 ought to take notice, the ingenious Dr. Thirlhy concurrd

in our Author^ Meaning, without knowing what I had done on the Paf-

fagc;

8 feci;
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feek all day ere you find them, and when you have

them, they are not worth the fearch.

Anth. Well 5 tell me now what lady is the fame,.

To whom you fwore a fecret pilgrimage,

That you to day promis'd to tell me ot?

Bajf. 'Tis not unknown to you, Anthonioy
How much I have difabled mine eftate,

By ihewing fomething a more fwelling port,

Than my taint means would grant continuance >

Nor do I now make moan to be abridg'd

From fuch a noble rate 5 but my chief care

Is to come fairly off from the great debts,

Wherein my time, fomething too prodigal,

Hath left me gaged : to you, Anthonio^

I owe. the moll in mony, and in love ;

And from your love I have a warranty

T' unburthen all my plots and purpofes,

How to get clear of all the debts I owe.
Anth. I pray you, good Bajfanio^ let me know it 5

And if it ftand, as you yourfelf ftill do,

Within the eye of honour > be aflur'd,

My purfe, my perfon, my extreameft means
Lye all unlock'd to your occafions.

Bajf. In my fchool-days, when I had loft one fhaft,

I fhot his fellow of the felf-fame flight

The felf-fame way, with more advifed watch,

To find the other forth} by ventring both,

I oft found both. I urge this child-hood proof,

Becaufe what follows is pure innocence.

I owe you much, and like a wilful youth,
That which I owe is loft * but if you pleafe

To fhoot another arrow that felf way
Which you did fhoot the fir ft, I do not doubt,
As I will watch the aim, or to find both y

Or bring your latter hazard back again,

And thankfully reft debtor for the firft.

Anth. You know me well $ and herein fpend but time^
To wind about my love with circumftancej
And, out of doubt, you do me now more wrong,
In making queition of my uttermoft^

B 4 Thai}
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Than if you had made wafte of all I have.

Then do but fay to me, what I fhould do,
That in your knowledge may by me be done,
And I am preft unto it: therefore, fpeak.

Bajf. In Belmont is a lady richly left,

And fhe is fair, and, fairer than that word,
Of wond'rous virtues j fometime, from her eyes (2)

I did receive fair fpeechlefs meflages j

Her name is Portia
t
nothing undervalu'd

To Cato's daughter, Brutus* Portia :

Nor is the wide world ign'rant of her worth 5

For the four winds blow in from every coaft

Renowned futors 5 and her funny locks

Hang on her temples like a golden fleece $

Which makes her feat of Belmont, Colchos 'ftrondj

And many Jafons come in queft of her,

my Anthonio, had I but the means
To hold a rival place with one of them,
1 have a mind prefages me fuch thrift,

That I fhould queftionlefs be fortunate.

Anth. Thou know'ft, that all my fortunes arc at fea^

Nor have I mony, nor commodity,
To raife a prefent fum $ therefore, go forth \

Try what my credit can in Venice do 3

That fhall be rack'd even to the uttermoft,

To furnifh thee to Belmonty
to fair Portia

;

Go, prefently enquire, and fo will I,

Where mony is 5 and I no queftion make,
To have it of my truft, or for my fake. '[Exeunt.

(2) • fometimes from her Eyes.'] So all the Editions ; but it

certainly ought to be, fometime, (which differs much more in Significa-

tion, than feemsat £rft View:) i. e. formerly, fime time ago, at a certain

time : and it appears by the iubfequent Scene, that Bajfanio was at Bel-

mont with the Marquifs de Mountferrat, and faw Portia in her Father's

life-time. And our Author, in feveral other Places ufes the Word, in,

fuch Acceptation. King Richard II.

Good fometime $>ueen, prepare thee hence for France.

/^ud a;*ain, in the fame Play -,

With much ado at length have gotten Leave
To look upon my fometime Majlers Face.

And in Hamlet ;

Therefor* our fometime Sifter, noiu our %ueen 3

SCENE
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SCENE changes to Belmon t.

Three Caskets are fet out, one of goUy another of ftlver^

and another of lead.

Enter Portia and NerifTa.

Por. DYmy troth, Nerifa, my little body is weary
JD of this great world.

Ner. You would be, fweet madam, if your miferies

were in the fame abundance as your good fortunes are 5

and yet, for ought I fee, they are as fick, that furfeit

with too much, as they that ftarve with nothing j

therefore it is no mean happinefs to be feated in the

n^ean j fuperfluity comes fooner by white hairs, but
competency lives longer.

Por. Good fentences, and well pronounc'd.

JSIer. They would be better, if well follow'd.

Por. If to do, were as eafie as to know what were
good to do, chappels had been churches 5 and poor
mens cottajges, Princes palaces. He is a good divine,

that follows his own inftru&ionsj I can eafier teach
twenty (3) what were good to be done, than to be one
of the twenty to follow my own teaching. The brain

may devife laws for the blood, but a hot temper leaps

o'er a cold decree j fuch a hare is madnefs the youth,
to skip o'er the mefhes of good counfel the cripple!

But this reafoning is not in faftiion to chufe me a hus-
band: O me, the word, chufe! I may neither chufe
whom I would, nor refufe whom I diflike* fo ;s the

(3) / can eajler teach t<wenty\ Thjs Reflection of Portia has very much
the Cail of one jn Philemon, the Greek Comic Poet, and Contemporary
with Menander?

''AAAiW T0PSV7/ pCLcPtOV ITtLgefitVlffMi

Jt is eajy to advife Another under a Difficulty ; not fo eajy to follow what
One is able to ad-uife. I dare not pretend, therefore, that our Author
imitated this Sentiment ; for in moral Axioms, particularly, allowing an
JEquality of Genius, Writers of all Times and Countries may happen to

Jtrike out the fame Thought,

will
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will of a living daughter curb'd by the will of a dead
father: is it not hard, Nerijfa^ that I cannot chufe

one, nor refufe none ?

Ner. Your father was ever virtuous, and holy men
at their death have good infpirations > therefore, the

lottery, that he hath devifed in thefe three chefts of
gold, filver, and lead, (whereof who chufes his mean-

ing, chufes you) will no doubt never be chofen by any

rightly, but one whom you fhall rightly love. But,
what warmth is there in your affe&ion towards any of

thefe princely futors, that are already come?
, Por. I pray thee, over-name them ; and as thou
nam' ft them, I will defcribe them 5 and according to

my defcription, level at my affe&ion.

Ner. Firft, there is the Neapolitan Prince.

; Por. Ay, that's a Do\ty indeed, for he doth nothing

but talk of his horfe y (4) and he makes it a great ap-.

propriation to his own good parts, that he can ihoe

him himfelf : I am much afraid, my lady, his mother,
play'd falfe with a fmith.

Ner. Then, there is the Count Palatine.

Por~ He doth nothing but frown, as who fhould fay,

if you will not have me, chufe : he hears merry tales,

and fmiles not j I fear, he will prove the weeping phi-

lofopher when he grows old, being fo full of unman-
nerly fadnefs in his youth. I had rather be married to

^ death's head with a bone in his mouth, than to ei-

ther of thefe. God defend me from thefe two

!

(4) Ay, that's a Colt, indeed\ for he doth nothing hut talk of his horfe \\

Tho' all the Editions agree in this Reading, I can perceive neither Hu-
mour, nor Reafoning, in -it: How does talking ofHorfes, or knowing

how to fhoe them, make a Man e'er the more a Colt ? Or, if a Smith

And a Lady of Figure were to have an Affair together, would a Colt be

the Ifliie of their CarefTes ? This feems to me to be Portias Meaning.

What do you tell me of the Neapolitan Prince? he is fuch a Jfupid Dunce%
that injiead of faying fine things to me, he does Nothing but talk of his.

Horfes. The Word, Dolt, which I have fubftituted, fully anfwers this

Jdea ; and fignifies one of the molt ftupid and blockifi of the Vulgar

:

^nd in this Acceptation it is ufed by our Author, particularly, in the fol-

Ipwing Paflage of Othello.

Oh, Cull! oh, Dolt.'

As ignorant as Dirt I

Ner.
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Ner. How fay you by the French Lord, Monfieur

Le Boun ?

For. God made him, and therefore let him pafs for

a man 5 in truth, I know, it is a fin to be a mocker $

but he! why, he hath a horfe better than the Neapo-
litan's '

y a better bad habit of frowning than the Count
Palatine $ he is every man in no man 5 if a throftle

ling, he falls ftrait a capering -

9 he will fence with his

own fhadowj if I mould marry him, I fiiould marry
twenty husbands. If he would defpife me, I would
forgive him y for if he love me to madnefs, I fhall ne-

ver requite him.

Ner. What fay you then to Faulconbridge, the young
Baron of England ?

For. You know, I fay nothing to him, for he under-

stands not me, nor I him 5 he hath neither Latinr
French^ nor Italian 5 and you may come into the court

and fwear, that I have a poor pennyworth in the Eng-
lip. He is a proper man's picture, but alas ! who can
converfe with a dumb fhow ? how odly he is fuited J

I think, he bought his doublet in Italy9 his round hofe

in France, his bonnet in Germany^ and his behaviour
every where.

Ner. What think you of the Scottijh lord, his neighs

Nbour? (f)
For. That he hath a neighbourly charity in him $

for he borrow'd a box of the ear of the Englijhmanr

and fwore he would pay him again, when he was able.

I think, the Frenchman became his furety, and fealed

under for another. (6)

Ner.

(5)
——• of the Scottim Lord, his Neighbour ?] Thus the old 4to's,

and thus the Poet certainly wrote. Mr. Pope takes notice of a various

Reading; (viz. What think you of the other Lord -which is in the.

firft Folio ;) but has not accounted for the Reafon of it, which was This.

Our Author exhibited this Play in the Reign of Queen Elizabeth, whea
there was no Occafion for any Reflraint in fatirizing the Scotch. But up-

on the Acceffion of King James the Firft, the Union taking Place, and
the Court fwarming with People of that Nation, the Players, thro' a Fear
of giving Difguft, thought fit to make this Change.

(6) / think, the Frenchman became his Surety, and feaVd under for

{mother.] This was a fevere Sarcafra. on the French Nation ; and , no,

fioutat
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Ner. How like you the young German, the Duke of

Saxony's nephew?
Por. Very vilely in the morning when he is fober,

and moil; vilely in the afternoon when he is drunk 5

when he is belt, he is a little worfc than a man j and
when he is worit, he is little better than a beait j and
the worit fall that ever fell, I hope, I mall make fhift

to go without him.

Ner. If he mould offer to chufe, and chufe the right

casket, you mould refufe to perform your father's will,

if you mould refufe to accept him.

Por. Therefore, for fear of the worfl, I pray thee,

fet a deep glafs of Rhenijh wine on the contrary caf-

ketj for if the devil be within, and that temptation

without, I know, he will chufe it. I will do any thing,

Nerijfa, ere I will be marry'd to a fpunge.

Ner. You need not fear, lady, the having any of
thefe lords : they have acquainted me with their deter-

minations, which is, indeed, to return to their home,
and to trouble you with no more fuit j unlefs you may
be won by fome other fort than your father's impofi-

tion, depending on the caskets.

Por. If I live to be as old as Sibylla, I will die as

chafte as Diana, unlefs I be obtained by the manner of
my father's will: I am glad, this parcel of wooers are

fo reafonable j for there is not one among them but
I doat on his very abfence, and wifli them a fair de-

parture.

Ner. Do you not remember, lady, in your father's

time, a Venetian, a fcholar and a foldier, that came hi-

ther in company of the Marquifs of Mountferrat ?

Por. Yes, yes, it was Bajfar.io, as I think, he was fo

call'd.

Doubt, a very pleafing one to the Audiences, when this Play was firft

brought on. To make the Frenchman, jointly with the Scot, take a
Box on the Ear at the Englijbmans hands, is very humouroufly, and
latirically, alluding to the conftant Afliitance the French always ufed to

give the Scots in their Quarrels with the Englijb, both in and before our

Author's Time : and in which Alliance, they generally came by the worft

of it. Mr. Warburton.

Ner.
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Ner. True, madam 5 he, of all the men that ever my
foolifh eyes look'd upon, was the beft deferring a fair

lady.

Por. I remember him well, and I remember him
worthy of thy praife. How now ? what news ?

Enter a Servant.

Ser. The four flrangers feek for you, madam, to take

their leave 5 and there is a fore-runner come from a

fifth, the Prince of Morocco^ who brings word the

Prince, his matter,'* will be here to night.

Por. If I could bid the fifth welcome with fo good
heart as I can bid the other four farewel, I fliould be
glad of his approach 5 if he have the condition of a
faint, and the complexion of a devil, I had rather he
fhould fhrive me, than wive me. Come, Nerijfa. Sir-

rah, go before j while we (hut the gate upon one
wooer, another knocks at the door. \Exeunt*

SCENE, a publick Tlace in Ve n i c e.

Enter Baflanio and Shylock.

Shy. *"T"*Hree thoufand ducats? well.

A Bajf. Ay, Sir, for three months.

Shy. For three months ? well.

Bajf. For the which, as I told you, Anthonio fhall

be bound.
Shy. Anthonio fhall become bound ? well.

Bajf. May you itcad me ? will you pleafure me ? fhall

I know your anfwer ?

Shy. Three thoufand ducats for three months, and
Anthonio bound ?

Bajf. Your anfwer to that.

Shy. Anthonio is a good man.
Bajf. Have you heard any imputation to the con-

trary ?

Shy. No, no, no, no 5 my meaning, in faying he is

& good man, is to have you underftand me, that he is

fufficient : yet his means are in fuppofition; he hath
an
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an Argofie bound to tnpolis^ another to the Indies $ I
underftand moreover upon the Ryalto, he hath a third
at Mexico^ a fourth for England 5 and other ventures he
hath, fquander'd abroad. But mips are but boards,
failers but men 5 there be land-rats, and water-rats,
water-thieves and land-thieves > I mean, pirates 5 and
then there is the peril of waters, winds and rocks. The
man is, notwithstanding, fufficient j three thoufand
ducats? I think, I may take his bond.

Bajf. Be affur'd, you may.

Shy. I will be affur'd, I may 5 and that I may be afc

fur'd, I will bethink mej may I fpeak with Anthonio?

Bajf. If it pleafe you to dine with us.

Shy. Yes, to fmell pork 3 to eat of the habitation,

which your prophet the Nazarite conjur'd the devil

into ? I will buy with you, fell with you, talk with
you, walk with you, and fo following j but I will not
eat with you, drink with you, nor pray with you.

What news on the Ryalto?— who is he, comes here?

Enter Anthonio.

Bajf. This is Signior Anthonio.

Shy. \_AJide7\ How like a fawning Publican he looks

!

I hate him, for he is a chriftian :

But more, for that in low fimplicity

He lends out mony gratis^ and brings down
The rate of ufance here with us in Venice.

If I can catch him once upon the hip,

I will feed fat the ancient grudge I bear him.

He hates our facred nation , and he rails,

Ev'n there where merchants mod do congregate,

On me, my bargains, and my well-won thrift,

Which he calls intereft. Curled be my tribe,

If I forgive him !

Bajf. Sbylock, do you hear?

Shy. I am debating of my prefent ftore,#

And by the near guefs of my memory,
I cannot inftantly raife up the grofs

Of full three thoufand ducats: what of that?

Tubally a wealthy Hebrew of my tribe,

Will
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Will furnifli me ; but foft, how many months

Do you defire? Reft you fair, good Signiorj

[fo. Anth.

Your worlhip was the laft man in our mouths.

Anth. Shylock^ although I neither lend nor borrow
By taking, nor by giving of excefs,

Yet, to fapply the ripe wants of my friend,

I'll break a cuftom. Is he yet pofleft,

How much you would ?

Shy. Ay, ay, three thoufand ducats.

.1 Anth. And for three months.

Shy. I had forgot, three months, you told me fo y
Well then, your bond 5 and let me fee, —r— but

hear you,

Methought, you faid, you neither lend nor borrow
Upon advantage.

Anth. I do never ufe it.

Shy. When Jacob graz'd his uncle Laban's iheep,

This Jacob from our holy Abraham was
(As his wife mother wrought in his behalf)

The third pofleiTorj ay, he was the third.

Anth. And what of him ? did he take intcrefl: ?

Shy. No, not take int'reft > not, as you would fay5
Directly, int'reftj mark, what Jacob did.

When Laban and himfelf were compromis'd,
That all the yeanlings, which were ftreak'd and pied,

Should fall as Jacob's hire > the ewes being rank,

In th' end of autumn turned to the rams*
And when the work of generation was
Between thefe woolly breeders in the aft,

The skilful fhepherd peel'd me certain wands $

And, in the doing of the deed of kind,

-He ftuck them up before the fulfome ewes 5

Who, then conceiving, did in yeaning time
Fall party-*colour*d lambs, and thofe were Jacobs,
This was a way to thrive, and he was bleft 3

And thrift is bleffing, if men fteal it not.

Anth. This was a venture, Sir, that Jacob kry'd for$
A thing, not in his pow'r to bring to pafs,

But fway'd, and fafhion'd, by the hand of heav'n.

Was
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Was this inferted to make int'reft good ?

Or is your gold, and filver, ewes and rams ?

Shy. I cannot tell > I make ic breed as faft $
But note me, Signior.

Antb. Mark you this, Bajfanio ?

The devil can cite fcripture for his purpofe.—

—

An evil foul, producing holy witnefs,

Is like a villain with a fmilirig cheek j

A goodly apple rotten at the heart.

O, what a goodly outfide falihood hath

!

Shy. Three thoufand ducats ! 'tis a good round futiu

Three months from twelve, then let me fee the rate.

Anth. Well, Shylock) fliall we be beholden to you ?

Shy. Signior Anthomo, many a time and oft

In the Ryalto you have rated me,
About my monies and my ufances.

Still have I born it with a patient fhrug

;

(For fufferance is the badge of all our tribe*)

You call me misbeliever, cut-throat dog,
And fpit upon my Jewijh gaberdine j

And all for ufe of that, which is my own.
Well then, it now appears, you need my help

:

Go to then ; you come to me, and you fay,

Shylock) we would have monies $ you fay fo

;

You, that did void your rheume upon my beard,

And foot me, as you fpurn a ftranger cur

Over your threfhold : mony is your fuit j

What fhould I fay to you ? ihould I not fay,

Hath a dog money ? is it poflible,

A cur can lend three thoufand ducats ? or

Shall I bend low, and in a bondman's key,

With bated breath, and whifp'ring humblenefs,

Say this, fair Sir, you fpit on me laft lVednefday%
You fpurn'd me fuch a day j another time

You call'd me dogj and for thefe curtcfies

I'll lend you thus much monies ?

Anth. I am as like to call thee fo again,

To fpit on thee again, to fpurn thee too.

If thou wilt lend this mony, lend it not

As to thy friend, (for when did friendfhip take
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A breed of barren metal of his friend ?) (7)

But lend it rather to thine enemy 5

Who, if he break, thou may 'ft with better face

Exact the penalty.

Shy. Why, how you ftorm ?

I would be friends with you, and have your love*

Forget the fhames that you have ftain'd me with*

Supply your preferit wants, and take no doit

Of ufance for my monies, and you'll not hear me:
This is kind I offer.

Anth. This were kindnefs.

Shy. This kindnefs will I (how j

Go with me to a Notary, feal me there

Your fingle bond > and, in a merry (port.

If you repay me riot on fuch a day,

In fuch a place, fuch fum, or fums, as are

Exprefs'd in the condition, let the forfeit

Be nominated for an equal pound
Of your fair flefh, to be cut off and takeri

In what part of your body it fhall pleafe me.
Anth. Content, in faith * I'll feal to fuch a bond.

And fay, there is much kindnefs in the Jew.
Bajf. You fhall not feal to fuch a bond for me,

I'll rather dwell in my neceflity.

Anth. Why, fear not, man 5 I will not forfeit it %

Within thefe two months (that's a month before

This bond expires) I do expecl: return

Of thrice three times the value of this bond.

(7) A breed of barren Metal ] Meaning, Mohy at Ufory, Mony that

breeds more, as Mr. Pope explains it. Confonant to this Phrafe, the La-
tines explain'd Intereit thus ; Fcenus, fietum accepti : and the Greeks

cali'd it tow : both which Exprefhons take in our Poet's Idea of a
Breed. See Non. Marcellus in v. fcenus, 8c mutuum : and Grono-vius de
Sefertiis. As for the Contradiction betwixt Breed, .and barren, it is a
poetical Beauty in which Claudian, among the Claffics, particularly

abounds. Befides, in this Epithet, perhaps, ( as Mr. Warburton inge-

nioufly hinted to me,) our Author would fhevv us the Reafon on which
the Advocates againft Ufury went ; and which is the only One they ufe :

That Metal is a barren thing ; and cannot, like Corn and Cattle, mul-
tiply itfelf : and therefore it is unjufi, that Interefl lhould be taken for

it : for the moft fuperftitious in this Regard allow the taking Interefl for

Fruits, Corn, Cattle, &c.

Vol. II, C
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Shy. O father Abraham, what thefe chriflians are

!

Whofe own hard dealings teach them to fiifpect

The thoughts of others ! pray you, tell me this,

If he fhould break his day, what mould I gain

By the exaction of the forfeiture ?

A pound of man's flefh, taken from a man,
Is not fo eftimable or profitable,

As flefh of muttons, beefs, or goats. I fay,

To buy his favour, I extend this friendfliip >

If he will take it, fo 5 if not, adieu ->

And for my love, I pray you, wrong me not.

Anth. Yes, Shylock, I will feal unto this bond.
Shy. Then meet me forthwith at the Notary's.

Give him direction for this merry bond,

And I will go and purfe the ducats ftrait ;

See to my houfe, left in the fearful guard

Of an unthrifty knave, and prefently

I'll be with you. [Exit.

Anth. Hie thee, gentle Jew.
This Hebrew will turn chriftian 5 he grows kind.

Bajf. I like not fair terms, and a villain's mind.
Anth. Come on, in this there can be no difmay

;

My fhips come home a month before the day. [Exeunt.

ACT II.

SCENE, Belmont.
Enter Morochius, a Tawny-Moor, all in white ; and

three or four Followers accordingly ; with Portia,

NerifTa, and her train. Flo. Cornets.

Morochius.

MI S LI K E me not for my completion,

The madovv'd livery of the burnifh'd fun,

To whom I am a neighbour, and near bred.

Bring me the faireft creature northward born,
Where
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Where Phcebus* fire fcarce thaws the ificles,

And let us make incifion for your love,

To prove whofe blood is reddeft, his or mine.

I tell thee, lady, this afpect of mine

Hath fear'd the valiant -> by my love, I fwear,

The belt regarded virgins of our clime

Have lov'd it too : I would not change this hue$

Except to fteal your thoughts, my gentle Queen.

Por. In terms of choice I am not folely led

By nice direction of a maiden's eyes :

Betides, the lottery of my deftiny

Bars me the right of voluntary chufing.

But if my father had not fcanted me,
And hedg'd me by his wit to yield my felf

His wife, who wins me by that means I told yoti 3

Your felf, renowned Prince, then flood as fair,

As any comer I have look'd on yet,

For my affection.

Mor. Ev'n for that I thank you 5

Therefore, I pray you, lead me to the caskets

To try my fortune. By this fcimitar,

That flew the Sophy and a Perfian Prince,

That won three fields of Sultan Solyman^

I would out-ftare the flernefl eyes that look,

Out-brave the heart mod daring on the earth,

Pluck the young fucking cubs from the fhe-bear^

Yea, mock the lion when he roars for prey,

To win thee, lady. But, alas the while!

If Hercules and Lichas play at dice

Which is the better man, the greater throw
May turn by fortune from the weaker hand 2

So is Alcides beaten by his page 5 (8 )

C z And

(8) So is Alcides beaten by his Rage.] Tho' the whole Set of Editions

concur in this Reading, and it pafs'd wholly unfufpe&ed by the late

Learned Editor j I am very well aflur'd, and, I dare fay, the Readers
will be fo too prefently, that it is corrupt at Bottom. Let us look into

the Poet's Drift, and the Hiflory of the Perfons mention'd in the Con-
text. If Hercules (fays he) and Lichas Were to play at Dice for the Deri-

fion of their Superiority, Lichas, the weaker Man, might have the better

Caft of the Two* But how then is Alcides beaten by his rage ? To admit

this
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And fo may I, blind fortune leading me,
Mifs that, which one unworthier may attain 5

And die with grieving.

Por. You mufl take your chance,

And either not attempt to chufe at all,

Or fwear, before you chufe, if you chufe wrong,
Never to fpeak to lady afterward

In way of marriage -, therefore, be advis'd.

Alor. Nor will not 5 therefore, bring me to my chance.

Por. Firft, forward to the temple 5 after dinner

Your hazard fhall be made.

Mor. Good fortune then ! [Cornets*

To make me bleft, or curfed'ft among men. [Exeunt*

SCENE changes to Venice.

Enter Launcelot alone.

Zw^tf./^Ertainly, my confcience will ferve me to

V^-/ run from this Jew my mailer. The fiend

this, we mud fuppofe a Gap in the Poet ; and that Tome Lines are loft,

in which Hercules, in his Paflion for . lofing the Hand, had thrown the

Box and Dice away, and knock'd his own head againft the Wall
fcr meer Madnefs. Thus, indeed, might he be faid, in fome Senfe, to

be beaten by his Rage. But Sbake/peare had no fuch fluff in his head.

He means no more, than, if Lichas had the better Throw, fo might
Hercules himfelf be beaten by Lichas. And who was He, but a poor un~

fortu nate Servant of Hercules, that unknowingly brought his Mailer the

envenomed Shirt, dipt in the Blood of the Centaur NeJ/lis, and was
thrown headlong into the Sea for his Pains ? This one Circumilance of

Lichas's Quality known fufficiently afcertains the Emendation I have

fubftituted, of page inftead of rage. It is fcarce requifite to hint here, it

is a Point fo well known, that Page has been always us'd in Englijb to

fignify any Boy-Servant : as well as what latter Times have appropriated

it to, a Lady's Trainbearer. And, confonant to our extended Ufage of

the Word, the Trench call a Shiploy, un Page du Navire. So much in

Explanation of this new adopted Reading. The very excellent Lord

Lansdowne, in his Alteration of this Play, tho' he might not Hand

to make the Correction upon the Poet, feems at lealt to have underitood

the Pafiage exactly as I do : and tho he changes the Vcrfe, retains the

ik-nfe of it in this manner:
So were a Giant nvorfled by a Dwarf!

Tho T had made the Emendation, before I thought to look into his

/.- Performance; it is no fmall latisfaction to me, that I have the

ithority of fuch a Genlut to back my Conjecture. Mr. Pope,'m his lalt

Editiotij hai thought fit to embrace my Reading.

is
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is at mine elbow, and tempts me, faying to me, Gob-

bo9 Launcelot Gobbo^ good LaunceIot9 or good Gobbo,

or good Launcelot Gobbo
9
ufe your legs, take the ftart,

run away. My confcience fays, no 5 take heed, honeft

Launcelot j take heed, honeft Gobbo 5 or, as aforefaid,

honeft Launcelot Gobbo
9

do not run 5 fcorn running
with thy heels. Well, the moft courageous fiend bids

me pack > via ! fays the fiend 5 away ! fays the fiend , for

the heav'ns roufe up a brave mind, fays the fiend,

and run. Well, my confcience, hanging about the

neck of my heart, fays very wifely to me, my ho-
neft friend Launcelot) being an honeft man's fon, or

rather an honeft woman's fon • (for, indeed, my
father did fomething fmack, fomething grow to \ he
had a kind of tafte.) well, my confcience fays,

budge not 5 budge, fays the fiend* budge not, fays

my confcience 9 confcience, fay I, you counfel ill $

fiend, fay I, you counfel ill. To be rul'd by my
confcience, I fliould ftay with the Jew my mafter,

who, God blefs the mark, is a kind of devil y and to

run away from the Jew, I fiiould be ruled by the

fiend, who, faving your reverence, is the devil him^
felf. Certainly, the Jew is the very devil incarnal

;

and in my confcience, my confcience is but a kind
of hard confcience, to offer to counfel me to ftay

with the Jew. The fiend gives the more friendly

counfel 5 I will run, fiend, my heels are at your com-
mandment, I will run.

Enter old Gobbo
5
with a basket.

Gob. Mafter young man, you, I pray you, which
is the way to mafter Jew's ?

Laun. O heav'ns, this is my true begotten father,

who being more than fand-blind, high gravel-blind,

knows me not* I will try confufions with him.
Gob. Mafter young Gentleman, I pray you, which

is the way to mafter Jew's ?

Laun. Turn up, on your right-hand (9) at the next
C

5 turning,

(9) Turn up, onyour right hand— ] This arch and perplex'd Direction,
on purpofe to puzzle the Enquirer, feems to be copied from Syrus to

D.*me#, in the Brothers of Terence : Ad. 4. Sc. 2. — uhi.
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turning, but, at the next turning of all, on your left \

marry, at the very next turning turn of no hand, but
turn down indirectly to the Jew's houfe.

Gob. By God's fonties, 'twill be a hard way to hit

;

can you tell me whether one Launceloty that dwells with
him, dwell with him or no ?

Laun. Talk you of young mailer Launcelot ? (mark
me now, now will I raife the waters ; ) talk you of
young m after Launcelot ?

Gob. No mafter, Sir, but a poor man's fon. His
father, though I fay't, is an honeft exceeding poor
man, and, God be thanked, well to live.

Laun. Well, let his father be what he will, we talk

of young mafter Launcelot.

Gob. Your worfhip's friend and Launcelot , Sir.

Laun. But, I pray you ergo^ old man -, ergo I befeech

you, talk you of young mafter Launcelot ?

Gob. Of Launcelot^ an't pleafe your maftermip.

Laun. Ergo^ mafter Launcelot y talk not of mafter

Launcelot^ father, for the young gentleman (according

to fates and deftinies, and fuch odd fayings, the filters

three, and fuch branches of learning,) is, indeed, de-

ceafed y or, as you would fay, in plain terms, gone to

heav'n.

Gob. Marry, God forbid ! the boy was the very ftaff

of my age, my very prop.

Laun. Do I look like a cudgel, or a hovel-poft, a

ftaff or a prop? do you know me, father?

Gob. Alack the day, I know you not, young gen-

tleman-, but, I pray you, tell me, is my boy, God reft

his foul, alive or dead ?

Laun. Do you not know me, father ?

Gob. Alack, Sir, I am fand- blind, I know you not.

Laun. Nay, indeed, if you had your eyes, you might

fail of the knowing me: it is a wife father, that knows

ubi eas pr&terieris.

Ad finiftram hac redta plated : ubi W Diana* veneris,

Ito ad dextram pn'us, quam ad portam -venias : Sec.

The Reader, upon a Collation of the whole PafTage, will find, how

infinitely more concife and humourous the Jell is couch'd in our Poet.

his
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his own child. Well, old man, I will tell you news

of your fon> give me your bleffing, truth will come
to light 5 murder cannot be hid long, a man's fon

may 5 but, in the end, truth will out.

Gob. Pray you, Sir, (land up > I am fure, you are not

Launcelot my boy.

Laun. Pray you, let's have no more fooling about

it, but give me your bleffing \ I am Launcelot , your
boy, that was, your fon that is, your child that fhall

be.

Gob. I cannot think, you are my fon.

Laun. I know not, what I mail think of that : but
I am Launcelot the Jew's man, and, I am fure, Mar-
gery your wife is my mother.

Gob. Her name is Margery , indeed. I'll be fworn,

if thou be Launcelot^ thou art my own flefh. and
blood : lord worfhip'd might he be ! what a beard haft

thou got ! thou haft got more hair on thy chin, than

Dobbin my Thill-horfe has on his tail (10).

Laun. It mould feem then, that Dobbin's tail grows
backward -> I am fure, he had more hair on his tail,

than I have on my face, when I laft faw him.

Gob. Lord, how art thou chang'd ! how doft thou
and thy mafter agree ? I have brought him a prefent y
how agree you now ?

Laun. Well, well, but for mine own part, as I
have fet up my reft to run away, fo I will not reft

'till I have run fome ground. My matter's a very

Jew : give him a prefent ! give him a halter : I am
famifh'd in his fervice. You may tell every finger I
have with my ribs. Father, I am glad you are come,
give me your prefent to one mafter BaJ/anio, who, in-

deed, gives rare new liveries 5 if I ferve him not, I
will run as far as God has any ground. O rare for-

tune, here comes the man 5 to him, father, for I am-

a Jewy if I ferve the Jew any longer.

(10) than Dobbin my TkiW- horfe] Some of the Editions have it Phi//,
^others F/7/horfe ; Both, erroneously. It muft be thill-horfe ; i. e. the
Horfe, which draws in the Shafts, or Thill, of the Carriage.

C 4.. Enter
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Enter Buflanio with Leonardo, and a follower or

two more.

Bajf. You may do fo *, but let it be fo hailed, that;

flipper be ready at the fartheft by five of the clock

:

fee thefc letters deliver^,' put the liveries to making,
and defire Gratiano to come anon to my lodging.

Latin. To him, father.

Gob. God blefs your worfhip !

Bajf. Gramercy, would'fl thou ought with me?
Goi. Here's my fon, Sir, a poor boy,

Latin. Not a poor boy, Sir, but the rich Jew's man,
that would, Sir, as my father ihall fpecifie.

Gob. He hath a great infection, Sir, as one would
fay, to ferve.

Latin. Indeed, the fhort and the long is, I ferve the

Jew9
and have a defire as my father fhall fpecifie.

Gob. His mailer and he, faving your worihip's re-

verence, are fcarce catercoufins.

Latin. To be brief, the very truth is, that the Jew9

having done me wrong; doth caufe me, as my father,

being I hope an old man, fhall frutifie unto you.

Gob. I have here a diih of doves, that I would be-

flow upon your worfhip , and my fuit is

Latin. In very brief, the fuit is impertinent to my
felf, as your worihip fhall know by this honeil old

man •, and though I fay it, though old man, yet poor
man my father.

Bajf. One fpeak for both, what would you?
Laun. Serve you, Sir.

Gob. This is the very defect of the matter, Sir.

Bajf. I know thee well, thou h.\fl obtain'd thy fuit y

Shylock, thy matter, fpoke with me this day,

And hath preferred thee j if it be preferment

To leave a rich Jew's fervice, to become
The follower of fo poor a gentleman.

Latin. The old proverb is very well parted between

my mailer Shyh'.k and you, Sir-, you have the grace

of God, Sir, and he hath enough.

Bajf. Thou fpeak'ft it well* go, father, with thy fon:

Take
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Take leave of thy old matter, and enquire

My lodging out ; give him a livery,

More guarded than his fellows : fee it done.

Laun. Father, in> I cannot get a fervice, no? I have

ne'er a tongue in my head ? well, if any man in Italy

have (11) a fairer table, which doth offer to fvvearupon

a book, I fhall have good fortune > go to, here's a
fimple line of life > here's a fmall trifle of wives 5 alas,

fifteen wives is nothing, eleven widows and nine

maids is a fimple coming in for one man! and then

to fcape drowning thrice, and to be in peril of my
life with the edge of a feather bed, here are fimple

'fcapes ! well, it fortune be a woman, {he's a good
wench for this gcer. Father, come ^ I'll take my leave

of the Jew in the twinkling of an eye.

[Ex. Laun. and Gob.
Bajf. I pray thee, good Leonardo^ think on this.

Thefe things being bought and orderly beftowed,

Return in hafte, for I do feaft to night

My beft efteem'd acquaintance 3 hie thee, go,

Leon. My beft endeavours fhall be done herein.

Enter Gratiano.

Gra. Where is your mailer?

Leon. Yonder, Sir, he walks j [Ex. Leonardo.
Gra. Signior Bajfanio^ -

Bajf. Gratiano !

Gra. I have a fuit to you.

Bajf. You have obtain'd it.

Gra. You muft not deny me, I muft go with you
to Belmont.

(11) Well, ifany Man in Italy have &c] This ftubborn Piece ofNon-
fenfe feems to have taken its Rife from this Accident. In tranfcribing the
Play for the Prefs, 'there was certainly a Line loft ; fo that the Paflage for

the future mould be printed thus

;

Well, if any Man in Italy have afairer Table, vohich doth * * *

* * *
°ffer to fvjear upon a Book, Ifhall have good Fortune. 'Tis

impoflible to find out the loft Line, but the loft Senfe is eaiy enough ; as

thus.

Well, if any Man in Italy have a fairer Table, vohich doth [promife
good Luck, I am miftaken. I durft almoft] offer to/wear upon a Book, I
fhall have good Fortune. Mr, Warburton,

Maf.
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Bajf. Why, then you muft : but hear thee, Gratiano
y

Thou art too wild, too rude, and bold of voice >

Parts , that become thee happily enough,
And in fuch eyes as ours appenr not faults

5

But where thou art not known, why, there they fhew
Something too liberal ; pray thee, take pain

T' allay with fome cold drops, of modefty
Thy skipping fpiritj left, through thy wild behaviour,

I be mifconftru'd in the place I go to,

And lofe my hopes.

Gra. Signior Bajfanio, hear me.
If I do not put on a fober habit,

Talk with refpeft, and fwear but now and then,

Wear prayer-books in my pockets, look demurely;
Nay more, while grace is faying, hood mine eyes

Thus with my hat, and figh and fay, Amen 5

Ufe all th' obfervance of civility,

Like one well ftudied in a fad oftent

To pleafe his grandam $ never truft me more.

Bajf. Well, we fhall fee your bearing.

Gra. Nay, but I bar to night, you ihall not gage me
By what we do to night.

Bajf. No, that were pity.

I would entreat you rather to put on
Your boldeft fuit of mirth, for we have friends

That purpofe merriment : but fare you well,

I have fome bufinefs.

Gra. And I muft to Lorenzo and the reft :

But we will vifit you at fupper-time. [Exeunt.

SCENE changes to ShylockV houfe.

Enter Jeflica and Launcelot.

Jef. T'M forry, thou wilt leave my father fo;
A Our houfe is hell, and thou, a merry devil,

Didft rob it of fome taftc of tedioufnefs -

y

But fare thee well, there is a ducat for thee.

And Launcelot^ foon at fuppcr fhalt thou fee

Lorenzo^ who is thy new matter's gucft^

Give
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Give him this letter, do it fecretly,

And fo farewel : I would not have my father

See me talk with thee.

Laun. Adieu > tears exhibit my tongue; moft beau-

tiful Pagan, moft fweet Jew! if a chriftian did not

play the knave and get thee, I am much deceiv'd j but

adieu! thefe foolifh drops do fomewhat drown my
manly fpirit : adieu! -[Exit.

Jef. Farewel, good Launcelot.

Alack, wliat heinous fin is it in me,

To be afham'd to be my father's child?

But though I am a daughter to his blood,

I am not to his manners : O Lorenzo^

If thou keep promife, I ihall end this ftrife,

Become a chriftian, and thy loving wife. \Exit*

S C E N E, the Street.

Enter Gratiano, Lorenzo, Solarino, and Salanio.

'.

*\TT A Y, we will flink away in fupper-time, dif-

guife us at my lodging, and return all in an
hour.

Gra. We have not made good preparation.

Sal. We have not fpoke us yet of torch-bearers.

Sola. 'Tis vile, unlefs it may be quaintly ordered,

And better in my mind not undertook.

Lor. 'Tis now but four a-clock, we have two hours

To furnifli us. Friend Launcelot, what's the news?

Enter Launcelot, with a letter.

Laun. An' it ihall pleafe you to break up this, it

fhall feem to fignifie.

Lor. I know the hand; in faith, 'tis a fair hand

5

And whiter than the paper, it writ on,

Is the fair hand that writ.

Gra. Love-news, in faith.

Laun. By your leave, Sir.

Lor. Whither goeft thou?
Laun. Marry, Sir, to bid my old mafter the Jew to

fup to night with my new mafter the chriftian.

Lor.
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Lor. Hold, here, take this j tell gentle Jeffica^

I will not fail her j fpeak it privately.

Go.— Gentlemen, will you prepare for this mafqueto
night ?

I am provided of a torch-bearer. [Exit Laun.
Sal. Ay, marry, I'll be gone about it ftrait.

Sola. And fo will I.

Lor. Meet me, and Gratiano^

At Gratiano's lodging fome hour hence.

Sal. 'Tis good, we do fo. [Exit.
Gra. Was not that letter from fair Jeffica ?

Lor. I muft needs tell thee all j fhe hath directed,

How I fhall take her from her father's houfe 5

What gold and jewels fhe is furnifh'd wichj
What page's fuit fhe hath in readinefs.

If e'er the Jew her father come to heav'n,

It will be for his gentle daughter's fake :

And never dare misfortune crofs her foot,

Unlefs lhe do it under this excufe,

That fhe is iflue to a faithlefs Jew.
Come, go with me 5 perufe this, as thou goeftj
Fair Jeffica fhall be my torch-bearer, [Exeunt.

SCENE, ShylockV houfe.

Enter Shylock and Launcelot.

Shy. \T 7 ELL, thou fhalt fee, thy eyes fhall be thyW judge,

The difference of old Shylock and Bajfanio.

What, Jejfical— thou fhalt not gormandize,

As thou haft done with me what, JeJJlca!—
And ileep and fnore, and rend apparel out.

Why, Jefficaf I fay.

Laun. Why, Jeffica!

Shy. Who bids thee call? I did not bid thee call.

Laun. Your worfhip was wont to tell mc, that I

could do nothing without bidding.

Enter Jeffica.

Jef. Call you? what is your will?

Shy. I am bid forth to fupper, JeJJlca-j There
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There are my keys: but wherefore fhould I go?

I am not bid for love j they flatter me :

But yet I'll go in hate, to feed upon
The prodigal chriftian. Jeffica^ my girl,

Look to my houfe> I am right loth to go 5

There is fome ill a brewing towards my reft,

For I did dream of mony-bags to night.

Laun. I befeech you, Sir, go } my young mafter doth

expect your reproach.

Shy. So do I his.

Laun. And they have confpired together, I will not

fay,you mall fee a mafque j but if you do, then it was
not for nothing that my nofe fell a bleeding on black

monday laft, at fix a-clock i'th' morning, falling out

that year on Aih-Wednefday was four year in the af-

ternoon.

Shy. What! are there mafques? hear you me, Jejpca.

Lock up my doors 5 and when you hear the drum,
And the vile fqueaking of the wry-neck'd fife,

Clamber not you up to the cafements then,

Nor thruft your head into the publick ftreet,

To gaze on chriftian fools with varnifh'd faces :

But ftop my houfe's ears j I mean, my cafements 5

Let not the found of mallow foppery enter

My fober houfe. By Jacob's ftaff, I fwear,

I have no mind of feafting forth to night

:

But I will go ; go you before me, firrah :

Say, I will come.
Laun. I will go before, Sir.

Miftrefs, look out at window, for all this >

There will come a chriftian by,

Will be worth a Jewefs' eye. [_Exit Laun.
Shy. What fays that fool of Hagar's off-fpring? ha.

Jef. His words were, farewel, miftrefs j nothing elfe.

Shy. The patch is kind enough, but a huge feeder:

Snail-flow in profit, but he fleeps by day
More than the wild cat $ drones hive not with me,
Therefore I part with him 5 and part with him
To one, that I would have him help to wafte
His borrow'd purfe. Well, Jeffica, go in >

Perhaps,
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Perhaps, I will return immediately >

Do, as I bid you.

Shut the doors after you* faft bind^ faftfind \

A proverb never ftale in thrifty mind. [Exit*

Jef. Farewel $ and if my fortune be not croft,

I have a father, you a daughter loft. [Exit.

SCENE, the Street.

Enter Gratiano and Salanio in mafquerade.

Gra. This is the pent-houfe, under which Lorenzo

defired us to make a ftand.

Sal. His hour is almoft paft.

Gra. And it is marvel he out-dwells his hour,

For lovers ever run before the clock.

Sal. O, ten times fafter Venus' pidgeons fly (12)

To feal love's bonds new made, than they are wont
To keep obliged faith unforfeited

!

Gra. That ever holds. Who rifeth from a feaft,

With that keen appetite that he fits down?
Where is the horfe, that doth untread again

His tedious meafures with th' unbated fire,

That he did pace them firft ? all things that are,

(12) O, ten timesfafter Venus* Pidgeons^v] This is a very odd I-

mage, of Venus'* Pidgeons flying to feal the Bonds of Love. The fenfe

is obvious, and We know the Dignity due to Venus\ Pidgeons. There
was certainly a Joke intended here, which the Ignorance, or Boldnefs, of
the firft Tranfcribers have murder'd : I doubt not, but Sbakefpeare^ wrote
the Line thus j

O, ten timesfafter Venus' Widgeons^
To feal Sec.

For Widgeon is not only the filly Bird fo calTd, but fignines likewiiev

metaphorically, a.filly Fellow, as Goof, or. Gudgeon, does now. The
Joke confifts in the Ambiguity of the Signification ; and to call the Vota-

ries of Love Venus\ Widgeons has, I think, fomething very pretty. But

the Tranfcribers finding Widgeon in the Text, and knowing Nothing of
its figurative Signification, fubftituted Pidgeon as a more ulual, (or per-

haps, better founding) Word. Butler has made the very fame Joke upon
the Presbyterians. Canto ift. pt. i. v. 231.

Tb* dpoftles of this fierce Religion,

Like Mahomet^ wire Afs, and Widgeon.
The Monki, in their fabulous Account of Mahomet, faid, he taught a

Pidgeon to pick Peas out of hh Ear for the Ends of his Impoiturc.

Mr. Warburton.
Arc
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Are with more fpiric chafed than enjoy'd.

How like a younker, or a prodigal,

The skarfed bark puts from her native bay,

Hugg'd and embraced by the ftrumpet wind

!

How like the prodigal doth fhe return,

With over-weather'd ribs and ragged fails,

Lean, rent, and beggar'd by the iirumpet wind!

Enter Lorenzo.

Sal. Here comes Lorenzo : more of this hereafter.

Lor. Sweet friends, your patience for my long abode $

Not I, but my affairs have made you wait

5

When you fhall pleafe to play the thieves for wives,

I'll watch as long for you then ; come, approach ;

Here dwells my father Jew. Hoa, who's within ?

Jeflica above, in boy's cloaths.

Jef. Who are you ? tell me for more certainty,

Albeit I'll fwear, that I do know your tongue.

Lor. Lorenzo, and thy love.

Jef. Lorenzo certain, and my love, indeed 5

For who love I fo much ? and now who knows,
But you, Lorenzo, whether I am yours ?

Lor. Heav'n and thy thoughts are witnefs, that thou
art.

Jef. Here, catch this casket, it is worth the pains.

I'm glad, 'tis night, you do not look on me 5

For I am much aftiam'd of my exchange j

But love is blind, and lovers cannot fee

The pretty follies that themfelves commit;
For if they could, Cupid himfelf would blufh
To fee me thus transformed to a boy.

Lor. Defcend, for you mult be my torch-bearer.

Jef. What, muft I hold a candle to my fhames?
They in themfelves, goodfooth, are too too light,.

Why, 'tis an office of difcovery, love,

And I mould be obfcur'd.

Lor. So are you, fweet,

Ev'n in the lovely garnifh of a boy.
But come at once

For
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For the clofe night doth play the run-away,
And we are ftaid for at Bajfanio's feaft.

Jeff. I will make faft the doors, and gild my felf

With fome more ducats, and be with you {trait.

[Ex. from above.

Gra. Now by my hood, a Gentile, and no Jew.
Lor. Befhrew me, but I love her heartily 3

For {he is wife, if I can judge of her 3

And fair {he is, if that mine eyes be true 3

And true Hie is, as the hath prov'd her felf

3

And therefore like her felf, wife, fair, and true,

Shall {he be placed in my conftant foul.

Enter Jeflica, to them.

What, art thou come? on, gentlemen, away 3

Our inafquing mates by this time for us {lay. [Exita

Enter Antonio.

Anth. Who's there?

Gra. Signior Anthonio,—
Anth. Fie, Gratiano, where are all the reft ?

'Tis nine o'clock, our friends all ftay for you

;

No mafque to night 3 the wind is come about,

Baffanio prefently will go aboard 3

I have fent twenty out to feek for you.

Gra. I'm glad on't 3 I deflre no more delight

Than to be under fail, and gone to night. [Exeunt.

SCENE changes to Belmont.

Enter Portia with Morochius, and both their trains.

For. f~^ O, draw afide the curtains, and difcover

V^l The fev'ral caskets to this noble Prince.

Now make your choice. [Three caskets are discovered.

Mor. The fir ft of gold, which this infeription bears,

Who chufeth me% Jball gain what -many men dcfirc.

The fecond filver, which this promife carries,

Who chufeth me, fmil get as much as he defcrves.

This third, dull lead, with warning alias blunt,

Who chufeth mc^ mufl give and hazard all he hath.

How



The Merchant of Ve n i c e.
3 j

How fliall I know, if I do chufe the right ?

Por. The one of them contains my picture, Prince j

If you chufe that, then I am yours withal.

Mor. Some God direct my judgment ! let me fee,

I will furvey th' infcriptions back again j

What fays this leaden casket?

Who chufeth me^ muft give and hazard all he hath.

Muft give^ for what? for lead ? hazard for lead?

This casket threatens. Men, that hazard all,

Do it in hope of fair advantages :
s

A golden mind ftoops not to mows of drofs

;

I'll then not give, nor hazard, ought for lead.

What fays the filver, with her virgin hue?

Who chufeth me^ Jhall get as much as he deferves.-

As much as he deferves? paufe there, Mofochlusi

And weigh thy value with an even hand.

If thou be'ft rated by thy eftimation,

Thou doft deferve enough 5 and yet enough
May not extend fo far as to the lady $

And yet to be afraid of my deferving,

Were but a weak di fabling of my felf.

As much as I deferve? -why, that's the lady:

I do in birth deferve her, and in fortunes,

In graces, and in qualities of breeding :

But more than thefe, in love I do deferve.

What if I flray'd ho farther, but chofe here ?

Let's fee once more this faying grav'd in gold.

Who chufeth me^ jhall gain what many men defire. .

Why, that's the lady 5 all the world defireshef:

From the four corners of the earth they come
To kifs this fhrine, this mortal breathing faint,

Th' Hyrcanian deferts, and the vaftie wilds

Of wide Arabia^ are as thorough-fares now,
for Princes to come view fair Portia.

The wat'ry kingdom, whofe ambitious head
Spits iri the face of heaven, is no bar
To flop the foreign fpirits * but they come
As o'er a brook, to fee fair Portia.

One of thefe three contains her heav-rily picture.

Is't like, that lead contains her? 'twere damnation^
Vol. II. D To
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To think fo bafe a thought : it were too grofs
To rib her fearcloth in the obfcure grave.
Or mall I think, in filver Ihe's immur'd,
Being ten times undervalifd to try'd gold ?

O finful thought, never fo rich a gem
Was fet in worfe than gold ! they have in England
A coin, that bears the figure of an angel

Stamped in gold, but that's infculpt upon :

But here an angel in a golden bed
Lyes all within. Deliver me the key*
Here do I chufe, and thrive I as I may

!

For. There take it, Prince, and if my form lye

there,

Then I am yours. [Unlocking the gold casket.

Mor. O hell ! what have we here ? a carrion death.

Within whofe empty eye there is a fcrowl:

I'll read the writing.

All that glifters is not gold,

Often have you heard that told;

Many a man his life hath fold',

But my outjide to behold.

Gilded wood may worms infold :

Had you been as wife as bold,

Toung in limbs, in judgment old,

Tour anfwer had not been infcroVd-3
Fare you well, your fuit is cold.

Mor. Cold, indeed, and labour loft :

Then farewel, heat 5 and welcome, froft

:

Portia, adieu 5 I have too griev'd a heart

To take a tedious leave : thus lofers part. [Exit.

For. A gentle riddance: draw the curtains j
go—

Let all of his complexion chufe me fo. [Exeunt.

SCENE changes to Venice.

Enter Solarino and Salanio.

«SW. VT 7H Y, man, I faw Baffunio under fail 5

With him is Gratiano gone along 3

And
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And in their fhip, I'm fare, Lorenzo is not.

Sola. The villain Jew with outcries rais'd the Duke*
Who went with him to fearch Bajfanio's fhip.

Sal. He came too late, the fhip was under fail $

But there the Duke was giv'n to underftand^

That in a Gondola were feen together

Lorenzo and his am'rous Jejfica :

Befides, Anthomo certify 'd the Duke,
They were not with Bajfanio in his fhip.

Sola. I never heard a paffion fo confus'd^

So ftrange, outrageous, and fo variable,

As the dog Jezv did utter in the flreets >

My daughter! O my ducats! O my daughter!

Fled with a chriflian? O my chriftian ducats!

juflice, the law, my ducats, and my daughter!

A fealed bag, two fealed bags of ducats,

Of double ducats, flolri from me by my daughter

!

And jewels, two flones, rich and precious flones,

Stoln by my daughter! juflice! find the girl $

She hath the flones upon her, and the ducats.

Sal. Whyj all the boys in Venice follow him,
Crying his flones, his daughter, and his ducats.

Sola. Let good Anthonlo look, he keep his day j-

Or he (hall pay for this.

Sal. Marry, well remember'd.
I reafon'd with a Frenchman yefterday,

Who told me, in the narrow feas, that part

The French and Englijh^ there mifcarried

A vefTel of our country richly fraught :

I thought upon Anthonio^ when he told me.
And wifh'd in filence, that it were not his.

Sola. You were befl to tell Anthonio what you hear

>

Yet do not fuddenly, for it may grieve hirri.

Sal- A kinder Gentleman treads not the earth.

I faw Bajfanio and Anthonio part.

Bajfanio told him, he would make fome fpeed
Of his return : he anfwer'd, do not fo,

Slubber not bufinefs for my fake, Bajfanio^

But flay the very riping of the time;
And for the Jew's bond, which he hath of me,

D % Let
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Let it not enter in your mind oflove :

Be merry, and employ your chiefeft thoughts
To courtfhip, and fuch fair oftents oflove,

As mall conveniently become you there.

And even there, his eye being big with tears,

Turning his face, he put his hand behind him,
And with affection wond'rous fenfible

He wrung Bajfanio's hand, and fo they parted.

Sola. I think, he only loves the world for him.

I pray thee, let us go and find him out,

And quicken his embraced heavinefs

With fome delight or other.

Sal. Do we fo. [Exeunt.

SCENE changes to Belmont.

Enter NeriiTa with a Servant.

ISfer. /^\UICK, quick, I pray thee, draw the curtain

V<£ ftraitj

The Prince of Arragon has ta'cn his oath,

And comes to his election prefcntly.

Enter Arragon, his train, Portia. Flor. Cornets.

'Tht Caskets are difcover*d.

Por. Behold, there ftand the caskets, noble Prince >

If you chufe that, wherein I am contain'd,

Strait fhall our nuptial rites be folemniz'd

:

But if you fail, without more fpeech, my lord,

You mult be gone from hence immediately.

Ar. I am enjoin'd by oath t' obferve three things >

Firft, never to unfold to any one

Which casket 'twas 1 chofej next, if I fail

Of the right casket, never in my life

To woo a maid in way of marriage :

Laft, if I fail in fortune of my choice,

Immediately to leave you and be gone.

Por. To thefe injunctions every one doth fwear,

That comes to hazard for my worthlefs fclf.

Ar. And fo have I addreft me* fortune now
To my heart's hope! gold, iliver, and bafe lead.
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Who chufeth me^ mufl give and hazard all he hath.

You {hall look fairer, ere I give or hazard.

What fays the golden cheft? ha, let me fee \

Who chufeth me^ Jhall gain what many men dejire.

What many men defire that may be meant
Qf the fool-multitude, that chufe by mow,
Not learning more than the fond eye doth teach $

Which pry not to th' interior, but like the martlet

Builds in the weather on the outward wall,

Ev'n in the force and road of cafualty.

I will not chufe what many men defire,

Becaufe I will not jump with common fpirits,

And rank me with the barb'rous multitudes.

Why then to thee, thou filver treafure-houfe :

Tell me once more, what title thou doft bear.

Who chufeth me^ Jhall get as much as he deferves }
And well faid too, for who {hall go about

To cozen fortune, and be honourable

Without the ftamp of merit? let none prefumc
To wear an undeferved dignity

:

O that eftates, degrees, and offices,

Were not deriv'd corruptly, that clear honour
Were purchas'd by the merit of the wearer

!

How many then mould cover, that ftand bare?
How many be commanded, that command ?

How much low peafantry would then be gleaned
From the true feed of honour? how much honour (r$)

Pickt

(*3) - • — ho<w much honour

Pick'dfrom the Chaff and Ruin of the Times,

To be new varnifh'd.] Mr. Warburton very juftly obferv'd to me
upon the Confufion and Dilagreement of the Metaphors here ; and is of
Opinion, that Shakefpeare might have wrote

;

To be new vanned. —
i. f . winnow'd, purged : from the French Word, manner ; which is de-
riv'd from the Latin, Va,nnus, ventilabrum, the Fann ufed for winnowing
the Chaff from the Corn. This Alteration, as he obferves, reftores the

Metaphor to its Integrity : and our Poet frequently ufes the fame.
Thought. So, in the id Part of Henry IV.

WeJhall be winnow'd nvith fo rough a Wind,
That enin our Cornjhallfeem as light as Chaff.

And, again, in K. Henry V.
Such, andfofnely boulted did!ft thou feem,

I>3
i &r
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Pickt from the chaff and ruin of the times,

To be new varnifh'd? well, but to my choice:

Who chufeth me^ (hall get as much as he dcferves

:

I will afTume defertj give me a key for this,

And inftantly unlock mv fortunes here.

Por. Top long a paufe for that which you find there.

[Unlocking thefiher casket,

Ar. What's here ! the portrait of a blinking idiot,

Prefenting me a fchedule ? 1 wili read it:

How much unlike art thou to Portia ?

How much unlike my hopes and my defervings?

Who chufes me^ Jhall have as much as he deferves.

Did I deferve no more than a fool's head ?

Is that my prize? are my deferts no better?

Por. To offend, and judge, are diftincl: offices^

And of oppofed natures.

jir. What is here?

The fire fev'n times tried this j

Sev'n times tried that judgment is%

That did never chufe amifs.

Some there &», that Jhadows kifs
-

y

Such have but a Jhadow's blifs

:

'There be fools aliver I wis,

Silver'd o'er^ and fo was this

:

Take what wife you will to bedx
I will ever be your head

:

So be gonej Sir, you are fped.

dr. Still more fool I (hall appear,

By the time I linger here :

With one fool's head I came to woo,
But 1 go away with two.

Sweet, adieu ! I'll keep my oath,

Patiently to bear my wrot;h. [Exit*
Por. Thus hath the candle fing'd the moth:

O thefe deliberate fools ! when they do chufc,

They have the \vifdom by their wit to lofe.

for hiultrd fignifies ftftrd, rrfind. The Correction is truly imgOMGUS, and
probable : But a, ;<are is fo loofe and licentious in ihc blending of

different Metaphors, 1 have not ventur'd todiiiurb the Text.

Ncr.
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Ner. The ancient faying is no herefy,

Hanging and wiving goes by deftiny.

Por. Come, draw the curtain, Nerijfa.

Enter a Servant.

Serv. Where is my lady ?

Por. Here, what would my lord?

Serv. Madam, there is alighted at your gate

A young Venetian, one that comes before

To fignify th' approaching of his lord,

From whom he bringeth fenfible regreets $

To wit, befides commends and courteous breath
3

Gifts of rich value \ yet, I have not feen

So likely an ambaffador of love.

A day in April never came fo fweet,

To fhow how coftly fummer was at hand,
As this fore-fpurrer comes before his lord.

Por. No more, I pray thee j I am half afraid,

Thou'lt fay anon, he is fome kin to thee;

Thou fpend'ft fuch high-day wit in praifing him

:

Come, come, Neriffd^ for I long to fee -^

Quick Cupid's poft, that comes fo mannerly. C
Ner. BaJfaniOy lord Love, if thy will it be! (14) ^

\Exeunt*

(14) Baffanio Lord, love, if\ Mr. Pofe, and all the preceding Editors
have follow'd this pointing; as imagining,I fuppofe, that Bajfanio lord —
means, Lord Bajfanio-, but Lord muft be coupled to Love: as if fhe had
faid, " Imperial Love, if it be thy- Will, let it be Bajfanio whom this
61 MefTenger fore-runs.

4 ACT



4? The Merchant of Venice.

act III.

SCENE, a Street in Venice.

Enter Salanio and Solarino.

SOLARINO.

NOW, what news on the Ryalto?
Sal. Why yet it lives there uncheckt, thac

Anthonio hath a fhip of rich lading wrack t on
the narrow feas 5 the Godwins^ I think, they call the
place j a very dangerous flat and fatal, where the car-
cafes of many a tali fhip lye bury'd, as they fay, if

my goffip Report be an honed woman of her word.
Sola. I would fhe were as lying a goffip in that, as

ever knapt ginger 5 or made her neighbours believe, fhc
wept for the death of a third husband. But it is true,
without any flips of prolixity, or croffing the plain
high-way of talk, that the good Anthonio, the honeft
Anthonio O that I had a title good enough to
keep his name company !

Sal. Come, the full flop.

Sola. Ha, what fay'ft thou? why the end is, he hath
loft a fhip.

Sal. I would, it might prove the end of his lofTes.

Sola. Let me fay Amen betimes, left the devil crofs
thy prayer, (if) for here he comes in the likenefs of a
Jew. How now, Shylock^ what news among the mer-
chants ?

Enter Shylock.

Shy. You knew (none fo well, none fo well as you)
of my daughters flight.

("j) left the Devil crofs my Prayer.] But the Prayer was
Salamo's. The other only, as Clerk, fays Amen to it. We mull there-
fore read— thy Prajer. Mr. Warburton.

Sal.
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Sal. That's certain j I, for my part, knew the taylor

that made the wings ihe flew withal.

Sola. And Shylock, for his own part, knew the bird

was fledg'd, and then it is the completion of them all

to leave the dam.

Shy. She is damn'd for it.

Sal. That's certain, if the devil may be her judge.

Shy, My own fleili and blood to rebel

!

Sola, Out upon it, old carrion, rebels it at thefe

years?

Shy. I fay, my daughter is my flefh and blood.

Sal. There is more difference between thy flefh and

hers, than between jet and ivory ; more between your

bloods, than there is between red wine and rhenifh :

but tell us, do you hear, whether Anthonlo have had any

lofs at fea or no ?

Shy. There I have another bad match j a bankrupt,

a prodigal, who dares fcarce ihew his head on the

Ryalto -, a beggar, that us'd to come fo fmug upon the

mart ! let him look to his bond ; he was wont to call

me ufurer -, let him look to his bond $ he was wont to

lend money for a chriftian courtefie 3 let him look to

his bond.

Sal. Why, I am fure, if he forfeit, thou wilt not take

his flefli : what's that good for ?

Shy. To bait fifh wichal. If it will feed nothing elfe,

it will feed my revenges he hath difgrac'd me, andhin-
der'd me half a million, laught at my loffes, mockt at

my gains, fcorn'd my nation, thwarted my bargains,

cool'd my friends, heated mine enemies j and what's

his reafon ? I am a Jew. Hath not a Jew eyes ? hath
not a Jew hands, organs, dimenfions, fenfes, affec-

tions, paffions ? fed with the fame food, hurt with
the fame weapons, fubjecl: to the fame difeafes, heaPd
by the fame means, warm'd and cool'd by the fame
winter and fummer, as a chriftian is? if you prick us,

do we not bleed ? if you tickle us, do we not laugh ?

if you poifon us, do we not die? and if you wrong us,

fhall we not revenge? if we are like you in the reft,

wp will refemble you in that. If a Jew wrong a

chriftian,
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chriftian, what is his humility? Revenge. If a chri-

itian wrong a Jew, what mould his fufferance be by
chriftian example ? why, Revenge. The villany, you
teach me, I will execute -> and it ihall go hard, but I

will better the inftru&ion.

Enter a Servant from Anthonio.

Ser. Gentlemen, my mailer Anthonio is at his houfe,

and defires to fpeak with you both.

Sal. We have been up and down to feek him.

Enter Tubal.

Sola. Here comes another of the tribe j a third can-

not be match'd, unlefs the devil himfelf turn Jew.
[Exeunt Sala. and Solar.

Shy. How now, Tubals what news from Genoua ?
haft thou found my daughter?

Tub. I often came where I did hear of her, but can-

not find her.

Shy. Why there, there, there, there ! a diamond gone,

coft me two thoufand ducats in Frankfort ! the curfe

never fell upon our nation 'till now, I never felt it 'till

now •, two thoufand ducats in that, and other precious,

precious jewels! I would, my daughter were dead at

my foot, and the Jewels in her ear j O, would me
were hers'd at my foot, and the ducats in her coffin.

No news of them ; why fo! and I know not what's

fpent in the fearch : why, thou lofs upon lofs! the

thief gone with fo much, and fo much to find the

thief} and no fatisfaction, no revenge, nor no ill luck

flirring, but what lights o' my moulders -, no fighs but

o' my breathing, no tears but o' my (hedding.

Tub. Yes, other men have ill luck too -, Anthonio^

as 1 heard in Genoua

Shy. What, what, what? ill luck, ill luck?

Tub. Hath an Argofie caft away, coming from Ttt*.

polls.

Shy. I thank God, I thank Godj is it true? is it

true?

Tub. I fpoke with fomc of the failors that efcaped

the wrack. Shy.
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Shy. I thank thee, good Tubal 5 good news, good
news j ha, ha, where ? in Genoua ?

Tub. Your daughter fpent in Genoua^ as I heard, one

night, fourfcore ducats.

Shy. Thou ftick'ft a dagger in me 5 I (hall never fee

my gold again 5 fourfcore ducats at a fitting, fourfcore

ducats

!

Tub. There came divers of Anthonys creditors in

my company to Venice^ that fwear he cannot chufe but

break.

Shy. I am glad of it, I'll plague him, I'll torture

him* I am glad of it.

Tub. One of them fhew'd me a ring, that he had of

your daughter for a monky.
Shy. Out upon her! thou tortured me, Tubals it

was my Turquoife, I had it of Leah when f was a bat-

chelor $ I would not have given it for a wildernefs of
monkies.

Tub. But Anthonk is certainly undone.

Shy. Nay, that's true, that's very true -> go fee me
an officer, befpeak him a fortnight before. I will have

the heart of him, if he forfeit ; for were he out oiVe-
nice^ I can make what merchandize I will : go : go,

Tubal, and meet me at our fynagogue 5 go, good Tu-

bal; at our fynagogue, Tubal. [Exeunt.

SCENE changes to Belmont.

Enter Baffin io, Portia, Gratiano, and attendants.

The Caskets are fet out.

Por. T Pray you, tarry, paufe a day or two,
X Before you hazard -

9 for in chufing wrong
I lofe your company > therefore, forbear a while.

There's fomething tells me (but it is not love)

I would not lofe you -

9 and you know your felf,

Hate counfels not in fuch a quality.

But left you fhould not understand me well,

And yet a maiden hath no tongue but thought,
I would detain you here fome month or two,
Before you venture for me. I could teach you

How
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How to chufe right, but I am then forfworn :

So will I never be ; fo may you mifs me >

But if you do, you'll make me wi(h a fin,

That I had been forfworn. Befhrew your eyes,
They have o'erlook'd me, and divided mej
One half of me is yours, the other half yours.

Mine own, I would fay : but if mine, then yours j
And fo all yours. Alas ! thefe naughty times

Put bars between the owners and their rights

:

And fo tho' yours, not yours > prove it fo,

Let fortune go to hell for it, not I.

I fpeak too long, but 'tis to peece the time,

To eche it, and to draw it out in length,

To ftay you from election.

Baff. Let me chufe :

For as I am, I live upon the rack.

Por. Upon the rack, Bajfanio ? then confefs,

What treafon there is mingled with your love.

Bajf. None, but that ugly treafon of miftruft,

Which makes me fear th' enjoying of my love:

There may as well be amity and life

'Tween fnow and fire, as treafon and my love.

Por, Ay, but, I fear, you fpeak upon the rack j

Where men enforced do fpeak any thing.

Bajf. Promife me life, and I'll confefs the trutl*.

Por. Well then, confefs and live.

Bajf. Confefs, and love,

Had been the very fum of my confeffion.

O happy torment, when my torturer

Doth teach me anfwers for deliverance !

But let me to my fortune and the caskets.

Por. Away then ! I am lockt in one of them $

If you do love me, you will find me out.

Nerijfa^ and the reft, (land all aloof,

Let mufick found, while he doth make his choice j

Then, if he lofe, he makes a fwan-like end,

Fading in mufick. That the companion
May lland more juft, my eye fhall be the rtream

And wat'ry death-Bed for him ; he may win,

And what is mufick then ? then mufick is

Even
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£ven as the flourifh, when true fubje&s bow
To a new-crowned monarch : iuch it is,

As are thofe dulcet founds in break of day,

That creep into the dreaming bridegroom's car,

And fummon him to marriage. Now he goes,

With no lefs prefence, but with much more love,

Than young Alcides^ when he did redeem
The virgin-tribute, paid by howling Troy

To the fea-monfter : I ftand for faenficej

The reft aloof are the Dardanian wives,

With bleared vifages come forth to view
The iffue of th' exploit. Go, Hercules !

Live thou, I live* with much, much more difmay

I view the fight, than thou, that mak'ft the fray.

\_MuJick within.

A Song, whilft Baflanio comments on the caskets to

himfelf.

*Tell me^ where is fancy bred.

Or in the hearty or in the head ?

How begot
l

, how nourijhed?

Reply^ reply.

It is engendered in the eye
9

With gazing fed, and fancy dies

In the cradle where it lyes :

Let us all ring fancy's knell.

I'll begin it.

Dingi dong) bell.

All, Ding, dong) bell.

Bajf* So may the outward fhows be leaft them-
felves :

The world is ftill deceiv'd with Ornament.
In law, what plea fo tainted and corrupt,

But being feafon'd with a gracious voice,

Obfcures the (how of evil ? in religion,

What damned error, but fome fober brow
Will blefs it, and approve it with a text,

Hiding the grofsnefs with fair ornament?
There is no vice fo fimple, but afTumes

Some mark of virtue on its outward parts.

How
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How many cowards, whofe hearts are all as falfe

As flairs of fand, wear yet upon their chins

The beards of Hercules and frowning Mars j

Who, inward fearcht, have livers white as milk ?

And thefe afTume but valour's excrement,

To render them redoubted. Look on beauty,

And you fhall fee 'tis purchas'd by the weight,

Which therein works a miracle in nature,

Making them lighteft, that wear moft of it

:

So are thofe crifped fnaky golden locks,

Which make fuch wanton gambols with the wind
Upon fuppofed fairnefs, often known
To be the dowry of a fecond head,

The skull, that bred them, in the fepulcher.

Thus Ornament is but the guiled thore (16)

To a moil dang'rous fea> the beauteous fcarf

Veiling an Indian beauty 5 in a word,
The feeming truth which cunning times put on
T' entrap the wifefl. Then thou gaudy gold,

Hard food for Midas, I will none of thee:

Nor none of thee, thou pale and common drudge;

'Tween man and man: but thou, thou meager lead,

Which rather threatneft, than doflpromife ought, (17)
Thy plainnefs moves me more than eloquence 5

And here chufe I j joy be the confequence

!

( 1 6) .
* is but the gilded Shore] I have reftor'd, on

the Authority of the old 4to's and Folio Impreifions, guiled, i. e. gutty*

furniuYd for Deceit, made to betray. The Poet ules the participle

pajjl-je in an affile Signification ; as, 'vice 'versa, it will be found, upon
Obfervation, that he employs the acli've participle pajji'vely. To give a
fingle Inilance from K. Lear

;

Who, by the Art of knonxm and feeling Sorrows,

Am pregnant to good Pity.

Forfeeling Sorrows here means Sorrows that make themfelvesy>//.

(17) Thy Palenefs moves me more than Eloquence',] Bajfanio is dif-

pleas'd at the golden Casket for its Gaivdinefs, and the Silver one for its

Palenefs ; but, What ! is he charm'd with the Leaden one for having the

very fame Quality that difpleas'd him in the Silver ? The Poet never in-

tended fuch an abfurd Reafoning. He certainly wrote,

Thy Plainnefs moves ?ne more than Eloquence) This characterizes the

Lead from the Silver, which Palenefs does not, they being both pale.

Befides, there is a J]<-auty in the Antithefis between Plainnefs and Elo-

quence ; between Palenefs and Eloquence, none. Mr. Wetrburton.

Por.
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Por. How all the other paflions fleet to air,

As doubtful thoughts, and rafh-embrac'd defpair,

And fhudd'ring fear, and green-ey'd jealoufie.

love, be moderate, allay thy ecftafie$

In meafure rain thy joy, fcant this excefs,

1 feel too much thy blefling, make it lefs,

For fear I furfeit. _ [Opening the leaden casket.

Baff. What find I here ?

Fair Portia's counterfeit? what Demy-god
Hath come fo near creation ? move thefe eyes ?

Or whether, riding on the balls of mine,

Seem they in motion ? here are fever'd lips

Parted with fugar breath $ fo fweet a bar

Should funder liich fweet friends : here in her hairs

The painter plays the fpider, and hath woven
A golden mem. t' intrap the hearts of men,
Falter than gnats in cobwebs : but her eyes,

How could he fee to do them? having made one,

Methinks, it mould have pow'r to fteal both his,

And leave it felf unflninYd : yet how far

The fubftance of my praife doth wrong this fhadow
In underprizing it; fo far this fhadow
Doth limp behind the fubftance. Here's the fcrowl,

The continent and fummary of my fortune.

Tou that chufe not by the view,

Chance as fair^ and chufe as true

:

Since this fortune fails to you,

Be contentj and feek no new.

If you be well pleased with this^

And hold your fortune for your blifs^

^turn you where your lady isj

And claim her with a loving kifs.

A gentle fcrowlj fair lady, by your leave 5 [Kiffwgher*
I come by note to give, and to receive.

Like one of two contending in a prize,

That thinks he hath done well in people's eyes*

Hearing applaufe and univerfal fhout,

Giddy in fpirit, gazing ftill in doubt,

Whether thofe peals of praife be his or no 5

So
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So (thrice- fair lady) ftand I, even fo,

As doubtful whether what I fee be true,

Until confirmed, fign'd, ratify'd by you.

Por. You fee me, lord BaJJanio, where I ftand$

Such as I am j tho' for my felf alone,

I would not be ambitious in m}r wiih,

To wifh my felf much better -

y yet for you,
I would be trebled twenty times my felf,

A thoufand times more fair* ten thoufand times

More rich} that, to ftand high in your account^

I might in virtues, beauties, livings, friends,

Exceed account: but the full fum of me
j

Is fum of fomething, which^ to term in grofs^

Is an unlefTon'd girl, unfchooVd, unpractised

;

Happy in this, ihe is riot yet fo old

But ihe may learri -, more happy then in this*

She is not bred fo dull but fhe can learn

}

Happieft of all, is, that her gentle fpirit rJ

Commits it felf to yours to be directed,

As from her lord, her governor, her King:
My felf, and what is mine, to you and yours

Is now converted. But how I was the Lord
Of this fair manfion, mailer of my fervants,

Queen o'er my felf$ and even nowj but now,
This houfe, thefe fervants, and this fame my felf

Are yours, my lord : I give them with this ring,

Which, when you part from, lofe or give away,
Let it prefage the ruin of your love,

And be my vantage to exclaim on you.

Bajf. Madam, you have bereft me of all words,

Only my blood fpeaks to you in my veins j

And there is fuch confufion in my pow'rs,

As, after fome oration fairly fpoke

By a beloved Prince, there doth appear

Among the buzzing pleafed multitude 5

Where every fomething, being blent together;

Turns to a wild of nothing, fave of joy

Ex pre ft, and not expreft. But when this ring

Parts from this finger, then parts life from hence %

O, then be bold to fay, Bajfanitfi dead.

Ner.
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Ner. My lord and lady, it is now our time,

That have flood by, and feen our wifh.es profper,

To cry, good joy, good joy, my lord and lady !

Gra. My lord Bajfanio^ and my gentle lady,

I wifh you all the joy, that you can wifh j

For, I am fure, you can wifh none from me

:

And when your honours mean to folemnize

The bargain of your faith, I do befeech you,
Ev'n at that time I may be married too.

Bajf. With all my heart, fo thou canft get a wife.

Gra. I thank your lordfhip, you have got me one.

My eyes, my lord, can look as fwift as yours j

You faw the miftrefs, I beheld the maid 5

You lov'dj I lov'd: for intermiflion (18)
No more pertains to me, my lord, than you.
Your fortune flood upon the casket there 5

And fo did mine too, as the matter falls

:

For wooing here until I fweat again,

And fwearing, till my very roof was dry
With oaths of love 5 at lafl, if promife lafl,

I got a promife of this fair one here,

(18) Tou lov'd ; 1 lov'd for Intermiflion.] Thus this Pafiage has been
nonfenfically poinded thro' all the Editions. If loving for IntermiJJion

can be expounded into any Senfe, I confefs, I as yet am ignorant, and
ihall be glad to be inftrufted in it. But till then I mull beg Leave to

think, the Sentence ought to be thus regulated ;

Tou lovd, I lovd : —— For Intermiflion

No more pertains to me, my Lord, than Tou.

i. e. Handing idle ; a Paufe, or Difcontinuance of Action. And fuch
is the Signification of Intermijfio and Intermijfus amongft the Latines. -—
Neque alia ulla fuit caufa intermiflionis Epijiolarum, niji quod ubi ejfes

plane nefciebam : fays Cicero to Trebatius. " Nor was there any other
" Reafon for my difcontinuing to write, but that I was abfolutely igno-
" rant where you were". And fo Pliny, of the Nightingale : Lufciniis

diebus ac mtlibus quindecim garrulus fine intermiflu Cantus. " Nightin-
" gales hold their Song for fifteen days and nights together, without In-
" termijpon"'. Our Author ufes this Word again in his Lear :

Deliver d Letters fpight of Intermiflion,

Which prefently they read.

i. e. in fpight of any Paufe, or Delay. Sometimes, without IntermiJJton,

is, without Ceffation : as in the Greek, clS'techii7r]^
>
ATdLvruf.

So in As you like it ;

And I did laugh, fans Intermiflion^

An hour by his Dial.

Vol. II. E To

y
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To have her love, provided that your fortune

Atchiev'd her miftrefs.

Pot. Is this true, Nerijfa?

Ner. Madam, it is, fo you ftand pleas'd withal.

Bajf. And do you, Gratiano^ mean good faith ?

Gra. Yes, faith, my lord.

Bajf. Our feaft ihall be much honour'd in your mar-
riage.

Gra. We'll play with them, the firft boy for a thou-

fand ducats.

Ner. What, and flake down?
Gra. No, we ihall ne'er win at that fport, and ftake

down.
But who comes here? Lorenzo and his infidel?

What, and my old Venetian friend, Salanio?

Enter Lorenzo, Jeffica, and Salanio.

Bajj\ Lorenzo and Salanio, welcome hither 5

If that the youth of my new intereft here

Have power to bid you welcome. By your leave,

I bid my very friends and country-men,
(Sweet Portia) welcome.

Por. So do I, my lord •, they are intirely welcome.
Lor. I thank your honour \ for my part, my lord,

My purpofe was not to have feen you here j

But meeting with Salanio by the way,
He did intreat me, pad all faying nay,

To come with him along.

Sal. I did, my lord,

And I have reafon for'c > Signior Anthonio

Commends him to you. [Gives Baflanio a Letter,

Bajf. Ere I ope his letter,

I pray 3 ou, tell me how my good friend doth.

Sal. Not fick, my lord, unlefs it be in mind >

Nor well, unlefs in mind> his letter there

\\ 11 fhew you his eflate. [BafTanio opens the letter.

Gia. Nerijfa^ cheer yond ftranger: Bid her wel-

come, (ip)

Your

(19) NerifTa, titer yend Strav«er.'\ The Poet has {hewn a fingular Art

h&t, 111 his Condutt with Relation to Jrjfita. As the Audience were

already
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Your hand, Salanlo •, what's the news from Venice ?

How doth that royal merchant good Anthonio ?

I know, he will be glad of our fuccefs:

We are the Jafons, we have won the fleece.

Sal, Would, you had won the fleece, that he hath

loft!

Por. There are fome flirewd contents in yond fame
paper,

That fteal the colour from Bajfanio's cheek

:

Some dear friend dead * elfe nothing in the world
Could turn fo much the conilitution

Of any conftant man. What, worfe and worfe

!

With leave, Bajfanio, I am half your felf,

And I mult have the half of any thing

That this fame paper brings you.

Bajf. O fweet Portia!

Here are a few of the unpleafant'ft words,

That ever blotted paper. Gentle lady,

When I did firfl impart my love to you,

I freely told you, all the wealth I had
Ran in my veins, I was a gentleman 5

And then I told you true j and yet, dear lady,

Rating my felf at nothing, you fhall fee

How much I was a braggart : when I told you,
My ftate was nothing, 1 ffiould then have told your
That I was worfe than nothing. For, indeed,

I have engaged my felf to a dear friend,

Engag'd my friend to his meer enemy,
To feed my means. Here is a letter, lady,

The paper, as the body of my friend $

And every word in it a gaping wound,
Iffuing life-blood. But is it true, Salanio?

Have all his ventures fail'd ? what, not one hit

From Tripolij, from Mexico^ from England

\

already appriz'd of her Story, the opening it here to Portia would hav£f
been a fuperfmous Repetition. Nor could it he done properly, while a
Letter of fuch Hafte and Confequence was to be deliverd : and on which
the main A&ipn of the Play depended. Jejpca is therefore, arc-fully,

complimented in dumb Shew ; and no Speech made to her, becaufe the
Scene is drawn out to a great Length by more important Bufinefs.

E 1 From
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From Lisbon^ Barbary, and India ?

And not one veffel 'fcap'd the dreadful touch
Of merchant-marring rocks ?

Sal. Not one, my lord.

Befides, it fhould appear, that if he had
The prefent mony to difcharge the Jew,
He would not take it. Never did I know
A creature, that did bear the fhape of man,
So keen and greedy to confound a man.
He plies the Duke at morning and at night,

And doth impeach the freedom of the ftate,

If they deny him juftice. Twenty merchants,
The Duke himfelf, and the Magnificoes

Of greateft port, have all perfuaded with him>
But none can drive him from the envious plea

Of forfeiture, of juftice, and his bond.

Jef. When I was with him, I have heard him fvvear.

To Tuball and to Chus his country-men,
That he would rather have Anthonys flefh,

Than twenty times the value of the fum
That he did owe him $ and I know, my lord,

If law, authority, and pow'r deny not,

It will go hard with poor Anthonio.

Por. Is it your dear friend, that is thus in trouble ?

Bajf. The deareft friend to me, the kindeft man,
The beft condition'd and unweary'd fpirit

In doing courtefies $ and one in whom
The ancient Roman honour more appears,

Than any that draws breath in Italy.

Por. What fum owes he the Jew ?
;

Bajf. For mc, three thoufand ducats.

Por. What, no more?
P; y him fix thoufand, and deface the bond ^

Do ible fix thoufand, and then treble that,

Before a friend of this defcription

5 hail loie a hair through my BaJ/anio's fault.

• Firfl, go v ith me to church, and call me wife,

And then away to Venice to your friend :

For never (lull you lie by Portia's fide

With an unquiet foul. You iliall have gold
To
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To pay the petty debt twenty times over.

When it is paid, bring your true friend along j

My maid Nerifja and my felf, mean time,

Will live as maids and widows : come, away !

For you fhall hence upon your wedding-day.
Bid your friends welcome, fliew a merry cheer

j

Since you are dear bought, I will love you dear.

But let me hear the letter of your friend.

Bajf reads. QWeet Baflanio, my fhipshave all mifcarry'd^

i ] my creditors grow cruel , my eftate is very

low, my bond to the Jew is forfeit -, and Jince, in paying

it) it is impoffible I Jhould live9 all debts are cleared be-

tween you and me, if I might but fee you at my death -
y

not with/landings ufe your pleafure : if your love do not

perjuade you to come, let not my letter.

For. O love! difpatch all bu Griefs, and begone.

Bajf. Since I have your good leave to go away,

1 will make hafle $ but 'till I come again,

No bed ihall e'er be guilty of my flay j

No reft be interpofer 'twixt us twain. [Exeunt.

SCENE changes to a Street in Venice.

Enter Shylock, Solarino, Anthonio, and the Goalcr.

Shy. /^^Oaler, look to him: tell not me of mercy.
VJ This is the fool, that lent out mony gratis.

Goaler, look to him.

Ant. Hear me yet, good Shylock.

Shy. I'll have my bond > fpeak not againft my bond :

I've fworn an oath, that I will have my bond.

Thou call'dfl: me dog, before thou hadft a caufe$

But Gnce I am a dog, beware my fangs :

The Duke (hall grant me juftice. I do wonder,
Thou naughty goaler, that thou art fo fond
To come abroad with him at his requeft.

Ant. I pray thee, hear me fpeak.

Shy. I'll have my bond : I will not hear thee fpeak :

I'll have-my bond 5 and therefore fpeak no more

5

E 5 Ell
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I'll not be made a foft and dull-ey'd fool,

To {hake the head, relent, and figh and yield

To chriftian interccfTors. Follow not >

I'll have no fpeaking 5 I will have my bond.

{Exit Shylock*
Sola. It is the moil: impenetrable cur,

That ever kept with men.
Ant. Let him alone,

I'll follow him no more with bootlefs pray'rs

:

He feeks my life > his reafon well I know 5

I oft deliver'd from his forfeitures

Many, that have at times made moan to me 5

Therefore he hates me.
Sola. I am fure, the Duke

Will never grant this forfeiture to hold.

Ant. The Duke cannot deny the courfe of law 5 (to)

For the commodity that ftrangers have
With us in Venice^ if it be dcny'd,

Will much impeach the juflice of the flare 5

Since that the trade and profit of the city

Confifteth of all nations. Therefore go,

Thefe griefs and lofles have fo bated me,
That I fliall hardly fpare a pound of flefh

To morrow to my bloody creditor.

Well, goaler, on j pray God, Bajfanio come
To fee me pay his debt, and then I care not ! [Exeunt.

{20) The Duke cannot deny] As this Sentence feems a little perplex'd

and obfeure, it may not be amifs to give it a fhort Explanation. " The
" Duke cannot deny the Courfe of Law, (fays Anthonio\) for if its Courfe
" be denied, the Privilege that Strangers have, being violated, will cry
" out againft the Injuftice^. This is very much to the Purpofe; for he
does not fay, that the Juftice of the State could indeed be inipeach'd by
Hopping the Courfe of Law in his Cafe: For, indeed, it was the utmoft

Juitice to flop it here : But that Strangers would accufe it of Injultice.

This fliews the true Temper of the State of Venice, and of all other

trading States ; which will always more fear an Inconvenience than an
Injuftice. The Jealoufy, that foreign Merchants may entertain of In-

jumce, being always more carefully guarded againft, than Injuftice it-

ftlf. Mr. Warburton.

SCENE
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SCENE changes to Belmont.

Enter Portia, NerifTa, Lorenzo, Jeflica, and Balthazar.

Lor, A /[Adam, although I fpeak it in your prefence,

JLVJL You have a noble and a true conceit

Of God-like amity j which appears raoft ftrongly

In bearing thus the abfence of your lord.

But if you knew to whom you fhew this honour,

How true a gentleman you fend relief to,

How dear a lover of my lord your husband ;

I know, you would be prouder of the work,
Than cuftomary bounty can enforce you.

For. I never did repent of doing good,

And fhall not now -, for in companions

That do converfe and wafte the time together,

Whofe fouls do bear an equal yoke of love,

There muft be needs a like proportion

Of lineaments, of manners, and of fpirit >

Which makes me think, that this Anthonio^

Being the bofom-lover of my lord,

Muii needs be like my lord. If it be fo,

How little is the coft I have beftowed,

In purchafing the femblance of my foul

From out the flate of hellifTi cruelty ?

This comes too near the praifing of my felfj (t\)

Therefore, no more of it: hear other things.-——
Lorenzo^ I commit into your hands

The husbandry and manage of my houfe,

Until my lord's return. For mine own part,

I have tovfr'rd heaven breath'd a fecret vow,
To live in prayer and contemplation,

(21) This comes too near the praijing ofmy felf\

Therefore no more of it : here other things,

Lorenzo, / commit &c.] Thus has this PafTage been writ and
pointed, but abfurdly, thro' all the Editions. Portia finding the Reflec-

tions flie had made came too near Self-praife, begins to chide herfelf for

it : fays, She'll fay no more of that Sort ; but call a new Subject. The
Regulation I have made in the Text was likewife prefcrib'd by Br. Thirl-

E 4 Only
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Only attended by Nerijfa here,

Untill her husband and my lord's return.

There is a monaftery two miles off,

And there we will abide. I do defire you,

Not to deny this impofition :

The which my love and fome neceflity

Now lays upon you.

Lor. Madam, with all my heart 5

/ I {hall obey you in all fair commands.
Por. My people do already know my mind^

And will acknowledge you and Jeffica

In place of lord Bajfanio and my felf.

So fare you well, 'till we fhall meet again.

Lor. Fair thoughts and happy hours attend on you

!

Jef. I wifh your ladyfhip all heart's content.

Por. I thank you for your wifh, and am well pleas'd

To wifh it back on you : fare you well, Jejfica.

[Exeunt Jef. cwdluor*

Now, Balthazar^

As I have ever found thee honed, true,

So let me finch thee dill : take this fame letter,

And ufe thou all th' endeavour of a man,
In fpeed to Padua -, fee thou render this (2,2,)

Into my coufin's hand, Doctor Bellario -

9

And look what notes and garments he doth give thee,

Bring them, I pray thee, with imagin'd fpeed

Unto the Trajeft, to the common ferry

Which trades to Venice: wade no time in words,
But get thee gone 5 I fhall be there before thee.

BaL Madam, I go with all convenient fpeed. [Exit.

Por. Come on, Nerijfa ; I have work in hand,

That you yet know not of: we'll fee our husbands

Before they think of us.

(22) In fpeed to Mantua;] Thus all the old Copies; and thus all the

Modern Editors implicitly after them. But 'tis evident to any diligent

Reader, that We mull reftore, as I have done, In fpeed to Padua

:

For it was there, and not at Mantua, Bellario liv'd. So afterwards ; —
j4 Meffenger, with Letters from the Doftor, New come from Padua—
And again, Came you from Padua, from Bellario?— And again, It comes

from Padua, from Bellario.— Belides, Padua, not Mantua, is the Place

of Education for the Civil Law in Ital:.

Ner.
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Ner. Shall they fee us ?

Por. They {hall, Nerijfa ; but in fuch a habit,

That they {hall think we are accomplished

With what we lack. I'll hold thee any wager,

When we are both apparell'd like young men,

I'll prove the prettier fellow of the two,

And wear my dagger with the braver grace;

And fpeak between the change of man and boy,

With a reed voice ; and turn two mincing fleps

Into a manly ftride; and fpeak of frays,

Like a fine bragging youth ; and tell quaint lies,

How honourable ladies fought my love,

Which I denying, they fell fick and dy'd,

I could not do with all: then I'll repent,

And wim, for all that, that I had noc kill'd them.

And twenty of thefe puny lies I'll tell ;

That men mall fwear, I've difcontinued fchool

Above a twelve-month. I have in my mind

A thoufand raw tricks of thefe bragging jacks,

Which I will practife.

Ner. Shall we turn to men ?

Por. Fie, what a queftion's that,

If thou wert near a lewd interpreter

!

But come, I'll tell thee all my whole device

When I am in my coach, which ftays for us

At the park-gate 5 and therefore hafte away,

For we muft meafure twenty miles to day. \_Exeunt.

Enter Launcelot and Jefiica.

Laun. Yes, truly : for, look you, the fins of the fa-

ther are to be laid upon the children ; therefore, Ipro-
mife you, I fear you. I was always plain with you;
and fo now I fpeak my agitation of the matter : there-

fore be of good cheer; for truly, I think, you are

damn'd: there is but one hope in it that can do you
any good,and that is but a kind of baftardhope neither.

Jef. And what hope is that, I pray thee?

Laum Marry, you may partly hope that your father

got you not, that you are not the Jew's daughter.

Jef. That were a kind of baftard hope, indeed ; fo

the fins of my mother fiiould be vifited upon me.
5 Laun*
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Laun. Truly, then, I fear, you are damn'd both by

father and mother j thus when youjhun Scylla, (i]) your
father, you fall into Charybdis^ your mother: well,

you are gone both ways.

Jef. I ihall be faved by my husband -

y he hath made
me a chriftian.

Laun. Truly, the more to blame he 5 we were chri-

ftians enough before, e'en as many as could well live

one by another : this making of chriflians will raife

the price of hogs 5 if we grow all to be pork-eaters,

we iTiall not fhortly have a rafher on the coals for

mony.

Enter Lorenzo.

Jef I'll tell my husband, Launcelot
5 what you fay

:

here he comes.

Lor. I mall grow jealous of you fhortly, Launcelot^

if you thus get my wife into corners.

Jef. Nay, you need not fear us, Lorenzo ; Launce-

Jot and I are out > he tells me flatly, there is no mer-
cy for me in heav'n, becaufe 1 am a Jew's daughter

:

and he fays, you are no good member of the com-
mon-wealth > for, in converting Jews to chriftians, you
raife the price of pork.

Lor. I ihall anfwer that better to the common-
wealth, than you can the getting up of the negro's

belly : the Moor is with child by you, Launcelot.

Laun. It is much, that the Moor mould be more than

(23) Thus nvhen youJhun Scylla,your Father,'] By the Allufion which
Launcelot makes here, 'tis evident, Shakefpeare was no Stranger to this

Hexameter, nor the Application of it

;

Incidit in Scyllam a/piens t'itare Charybdim.

Erafmus, in his Adagies, quotes this Verfe as one very much in Vogue
with the Latines ; but fays, he does not remember its Author. I pre-

sume, it might have been founded upon the Greek proverbial Sentence,

likewjfe quoted by him, Thv XetpuCJiv kx,$vyvv t>j 2k,Ja/m m&iirlW.
This is one of thofe Iambics, he tells us, which were call'd, Dimetri
?/'» 't/.i>i. For my own part, (throwing out this cramp Definition) I

think it might have been a plain Iambic, as mod of the proverbial

Gnomes were, and only difmounted -from its Numbers by the unncccllary

Inftrtion of the Articles. I would read it

;

rcafau;
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reafon: but if fhe be lefs than an honcft woman., fhc

is indeed more than I took her for.

Lor. How every fool can play upon the word !

I think, the beft grace of wit will fhortly turn into fi-

lence, and difcourfe grow commendable in none but
parrots. Go in, firrah, bid them prepare for dinner.

Laun. That is done. Sir 3 they have all ftomachs.

Lor. Good lord, what a wit-fnapper are you ! then

bid them prepare dinner.

Laun. That is done too, Sir* only cover is the

word.
Lor. Will you cover then, Sir ?

Laun. Not fo, Sir, neither; I know my duty.

Lor. Yet more quarrelling with occafion ! wilt thou
{hew the whole wealth of thy wit in an inftant? I

pray thee, underftand a plain man in his plain mean-
ing: go to thy fellows, bid them cover the table, ferve

in the meat, and we will come in to dinner.

Laun. For the table, Sir, it fhall be ferv'd in ; for

the meat, Sir, it fhall be covered •, for your coming
in to dinner, Sir, why, let it be as humours and con-

ceits fhall govern. [i^Z/Laun.
Lor. O dear difcretion, how his words are fuited!

The fool hath planted in his memory
An army of good words j and I do know
A many fools that Hand in better place,

Garnifh'd like him, that for a trickfie word
Defie the matter : how far'ft thou, Jejfica ?

And now, good fweet, fay thy opinion,

How doft thou like the lord Baflanio's wife?

Jef. Paft all expreffing : it is very meet,
The lord Baffanio live an upright life.

For, having fuch a Bleffing in his lady,

He finds the joys of heaven here on earth :

And if on earth he do not merit it,

In reafon he fhould never come to heav'n.

Why, if two Gods ihould play fome heav'nly match,
And on the wager lay two earthly women,
And Portia one, there muft be fomething elfe

Pawn'd with the other 3 for the poor rude world

Hath
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Hath not her fellow.

Lor. Even fuch a husband ]

Haft thou of me, as (he is for a wife.

Jef. Nay, but ask my opinion too of that.

Lor. I will anon : firft, let us go to dinner.

Jef Nay, let me praife you, while I have a fto-

mach.

Lor . No, pray thee, let it ferve for table-talk -
?

Then, howfoe'er thou fpeak'ft, 'mong other things,

I fhall digeft it.

Jef Well* I'll fet you forth. [Exeunt.

ACT IV.

S C E N E, the Senate-houfe /^Venice.

Enter the Duke, the Senators; Anthonio, Baflanio,

and Gratiano, at the Bar.

Duke.WHA T, is Anthonio here ?

Ant. Ready, fo pleafe your Grace.
Duke. I'm forry for theej thou ar$

come to anfwer
A ftony adverfary, an inhuman wretch
Uncapable of pity, void and empty
From any dram of mercy.

Ant. I have heard,

Your Grace hath ta'en great pains to qualifie

His rig'rous courfe \ but fince he ftarids obduratej
And that no lawful means can carry me
Out of his envy's reach, I do oppofe
My patience to his fury j and am arm'd

To
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To differ, with a quietnefs of fpirit,

The very tyranny and rage of his.

Duke. Go one, and call the Jew into the Court.

Sal. He's ready at the door: he comes, my lord.

Enter Shylock.

Duke. Make room, and let him ftand before our face,

Shylock^ the world thinks, and I think fo too,

That thou but lead'ft this fafhion of thy malice

To the laft hour of act j and then 'tis thought,

Thou'lt fbew thy mercy and remorfe more ftrange,

Than is thy ftrange apparent cruelty.

And, where thou now exact'ft the penalty,

Which is a pound of this poor merchant's flefh,

Thou wilt not only lofe the forfeiture,

But, touch'd with human gentlenefs and love,

Forgive a moiety of the principal

;

Glancing an eye of pity on his lories,

That have of late fo hudled on his back,
Enough to prefs a royal merchant down*
And pluck commiferation of his ftate

From braiTy bofoms, and rough hearts of flint;

From ftubborn 'Turks and Tartars^ never train'd

To offices of tender courtefie.

We all expecb a gentle anfwer, Jew.
Shy. I have pofTefs'd your Grace of what I purpofK

And by our holy Sabbath have I fworn,
To have the due and forfeit of my bond.
If you deny it, let the danger light

Upon your charter, and your city's freedom.
You'll ask me, why I rather chufe to have
A weight of carrion flefh, than to receive

Three thoufand ducats ? I'll not anfwer that.

But fay, it is my humour, is it anfwer'd?
What if my houfe be troubled with a rat,

And I be pleas'd to give ten thoufand ducats
To have it bane'd ? what, are you anfwer'd yet ?

Some men there are, love not a gaping pig $

Some, that are mad, if they behold a cat j

And others, when the bag-pipe fings i' th' nofe,

Cannot
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Cannot contain their urine for affection. (14)
Mafterlefs paflion fways it to the mood
Of what it likes, or loaths. Now for your anfwer :

As there is no firm reafon to be render'd,

Why he cannot abide a gaping pig j

(24) Cannot contain their Urinefor AffeBion*

Mafterlefs paflion fa:ays it to the Mood
Of what it likes, or loaths.'] Mafterlefs PaJ/ioH was firft Mr. Rowit
Reading, (on what Authority, I am at a Lofs to know

; ) which Mr.
Tope has fince copied. And tho* I have not difturb'd the Text, yet, I
mull obferve, I don't know what Word there is to which this Relative

{it, in the 2d Line] is to be referr'd. The ingenious Dr. Tbirlby, there-

fore, would thus adjuft the Paflage.

Cannot contain their Urine ; for Affeclion,

* Mailer of Pajpon, fa:ays it iffc * Or, Miflrefs.

And then it is govern'd of PaJJion : and the 2 old Quarto's and Folio's

read. ——— Mailers of PaJJion, &c.

It may be objected, that Affeclion and PaJJion are Synonomous Terms,
and mean the fame Thing. I agree, they do at this time. But I obferve,

the Writers of our Author's Age made a fort of Diftinclion : confidering

the One as the Cauje, the Other as the Ejfetl, And then, in this place,

Ajfettion will ftand for that Sympathy or Antipathy of Soul, by which
we are provok'd to mew a Liking or Dijguft in the Working of our

PaJJions. B. Jonfon, in his Sejanus, feems to apply the Terms thus;
* - He bath Jiudied
Affection's Paflions, knows their Springs, their Ends,

Which nvay, and nvhither they tvill work.

So much, in fupport of Dr. Thirlbys Regulation of the Paflage. My
ingenious Friend Mr. Warburton is for pointing, and writing it, as in

the Old Editions : but for giving it c. different Turn in the Poet's Drift

and Meaning. I come now to his Reading and Opinion.

Cannot contain their Urinefor Affeclion.

Matters «f PaJJion fvvay it to the Mood

Of <vchat it likes, or loaths.

*
' Obferve, he is here only fpeaking of the different Power of Sounds,
" and the Influence they have upon the humane Mind : and then con-
" eludes, the Maftcrs of PaJJion (for fo he finely calls Mujicians) fway
" the Paflions, or Affections, as they pleafe : Our Poet then having, no
•' Doubt, in his Mind the great Effects that Timotheus, and other ancient
" Muficians, are faid to have wrought by the Power of Mufick. This
" puts me in mind of a Paflage of Collier, in his Effay on Mufick ; who
" fuppofes it poffible by a right chofen Compofition (not, Concord) of
" Sounds to infpire Affright, Terror, Cowardiie, and Coniiernation

;

" in the fame Manner that, now, Chea/fulnefs, and Courage, is afliited

u by contrary Compoutions".
Thus far Mr. Warburton. I mall fubmit the Paflage, for the prefent*

to the Opinion and Determination of the Publick ; upon which, I may
hereafter venture with more fefety to afcertaio it.

Why
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3

Why he, a harmlefs neceffary cat j

Why he, a woollen bag-pipe j but of force

Mull yield to fuch inevitable fhame,

As to offend, himfelf being offended 3

So can I give no reafon, nor I will not,

More than a lodg'd hate and a certain loathing

I bear Anthonio, that I follow thus

A lofing fuit againft him. Are you anfwer'd?

Bajf. This is no anfwer, thou unfeeling man,
T' excufe the current of thy cruelty.

Shy. I am not bound to pleafe thee with my an-

fwer.

Bajf. Do all men kill the thing they do not love?

Shy. Hates any man the thing he would not kill ?

Bajf. Ev'ry offence is not a hate at firft.

Shy. What, would'ft thou have a ferpent fling thee

twice ?

Ant. I pray you, think you queftion with a Jew*
You may as well go ftand upon the beach,

And bid the main flood bate his ufual height.

You may as well ufe queftion -with the wolf,

Why he hath made the ewe bleat for the lamb.

You may as well forbid the mountain pines

To wag their high tops, and to make no noife,

When they are fretted with the gufts ofheav'n.

You may as well do any thing moft hard,

As feek to foften that, (than which what's harder!)

His Jewijh heart. Therefore, I do befeech you,
Make no more offers, ufe no farther means 5

But with all brief and plain conveniency

Let me have judgment, and the Jew his will.

Bajf. For thy three thoufand ducats here is fix.

Shy. If ev'ry ducat in fix thoufand ducats

Were in fix parts, and ev'ry part a ducat,

I would not draw them, I would have my bond.

Duke. How ftialt thou hope for mercy, rend'ring

none ?

Shy. What judgment ihall I dread, doing no wrong?
You have among you many a purchas'd Have,
Which, like your affes, and your dogs, and mules,

You
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You ufe in abject and in flavilh part,

Becaufe you bought them. Shall 1 fay to youf

Let them be free, marry them to your heirs ?

Why fweat they under burdens ? let their beds
Be made as foft as yours, and let their pala es

Be feafon'd with fuch viands > you will anfwer,
The flaves are ours. So do I anfwer you:
The pound of flefh, which I demand of him,
Is dearly bought, 'tis mine, and I will have it.

If you deny me, fie, upon your law

!

There is no force in the decrees of Venice

:

I ftand for judgment 5 anfwer j fhall I have it?

Duke, Upon my pow'r I may difmifs this Court,
Unlefs Bellario^ a learned Doctor,

Whom I have fent for to determine this,

Come here to day.

Sal. My lord, here ftays, without,

A meflenger with letters from the Doctor,

New come from Padua.

Duke. Bring us the letters, call the meflenger.

Bajf. Cood cheer, Anthonio^ what, man, courage
yet:

The Jew ihall have my flefh, blood, bones, and all,

Ere thou fhalt lofe for me one drop of blood.

Jnt\ I am a tainted weather of the flock,

Meeteft for death : the weakeft kind of fruit

Drops earlkft to the ground, and fo let me.
You cannot better be employ'd, Baffanio,

Than to live Hill, and write mine epitaph.

Enter Nerifla, drefs'd like a Lawyer's Clerk.

Duke. Came you from Padua, from Bellario ? (if)

Ner. From both, my lord : Bellario greets your

Grace.

Bajf. Why doft thou whet thy knife fo earneflly ?

(2O From both : my Lord Bellario greets your Grace.] Thus the two

old Fo/io's, and Mr. Pope in his 4-to, had inaccurately pointed this Paf-

fage, by which a Doctor of Laws was at once rais'd to the Dignity of

the Peerage. I fet it right in my Shakespeare rejiord, as

Mr. Pope has fincc don« from ther.ee in his lalt Edition.

Shy.
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Shy. To cut the forfeit from that bankrupt there.

Gra. Not on thy foale, but on thy foul, harfh

Jew, (2.6)

Thou mak'ft thy knife keen $ for no metal can,

No, not the hangman's ax, bear half the keennefs

Of thy fharp eavy. Can no prayers pierce thee ?

Shy. No, none that thou haft wit enough to make.
Gra. O be thou damn'd, inexorable dog,

And for thy life let juftice be accus'd !

Thou almoft mak'fl me waver in my faith,

To hold opinion with Pythagoras,

That fouls of animals infufe themfelves

Into the trunks of men. Thy currifli fpirit

Govern'd a wolf, who, hang'd for human {laughter,

Ev'n from the gallows did his fell foul fleet,

And, whiPA: thou lay'fl: in thy unhallow'd dam,
Infus'd it felf in thee : for thy defires

Are wolfifh, bloody, ftarv'd, and ravenous.

Shy. 'Till thou canft rail the feal from off my bond,
Thou but offend'ft thy lungs to fpeak fo loud.

Repair thy wit, good youth, or it will fall

(26) Not on thy Soale, but on thy Soul, harjh Jew,] I was obliged,

from the Authority of the old Folio's, to reftore this Conceit, and Jingle
upon two Words alike in found, but differing in Senfe. Gratiano thus
rates the Jew ;

" Tho' thou thinkeft, that thou art whetting thy Knife
u on the Soale of thy Shoe, yet it is upon thy Soul, thy immortal Part,
«' that thou do'fl it, thou inexorable Man !

" There is no Room to doubt,
but This was our Author's Antithefis ; as it is fo ufual with him to play
on Words in this manner : and That from the Mouth of his mofl ferious

Characters. So in Romeo and Juliet;
» — Tou have dancing Shoes>

With nimble Soales ; / have a Soul of Lead,

That flakes me to the Ground ; J cannot move.

And again, immediately after,

/ am too fore enpierced vjith his Shaft,

To foare with his light Feathers.

So in King John i

.
„- 1 --—— O, lawful let it be, (

That I have room with Rome to curfe awhile !

And, in Julius C&far ;

Now is it Rome, indeed; and room enough,
When there is in it but one only man.

But this fort of Jingle is too perpetual with our Author to need any far*
ther Inftances.

Vol. II. F T@
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To curelefs ruin. I ftand here for law. (2.7)

Duke. This letter from Bellario doth commend
A young and learned do&or to our Court.
Where is he?

Ner. He attendeth here hard by
To know your anfwer, whether you'll admit him.

Duke. With all my heart. Some three or four ofyou
Go, give him courteous condu£fc to this place :

Mean time, the Court fliall hear Bellario
y

s letter.

OUR Grace faall underfland^ thaty at the receipt of

your letter, I am very, fick : but at the inftant that

your mejfenger camp, in loving vifttation was with me a
young Doctor o/Rarae, lois napnp is Balthafar : I acquaint-

ed him with the caufe in controverfit between, the Jew
and Anthonio the merchant. TVe turned, o'er many books

together : he is furnijhed with my opinion, which, bettered

with his own. learning, (the greatnefs whereof I cannot

enough commend^) comes with hin% at my importunity, to

fill up your Grace's requeft in my ft,ead,. I befeech you, let

his lack of years be no impediment to let him lack a reve-

rend eftimation : For I never knew fo young a body with

fo old a head. I leave him to your gracious acceptance,

whofe trialJhall better publip his commendation.

Enter Portia, drefs'd like a Dotlor of Laws.

Duke* You hear the learn'd Bellario, what he writes,

And here, I take it, is the Doctor come :

Give me your hand. Came you from old Bellario ?

Pot. I did, my lord.

Duke. You're welcome : take your place.

Are you acquainted with the difference,

That holds this prefent queftion in the Court?

(27) To carelefs Ruine.] This, I am Aire, is a fignal Iaftance of Mr.
Popes Carelefsnefs, for Both the Old 4to's have it curelefs- The Players

in their Edition, for fome particular Whim, changed thq Word to end-

lefs ; which Mr. Rotve has copied, becaufe, 1 prefume, he had never

fevi the oid Quartos. Our Author has ufed this Epithet, curelefs, again

in ;ib Poem, calTd, Tarquin and Lucrece.S:. iii.

O, bat tfull, 'vaporous and foggs Night!

Since thou art guilty of my curelefs Crime.

For.
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Por. I am informed throughly of the cafe.

Which is the merchant here? and which the Jew?
Duke. Anthonio and old Shylock^ both ftand forth.

Por. Is your name Shylock ?

Shy. Shylock is my name.

Por. Of a ftrange nature is the fuit you follow 5

Yet in fuch rule, that the Venetian law

Cannot impugn you, as you do proceed.

You ftand within his danger, do you not? [_To Anth*
Ant. Ay, fo he fays.

Por. Do you confefs the bond ?

Ant. I do.

Por. Then muft the Jew be merciful.

Shy. On what compulfion muft I ? tell me that.

Por. The quality of mercy is not ftrain'd 5

It droppeth, as the gentle rain from heav'n

Upon the place beneath. It is twice blefs'd $

It blefleth him that gives, and him that takes.

'Tis mightieft in the mightieft 5 it becomes
The throned monarch better than his Crown

:

His fcepter Ihews the force of temporal pow'r,

The attribute to awe and majefty,

Wherein doth fit the dread and fear of Kings %
But mercy is above this fcepter'd fway,

It is enthroned in the hearts of Kings \

It is an attribute to God himfelfj

And earthly power doth thenfhew likeft God's,
When mercy feafons juftice. Therefore, Jew,
Tho' juftice be thy plea, confider this,

That in the courfe of juftice none of us

Should fee falvation. We do pray for mercy 5

And that fame pray'r doth teach us all to render

The deeds of mercy. I have fpoke thus much
To mitigate the juftice of thy plea ;

Which, if thou follow, this ftri6fc Court of Venice

Muft needs give fentence 'gainft the merchant there.

Shy. My deeds upon my head ! I crave the law,
The penalty and forfeit of my bond.

Por. Is he not able to difcharge the mony ?

Bajf. Yes, here I tender it for him in the Court,
F z Yea5
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Yea, twice the fum * if that will not fuffice,

I will be bound to pay it ten times o'er,

On forfeit of my hands, my head, my heart.

If this will not fuffice, it muft appear
That malice bears down truth. And I befeech you, (z8)

Wreft once the law to your authority.

To do a great right, do a little wrong j

And curb this cruel devil of his will.

For. It muft not be, there is no pow'r in Venice

Can alter a decree eftablifhed.

'Twill be recorded for a precedent j

And many an error, by the fame example,
Will ruin into the ftate. It cannot be.

Shy. A Daniel come to judgment ! yea, a Daniel.

O wife young judge, how do I honour thee

!

For. I pray you, let me look upon the bond.
Shy. Here 'tis, moft rev'rend Doctor, here it is,

For. Shylock, there's thrice thy mony offer'd thee.

Shy. An oath, an oath,— I have an oath inheav'n.
Shall I lay perjury upon my foul?

No, not for Venice.

For. Why, this bond is forfeit j

And lawfully by this the Jew may claim

A pound of flefh, to be by him cut off

Neareft the merchant's heart. Be merciful,

Take thrice thy mony, bid me tear the bond.
Shy. When it is paid according to the tenour.

It doth appear, you are a worthy judge j

You know the law : your expofition

Hath been moft found. I charge you by the law,
Whereof you are a well-deferving pillar,

Proceed to judgment. By my foul I fwear,

There is no power in the tongue of man
To alter me. I ftay here on my bond.

(28) That Malice bears down truth.] I propos'd, in my Shake-
speare rejiord, to read ruth here; i. e. Companion, Mercy. But,
upon mere mature Advice, I believe, the Text needs no Alteration.

Truth may mean here, Reafon\ the reafonable Offers of Accommoda-
tion, which we have made.

Ant.
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Ant. Moft heartily I do befeech the Court

To give the judgment.

Por. Why, then thus it is :

You muft prepare your bofom for his knife.

Shy. O noble judge ! O excellent young man

!

Por. For the intent and purpofe of the law
Hath full relation to the penalty,

Which here appeareth due upon the bond.
Shy. 'Tis very true. O wife and upright judgef

How much more elder art thou than thy looks

!

Por. Therefore lay bare your bofom.
Shy. Ay, his breaft $

So fays the bond, doth it not, noble judge?
Neareft his heart, thofe are the very words.

Por. It is fo. Are there fcales, to weigh the flefli ?

Shy. I have them ready.

Por. Have by fome furgeon, Shylock^on your charge,

To flop his wounds, left he fliould bleed to death.

Shy. Is it fo nominated in the bond ?

Por. It is not fo exprefs'd* but what of that?
'Twere good, you do fo much for charity.

Shy. I cannot find it* 'tis not in the bond.
Por. Come, merchant, have you any thing to fay ?

Ant. But little : I am arm'd, and well prepar'd.

Give me your hand, Bajfanio^ fare you well

!

Grieve not, that I am fiill'n to this for you

:

For herein fortune {hews her felf more kind,

Than is her cuftom. It is ftill her ufe,

To let the wretched man out-live his wealth,

To view with hollow eye, and wrinkled brow,
An age of poverty : From which ling'ring penance
Of fuch a mifery doth me cut me off.

Commend me to your honourable wife j

Tell her the procefs of Anthonio
1

* end $

Say, how I lov'd you 5 fpeak me fair in death :

And when the tale is told, bid her be judge,
Whether Bajfanio had not once a love.

Repent not you, that you ihall lofe your friend $

And he repents not, that he pays your debt*
For if the Jew do cut but deep enough,

f 5 ru
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I'll pay it inftantly with all my heart.

Bajf. Anthonio^ I am married to a wife,

Which is as dear to me as life it felf;

But life it felf, my wife, and all the world,

Are not with me efteem'd above thy life.

I would loie all} ay, facrifice them all

Here to this devil, to deliver you.

Por. Your wife would give you little thanks for that,

If fhe were by to hear you make the offer.

Gra. I have a wife, whom, I proteft, I love j

I would, (he were in heaven, fo the could

Intrear, fome Pow'r to change this currifh Jew.
Ner. 'Tis well, you offer it behind her back j

The willi would make elfe an unquiet houfe.

Shy. Thefe be the chriftian husbands. I've a daughter j

Would, any of the ftock of Banabas
Had been her husband, rather than a chriftian ! \_Afide.

We trifle time j I pray thee, purfue fentence.

Por. A pound of that fame merchant's flefli is thine,

The Court awards it, and the law doth give it.

Shy. Moft rightful judge

!

Por. And you muft cut this flefh from offhisbreaftj

The law allows it, and the Court awards it.

Shy. Moft learned judge! a fentence: come, prepare.

Por. Tarry a little, there is fomething elfe.

This bond doth give thee here no jot of blood,

The words expreily are a pound of flefh.

Then take thy bond, take thou thy pound of flefh j

But, in the cutting it, if thou doft £hed

One drop of chriftian bloody thy lands and goods
Are, by the laws of Venice^ confiscate

Unto the ftate of Venice.

Gra. O upright judge ! mark, Jew9 O learned judge

!

Shy. Is that the law ?

Por. Thy felf (halt fee the Aft :

For as thou urgeft juftice, be aflur'd,

Thou (halt have juftice, more than thou defir'ft.

Gra. O learned judge ! mark, Jewy a learned judge

!

Shy. I take this offer then, pay the bond thrice,

And let the chriftian go.

Baf.
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Bajf. Here is the mony.
Por. The Jew fhall have all jufticej foft!nohaftej

He fhall have nothing but the penalty.

Gra. O Jew! an upright judge, a learned judge

!

Por. Therefore prepare thee to cut off the flefh j

Shed thou no blood, nor cut thou lefs, nor more,

But juft a pound of flefh : if thou tak'ft more J

Or lefs than a juft pound, be't but fo much
As makes it light or heavy in the fubftance,

On the divifion of the twentieth part

Of one poor fcruple 5 nay, if the fcale turn

But in the eftimation of a hair,

Thou dieft, and all thy goods are confifcate.

Gra. A fecond Daniel, a Daniel^ Jew!
Now, infidel, I have thee on the hip.

Por. Why doth the Jew paufe? take the forfeiture.

Shy. Give me my principal, and let me go.

BaJJ*. I have it ready for thee -

y here it is.

Por. He hath refus'd it in the open Court*
He fhall have meerly juftice, and his bond.

Gra. A Daniel, ftill fay I j a fecond Daniel !

I thank thee, Jew, for teaching me that word.
Shy. Shall I not barely have my principal ?

Por. Thou (halt have nothing but the forfeiture,

To be fo taken at thy peril, Jew.
Shy. Why then the devil give him good of it

!

I'll flay no longer queftion, * [

Por. Tarry, Jew.
The law hath yet another hold on you;
It is enacted in the laws of Venice^

If it be prov'd againft an alien,

That by direct, or indirect, attempts
He feek the life of any citizen,

The party, 'gainft the which he doth contrive,

Shall feize on half his goods; the other half

Comes to the privy Coffer of the ftate*

And the offender's life lies in the mercy
Of the Duke only, 'gainft all other voice :

In which predicament, I fay, thou ftand'ft*

For it appears by manifeft proceeding,

F 4 That
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That indireftly, and dire£tly too,

Thou haft contriv'd againft the very life

Of the defendant $ and thou haft incurred

The danger formerly by me rehears'd.

Down, therefore, and beg mercy of the Duke.
Gra. Beg, that thou may'ft have leave to hang thy

felfj

And yet, thy wealth being forfeit to the ftate,

Thou haft not left the value of a cord

;

Therefore, thou muft be hang'd at the ftate's charge.
Duke. That thou may'ft fee the difPrence of our

fpirit,

I pardon thee thy life before thou ask it :

For half thy wealth, it is Anthonio\\
The other half comes to the general ftate,

Which humblenefs may drive unto a fine,

Por. Ay, for the ftate; not for Anthonio.

Shy. Nay, take my life and all : pardon not th
You take my houfe, when you do take the prop
That doth fuftain my houfe: you take my life,

When you do take the means whereby I live.

Por. What mercy can you render him, Anthonio ?

Gra. A halter gratis 5 nothing elfe, for God's fake.

Ant. So pleafe my lord the Duke, (ip) and all the
Court,

(29) So pleafe my Lord the Duke,] The Terms, which Antonio pre-

scribes to be comply'd with by the Jew, have been reckon'd intricate

and corrupt; and a different Regulation has been advis'd : But, if I am
not miftaken, they are to be thus underftood. The Jew had forfeited his

whole Subltance ; one Moiety thereof to go to the State, and the other

to the Defendant. Antonio propofes, that the State mould be content

with fining him only that Moiety, which was confifcated to them ; that,

as to the Other, which Antonio equally might claim to himfelf ; he only

defires to hold the Benefit, paying Intereft for it to the Jew during his

Life : and, upon the Jews

.

Demife, to have it immediately veiled in

his Son and Daughter. Nor does Antonio propofe any Thing mean
and ungenerous in this ; he quits that Right and Property, which the

Law gave him, in the Jew's Subltance; and (with Regard to his own
great LofTes,) is content to ftand only as a Borrower of it, upon the

general Foot of paying Intereft : Nor are the Son and Daughter robb'd

in This ; fince, fetting afide dntonws Claim by the Jew's Forfeiture,

their Pretcnfions could not take place, till the Jew's Death: and He
takes care, their reverfionary Right in it mould be fecur'd by the

Jew\ recording a Deed of Gift to that Purpofe.

To
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To quit the fine for one half of his goods,

I am content j fo he will let me have

The other half in ufe, to render it

Upon his death unto the gentleman,

That lately ftole his daughter.

Two things provided more, that for this favour

He prefently become a chriftianj

The other, that he do record a Gift

Here in the Court, of all he dies poflefs'd,

Unto his fon Lorenzo and his daughter.

Duke. He fhall do this, or elfe I do recant

The pardon that I late pronounced here.

Por. Art thou contented, Jew ? what doft thou fay ?

Shy. I am content.

Por. Clerk, draw a Deed of gift.

Shy. I pray you, give me leave to go from hence 5

I am not well 5 fend the Deed after me,

And I will fign it.

Duke. Get thee gone, but do it.

Gra. In chrift'ning thou fhalt have two godfathers.

Had I been judge, thoufhould'ft have had ten more, (30)

To bring thee to the gallows, not the font.

\Exit Shylock.

Duke.

(30) thou JhouWft have had ten more, ] i.e. a Jury of

Twelve Men, to condemn thee to be hang'd. So, in Meafure for Mea-
fure>

- / not deny,

The Jury paffing on the Prisoner s Life,

May in the fworn twelve have a Thief or tvoo

That Jujiice feiz.es on.

The Scenes of thefe two Plays are refpectively laid in Venice and Vien-

na ; and yet 'tis obfervable, in Both the Poet alludes to the Cuftom of
fentencing by Juries, as in England, This is not to be imputed to him
as Ignorance : The Licence of the Stage has allow'd it, not only at

home ; but likewife the Tragic and Comic Poets of Antiquity indulg'd

themfelves in tranfplanting their own Cuftoms to other Nations. jEfchy-

lus, for Inftance, in his Choephorce, makes Eleclra, who is in Argos, talk

of the Cuftoms us'd in Purifications, and prefcrib'd by Law, as the Scho-

liaft obferves, at Athens. Tzto Tsr^h to <zrctp 'A&lwcfjois g£©-' ire)*

<f 'aQjjfjkt/ vquov. Sophocles, in his Laocoon, the Scenary of which is

laid in Troy, talks of erecting Altars, and burning Incenfe before their

Doors, as was practis'd on joyful Occafions at Athens : therein tranf-

planting the Athenian Manners, as Harpocration has noted, to Troy. Ms-?

£ TcLycoy
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Duke. Sir, J intreat you home with me todininen
Por. I humbly do defire your Grace of pardon j

I muft away this night to Padua^
And it is meet, I prefently fet forth.

Duke. I'm forry, that your leifure ferves you not*
jUnthoniO) gratify this gentleman j

For, in my mind, you are much bound to him.
[Exit Duke and his tram.

Bajf. Moft worthy gentleman ! I and my friend

Have by your wifdom been this day acquitted

Of grievous penalties ~, in lieu whereof,
Three thoufand ducats, due unto the Jew,
We freely cope your courteous pains withal.

Ant. And (land indebted, over and above,

In love and fcrvice to you evermore.

Por. He is well paid, that is well fatisfy'd*

And I, delivering you, am fatisfy'd,

And therein do account my felf well paidj

My mind was never yet more mercenary.

I pray you, know me, when we meet again $

I wifh you well, and fo I take my leave*

Bajf. Dear Sir, of force I muft attempt you further*

Take fome remembrance of us, for a tribute,

Not as a fee : grant me two things, I pray you,

Not to deny me, and to pardon me.
Por. You prefs me far, and therefore I will yield.

Give me your gloves, I'll wear them for your fake*

And, for your love, I'll take this ring from you.

Do not draw back your hand, I'll take no more j

And you in love fhall not deny me this.

Bajf. This ring, good Sir, alas, it is a trifle y

I will not fhame my felf to give you this.

Por. I will have nothing elfe but only this,

And now, methinks, I have a rnind to it.

TeLycov ra, 'Adbjjcrjwf it-^H «< Tfoietv. And fo Jrijlophanej, in h\%

Frogs, when the Scene is in the Infernal Regions, makes JEacus talk of
an Editt pafs'd in Hell for granting Artifts a Sublicence out of the Pry-

taneum. In This, fays the Scholiaft, a Cuftom is transferr'd to the

Lower Regions which was eftablinYd in Athens.. TdjjTet mramioei
Jot ^ rv 'Arliy* kSvv, w t*. x*9' <£JV A Number of Inftances

more, of this fort, might be amafs'd from the antient Stage-writers.

Jsajf.
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Bajf, There's more depends on this, than is the value.

The deareft ring in Venice will I give you,

And find it out by proclamation 5

Only for this, I pray you, pardon me.

Por, I fee, Sir, you are liberal in offers 5

You taught me firft to beg, and now, methinks,

You teach me how a beggar fliould be anfwer'd.

Bajf. Good Sir, this ring was giv'n me by my wife.

And, when fhe put it on, fhe made me vow,

That I fliould neither fell, nor give, nor lofe it.

Por, That 'fcufe ferves many men to fave their gifts %

And if your wife be not a mad woman,
And know how well I have deferv'd the ring,

She wou'd not hold out enmity for ever,

For giving it to me. Well, peace be with you

!

\_Exit with Nerifla.

Anth. My lord BaJ/ankj let him have the ring.

Let his defervings, and my love withal,

Be valu'd 'gainft your wife's commandement.

Bajf. Go, Gratiano^ run and overtake him,
Give him the ring} and bring him, if thou can'flr,

Unto Anthonys houfe : away, make hade. [Exit Gra.
Come, you and I will thither prefently -

y

And in the morning early will we both
Fly toward Belmont j come, Anthmio. [Exeunt.

Re-enter Portia and Neriflk.

Por, Enquire the 3^'s houfe out, give him this Deed,
And let him fign it j we'll away to night,

And be a day before our husbands home :

This Deed will be well welcome to Lorenzo.

Enter Gratiano.

Gra, Fair Sir, you are well o*erca'en

:

My lord Baffanioy upon more advice,

Hath fent you here this ring, and doth intreat

Your company at dinner.

Por, That cannot be.

This ring I do accept moft thankfully,

And fo, I pray you, tell him 5 furthermore*
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I pray you, fhew my Youth old Shylock's houfe.

Gra. That will I do.

Ner. Sir, I would fpeak with you.

I'll fee if I can get my husband's ring : \jto Por.
Which I did make him fwear to keep for ever.

Por. Thou may'ft, I warrant. We fhall have old
fwearing,

That they did give the rings away to men %

But we'll out-face them, and out-fwear them too:

Away, make hafte, thou know'ft where I will tarry.

Ner. Come, good Sir, will you fhew me to this

houfe ? [Exeunt.

A C T V.

SCENE, BELMONT. A Grove, or Green
place before PortiaV Houfe.

Enter Lorenzo and Jeffica.

Lorenzo.

THE moon fhines bright: In fuch a night as

this,

When the fweet wind did gently kifs the trees.

And they did make no noife $ in fuch a night,

Troylus, methinks, mounted the Trojan wall -,

And figh'd his foul toward the Grecian tents,

Where Creflid lay that night.

Jef. In fuch a night,

Did Thisbe fearfully o'er- trip the dewj
And faw the lion's fhadowere himfelf,

And ran difmayed away.
Lor. In fuch a night,

Stood Dido with a willow in her hand
Upon the wild fca-banks, and wav'd her love

To come again to Carthage.

7<f
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Jef. In fuch a night,

Medea gathered the enchanted herbs,

That did renew old JEfon.

Lor. In fuch a night,

Did Jeffica ileal from the wealthy Jew,
And with an unthrift love did run from Venice^

As far as Belmont.

Jef. And in fuch a night,

Did young Lorenzo fwear, he lov'd her well j

Stealing her foul with many vows of faith,

And ne'er a true one.

Lor. And in fuch a night,

Did pretty Jeffica (like a little fhrew)

Slander her love, and he forgave it her.

Jef. I would out-night you, did no body come:
But hark, I hear the footing of a man.

Enter Stephano.

Lor. Who comes fo faft, in filence of the night?

Mef. A friend.

Lor. What friend ? your name, I pray you, friend ?

Mef Stephano is my name, and I bring word,
My miilrefs will before the break of day

Be here at Belmont : flie doth ilray about

By holy Crofles, where flie kneels, and prays,

For happy wedlock hours.

Lor. Who comes with her ?

Mef. None, but a holy hermit, and her maid.

I pray you, is my mailer yet return'd ?

Lor. He is not, nor have we yet heard from him :

But go we in, I pray thee, Jeffica^

And ceremonioufly let us prepare

Some welcome for the miilrefs of the houfe.

Enter Launcelot.

Laun. Sola, folaj wo ha, ho, fola, fola!

Lor. Who calls?

Laun. Sola ! did you fee mailer Lorenzo and miilrefs

Lorenza ? fola, fola

!

Lor. Leave hollowing, man ; here.

Laun.
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Latin* Sola! where? where?
Lor. Here.

Latm. Tell him, there's a poft come from my matter,

with his horn full of good news. My mafter will be
here ere morning.

Lor. Sweet love, let's in, and there expe£b their coming.
And yet no matter : why fhould we go in ?

My friend Stephano^ fignifie, I pray you,

Within the houfe, your miftrefs is at hand 5

\Exit Stephano.
And bring your mufick forth into the air.

How fweet the moon-light fleeps upon this bank

!

Here will we fit, and let the founds of mufick
Creep in our ears 5 foft ftillnefs, and the night

Become the touches of fweet harmony.
Sit, Jeffica : look, how the floor of heav'n

Is thick inlay'd with patterns of bright gold $

There's not the fmalleft orb, which thou behold'ft$

But in his motion like an angel lings,

Still quiring to the young-ey'd cherubims ;

Such harmony is in immortal founds! (j.i)

But whilft this muddy vefture of decay

Doth grofly clofe us in, we cannot hear it.

Come, ho, and wake Diana with a hymn 5

With fweeteft touches pierce your miftrefs' car*

And draw her home with mufick.

(31) Such Harmony is in immortal Souls ;] But the Harmony here de-

fended is That of the Spheres, fo much celebrated by the Antients. He
fays, the fmallejl Orb fings like an Angel \ and then fubjoins, Such Har-

mony is in immortal Souls : But the Harmony of Angels is not here meant,

but of the Orbs. Nor are we to think, that here the Poet alludes to the

Notion, that each Orb has its Intelligence or Angel to direct it ; for then

with no Propriety could he fay, the Orb fung like an Angel: he fhould

rather have faid, the Angel in the Orb fung. We muft therefore correct

the Line thus

;

Such Harmony rs in immortal Sounds:

1. e . in the Mufick of the Spheres. Mr. Warburton.

Macrobiusy I remember, accounts for our not hearing that Mufick,

which is produc'd by the conftant Volubility of the Heavens, from the

Organs in the human Ear not being capable, thro'' their Straitnefs, ot

admitting fo vehement a Sound. Muficam perpetud' cacfi 'volubilitate

vafcentcm ideo clara non fentimus auditu, quia major Sonus eft quant ut

i/umanarum aurium recipiatur anpttftiii.

J'f-
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Jef. I'm never merry, when I hear fweet mufick.

{Mufick.

Lor. The reafon is, your fpirits are attentive >

For do but note a wild and wanton herd,

Or race of youthful and unhandled colts,

Fetching mad bounds, bellowing and neighing loud,.

(Which is the hot condition of their blood)

If they perchance but hear a trumpet found,

Or any air of mufick touch their ears,

You ftiall perceive them make a mutual ftand 5

Their favage eyes turn'd to a modefl gaze,

By the fweet power of mufick. Therefore, the Poet
Did feign that Orpheus drew trees, ftones, and floods 5

Since nought fo flockifh, hard and full of rage,

But mufick for the time doth change his nature.

The man that hath no mufick in himfelf,,

Nor is not mov'd with concord of fweet founds,

Is fit for treafons, ftratagems, and fpoils 5,

The motions of his fpirit are dull as night,

And his affections dark as Erebus

:

Let no fuch man be trufted «.—— Mark the mufick.

Enter Portia and NerifTa.

Per. That light we fee, is burning in my hall:

How far that little candle throws his beams

!

So Ihines a good deed in a naughty world.

Ner. When the moon fhone, we did not fee the

candle.

Por. So doth the greater glory dim the lefs y

A fubftitute fhines brightly as a King,
Until a King be by j and then his ftate

Empties it (elf, as doth an inland brook
Into the main of waters, Mufick, hark ! [Mufick.

Ner. It is the mufick, madam, of your houfe.

Per. Nothing is good, I fee, without refpect :

Methinks, it founds much fweeter than by day.

Ner. Silence beftows the virtue on it, madam.
Por. The crow doth fing as fweetly as the lark,

When neither is attended 5 and, I think,

The nightingale, if {he ihould fing by day,

When
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When every goofe is cackling, would be thought
No better a mufician than the wren.
How many things by feafon feafon'd are

To their right praife, and true perfection ?

Peace ! how the moon fleeps with Endimion,
And would not be awaked

!

[_Mufick ceafes.

Lor. That is the voice,

Or I am much deceiv'd, of Portia.

Por. He knows me, as the blind man knows the cuckow,
By the bad voice.

Lor. Dear lady, welcome home.
Por. We have been praying for our husbands healths,

Which fpeed, we hope, the better for our words.
Are they return'd ?

Lor. Madam, they are not yet j

But there is come a meflenger before,

To fignifie their coming.

Por. Go, Neriffa,

Give order to my fervants, that they take

No note at all of our being abfent hence 5

Nor you, Lorenzo

-

y Jeffca, nor you. \_A Tucket founds.

Lor. Your husband is at hand, I hear his trumpet:
We are no tell-tales, madam, fear you not.

Por. This night, methinks, is but the day-light fickj

It looks a little paler y 'tis a day,

Such as the day is when the fun is hid.

Enter Baflanio, Anthonio, Gratiano, and their followers.

Baff. We mould hold day with the Antipodes,

If you would walk in abfence of the fun.

Por. Let me give light, but let me not be light j

For a light wife doth make a heavy husband ;

And never be Bajfanio fo from me y

But God fort all: you're welcome home, my lord.

Baff. I thank you, madam : give welcome to my friend >

This is the man, this is Anthonio,

To whom I am fo infinitely bound.
Por. You mould in all fenfe be much bound to him 5

For, as I hear, he was much bound for you.

Anth. No more than I am well acquitted of.

Por,



The Merchant ^/Venice. Si
>

Por. Sir^ you are very welcome to our houfej
It muft appear in other ways than words j

Therefore I fcant this breathing courtefie.

Gra. By yonder moon, I fwear, you do me wrong;
In faith, I gave it to the judge's clerk. [To Nerifla.
Would he were gelt that had it, for my part,
Since you do take it, love, fo much at heart.

Por. A quarrel, ho, already ! what's the matter?
Gra. About a hoop of gold, a paltry ring,

That fhe did give me, whofe poefie was
For all the world like cutler's poetry
Upon a knife 5 Lovenie, and leave me not.

Ner. What talk you of the poefie, or the value?
You fwore to me, when I did give it you,
That you would wear it 'till your hour of death,
And that it fhould lye with you in your grave :

Tho' not for me, yet for your vehement oaths,
You fhould have been refpedtive, and have kept it.

Gave it a Judge's clerk ! but well I know,
The clerk will ne'er wear hair on's face, that had it.

Gra. He will, an if he live to be a man.
Ner. Ay, if a woman live to be a man.
Gra. Now, by this hand, I gave it to a youth,

A kind of boy, a little fcrubbed boy,
No higher than thy felf, the Judge's clerk $
A prating boy, that begg'd it as a fee ;

I could not for my heart deny it him.
Por. You were to blame, I muft be plain with you,v

To part fo {lightly with your wife's firft gift.
A thing fluck on with oaths upon your finger,
And riveted with faith unto your flefh.

I gave my love. a ring, and made him fwear
Never to part with it j and here he ftands,
I dare be {"worn for him, he would not leave it,

Nor pluck it from his finger, for the wealth
That the world mafters. Now, in faith, Gratiano

yYou give your wife too unkind a caufe of grief

5

An 'twere to me, I fhould be mad at it.

Bajf. Why* I were bed to cut my left hand off,
And fwear, I loft the ring defending it. rATide.

Vol. IL G L
Qra.
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Gra* My lord Baffanio gave his ring away

Unto the Judge that begg'd it, and, indeed,
Deferv'd it too > and then the boy, his clerk,

That took fome pains in writing. He begg'd mine *
And neither man, nor mailer, would take ought
But the two rings.

Par. What ring gave you, my lord?

Not that, I hope, which you receiv'd of me*
Bajf, If I could add a lie unto a fault,

I would deny it ; but you fee my finger

Hath not the ring upon it, it is gone.

Por. Even fo void is your falfe heart of truth.

By heaven, I will ne'er come in your bed
Until I fee the ring.

Ner. Nor I in yours,

*Till I again fee mine.

Baffi Sweet Portia^

If you did know to whom I gave the ring,

If you did know for whom I gave the ring,

And would conceive for what I gave the ring,

And how unwillingly I left the ring,

When nought would be accepted but the ring,

You would abate the ftrength of your difpleafure.

Por. If you had known the virtue of the ring,

Or half her worthinefs that gave the ring,

Or your own honour to retain the ring,

You would not then have parted with the ring.

What man is there fo much unreafonable,

If you had pleas'd to have defended it

With any terms of zeal, wanted the modefty
To urge the thing held as a ceremony ?

Nerijfa teaches me what to believe 5

I'll die for't, but fome woman had the ring.

Bajf. No, by mine honour, madam, by my foul,

Nq woman had it, but a Civil Doctor,

Who did refufe three thoufand ducats of me,
And begg'd the ring> the which I did deny him,
And fuffer'd him to go difpleas'd away j

Ev'n he, that did uphold the very life

Of my dear friend. What fhould I fay, fvveet lady?
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t was enforced to fend it after him $

I was befet with fhame and courtefiej
My honour would not let ingratitude
So much befmear it. Pardon me, good lady*
And by thefe bleffed candles of the night,
Had you been there, I think, you would have begg'd
The ring of me, to give the worthy Doctor.

Por. Let not that Doctor e'er come near my houfe,
Since he hath got the jewel that I lov'd,
And that which you did fwear to keep for me :

I will become as liberal as you \
I'll not deny him any thing I have,
No, not my body, nor my husband's bed jKnow him I fhall, I am well fure of it.

Lye not a night from home 5 watch me, like Arms t

If you do not, if I be left alone*
Now, by mine honour, which is yet my own*
I'll have that Doctor for my bedfellow.

Ner* And I his clerk 5 therefore be well advis'd,
How you do leave me to mine own protection.

Grj. Well, do you fo* let me not take him then t
For if I do* I'll mar the young clerk's pen*

Ant. I am th' unhappy fubject of thefe quarrels.
Por. Sir, grieve not you* you are welcome, not*

withftanding.

Bajf. Porti^ forgive mc this enforced wrong.
And in the hearing of thefe many friends*
I fwear to thee* ev*n by thine own fair eyes*
Wherein I fee my felf *-—

—

Por. Mark you but that

!

In both mine eyes he doubly fees himfelf *
In each eye, one 5 fwear by your double felf*

And there's an oath of credit!

Baf. Nay, but hear me :

Pardon this fault, and by my foul I fwear,
I never more will break an oath with thee.

Ant. I once did lend my body for his wealj (52)
Which

(3-2 . my Body for his Wealth ;] I have ventured, againft the
Authority of the Copies, to fubftitute Weal here* L e. for his 'Welfare*

G 2 gem
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Which but for him, that had your husband's ring,

\_jto Portia.

Had quite mifcarry'd. I dare be bound again,

My foul upon the forfeit, that your lord

"Will never more break faith advifedly.

Por. Then you fhall be his furety > give him this,

And bid him keep it better than the other.

Ant. Here, lord Baffanio, fwear to keep this ring.

Bajf. By heav'n, it is the fame I gave the Doctor.
Por. I had it of him : pardon me, Bajfanio j

For by this ring the Doctor lay with me.
Ner. And pardon me, my gentle Gratiano

9

For that fame fcrubbed boy, the Doctor's clerk,

In lieu of this, lafl; night did lye with me.
Gra. Why, this is like the mending of high-ways

In fummer, where the ways are fair enough:
What ! are we cuckolds, ere we have deferv'd it ?

Por. Speak not fo grofsly 5 you are all amaz'dj
Here is a letter, read it at your leifure ;

It comes from Padua^ from Bellario :

There you fhall find, that Portia was the Do£tor>
Nerijfa there, }ier clerk. Lorenzo^ here,

Shall witnefs I fet forth as foon as you,

And even but now retunVd : I have not yet

Enter'd my houfe. Anthonio^ you are welcome >

And I have better news in flore for you,

Than you expect 5 unfeal this letter foon,

There you fhall find, three of your Argofies

Are richly come to Harbour fuddenly.

You fhall not know by what flrange accident.

I chanced on this letter.

Ant. I am dumb.
Bajf. Were you the Doctor, and I knew you not ?

Gra. Were you the clerk, that is to make me cuckold ?

Ner. Ay, but the clerk, that never means to do it,

Unlcfs he live until he be a man.

Benefit. Wealth has a more confin'd Signification. Tho' I muft own,
that Weai and Wealth in our Author's Time might be in fome meafure

Ijncnonicui; 5 tUey are now in the Words, Comnnn-iveal, and Common-

Gra.
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Bajf. Sweet Doctor, you mall be my bedfellow *

When I am abfent, then lye with my wife.

Ant. Sweet lady, you have giv'n me life and living;

For here I read for certain, that my mips
Are fafely come to road.

For. How now, Lorenzo?
My clerk hath fome good comforts too for you.

Ner. Ay, and I'll give them him without a fee.

There do I give to you and Jejjica^

From the rich Jew^ a fpecial Deed of Gift,

After his death, of all he dies poflefs'd of.

Lor. Fair ladies, you drop Manna in the way
Of ftarved people.

Por. It is almofl: morning,
And yet, I'm fure, you are not fatisfy'd

Of thefe events at full. Let us go in,

And charge us there upon interr'gatories,

And we will anfwer all things faithfully.

Gra. Let it be fo : the firft interr'gatory,

That my Nerijfa fhall be fworn on, is,

Whether 'till the next night me had rather flay,

Or go to bed now, being two hours to day.

But were the day come, I mould wifh it dark,

'Till I were couching with the Doctor's clerk.

Well, while I live, I'll fear no other thing

So fore, as keeping fafe NeriJfifS ring.

{Exeunt omnes^

G 5 LOVEV
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Dramatis Perform.
FERDINAND, King of Navarre.
Biron, 1

Longaville > *^ree ^or^ attending upon the King in his

Dumain J
retirement.

Boyet, /

Macard \Lords, attending upon the Princefs of France.

Don Adriano de Armado, afantajlical Spaniard. .

Nathaniel, a Curate.

Dull, a Conftable.

Holofernes, a Schoolmafler.

Coftard, a Clown.

Moth, Page to Don Adriano de Armado.
A Forejier.

Princefs of France.

Rofaline, "1

Maria, V Ladies, attending on the Princefs.

Catharine,}

Jaquenetta, a Country Wench.

Officers, and others, Attendants upon the King and
Princefs.

SCENE, the King of NavarreV Palace^ and
the Country near it.
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ACT!
S C E N E, The Palace.

Enter ^King, Biron, Longaville WDumain.

Kino.
ET Fame, that all hunt after in their lives,

Live regiftred upon our brazen tombs $

And then grace us in thedifgrace of death :

When, fpight of cormorant devouring
time,

TV endeavour of this prefent breath may buy
That honour, which fhall bate his fythe's keen edge$

And make us heirs of all eternity.

Therefore, brave Conquerors ! for fo you are,

That war againft your own affe&ions,

And the huge army of the world's defiresj

Our late edict fhall ftrongly ftand in force.

Navarre fhall be the wonder of the world
$

Our Court fhall be a little academy,
Still and contemplative in living arts.

You three, Biron, Dumain^ and Longaville9
Have fworn for three years term to live with me,'

My fellow-fcholars $ and to keep thofe flatutes,

That are recorded in this fchedule here.

"Your oaths are paft, and now fubfcribe your names

:

That his own hand may ftrike his honour down,
That violates the fmalleft branch herein :

If you are arm'd to do, as fworn to do,

Sub-
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Subfcribe to your deep oaths, and keep them too.
Long. I am refolv'd -, 'tis but a three years faft :

The mind fhall banquet, tho' the body pine

*

Fat paunches have lean pates j and dainty bits

Make rich the ribs, but bankerout the wits,

Dunz. My loving lord, Dumain is mortify'd 5

The groffer manner of thefe world's delights

He throws upon the grofs world's bafer flaves :

To love, to wealth, to pomp, I pine and dies
With all thefe living in philofophy.

Biron. I can but fay their proteftation over,

So much (dear liege) I have already fworn,
That is, to live and ftudy here three years:

But there are other ftri& obfervances j

As, not to fee a woman in that term,

Which, I hope well, is not enrolled there.

And one day in a week to touch no food,

And but one meal on every day befide \

The which, I hope, is not enrolled there.

And then to deep but three Hours in the night,

And not be feen to wink of all the day 5

(When I was wont to think no harm all night, (1)

And make a dark night too of half the day})
Which, I hope well, is not enrolled there.

O, thefe are barren tasks, too hard to keep}
Not to fee ladies, ftudy, faft, not deep.

King. Your oath is pafs'd to pafs away from thefe.

Biron. Let me fay, no, my liege, an if you pleafe*

I only fwore to ftudy with your Grace,

And ftay here in your Court for three years fpace.

Long. You fwore to that, Biron, and to the reft.

Biron. By yea and nay, Sir, then I fwore in jeft.

What is the end of ftudy ? let me know ?

King. Why, that to know, which clfe we fhould no%

know.

f 1 ) Winn I <was <woxt to think no harm all nighti] \. c. When I was

ui'od to fleep all night long, without once waking. The Latines have

a proverbial Expreifion very nigh to the Senfe of our Author's Thought

here

:

Qui bene dsrmit, nihil malt cogitiU.

Birt»*
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Biron. Things hid and barr'd (you mean) from com*
mon fenfe.

King. Ay, that is ftudy's god-like recompence,

Biron. Come on then, I will fwear to ftudy fo,

To know the thing I am forbid to know*
As thus j to ftudy where I well may dine,

When I to feaft exprefsly am forbid \ (i)

Or ftudy where to meet fome miftrefs fine,

When miftrefles from common fenfe are hid :

Or having fworn too hard a keeping oath,

Study to break it, and not break my troth.

If ftudy's gain be this, and this be fo,

Study knows that, which yet it doth not know :

Swear me to this, and I will ne'er fay, no.

King. Thefe be the flops, that hinder ftudy quite j

And train our intelle&s to vain delight.

Biron. Why, all delights are vain \ but that moft vain,

Which, with pain purchas'd, doth inherit painj

As, painfully to pore upon a book,

To feek the light of truth j while truth the while

Doth falfly blind the eye- fight of his look :

Light, feeking light, doth light of light beguile j

So, ere you find where light in darknefs lies,

Your light grows dark by lofing of your eyes.

Study me how to plcafe the eye indeed,

By fixing it upon a fairer eye 5

Who dazling fo, that eye fhall be his heed,

And give him light, that it was blinded by.

Study is like the Heaven's glorious Sun,
That will not be deep fearch'd with fawcy looks >

Small have continual plodders ever won,
Save bafe authority from others books.

(2) When I to faft exprejly am forbid] This is the Reading of all the

Copies in general ; but I would fain ask our accurate Editors, if Biron
ftudied where to get a good Dinner, at a time when he wasforbid to

fafty how was This ftudying to know what he was forbid to know ?

Common Senfe, and the whole Tenour of the Context require us to

read, either as I have reftor'd ; or, to make a Change in the laft WorcL
€f the Verfe, which will bring us to the fame Meaning j

When 1 to faft exprejly am fore-bid ;

i. «. when I am enjoin'd beforehand to falL

r
Thefe
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Thefe earthly godfathers of heaven's lights,

That give a name to every fixed flar,

Have no more profit of their fhining nights,

Than thofe that walk, and wot not what they are.

Too much to know, is to know nought but fame>
And every godfather can give a name.

King. How well he's read, to reafon againft reading

!

Dum. Proceeded well, to flop all good proceeding.

Long. He weeds the corn, and ftill lets grow the
weeding.

Biron. The fpring is near, when green geefe are a
breeding.

Dum. How follows that ?

Biron. Fit in his place and time.

Dum. In reafon nothing.

Biron. Something then in rhime.

Long. Biron is like an envious fneaping froft,

That bites the firft-born infants of the fpring.

Biron. Wellj fay ,1 amj why fhould proud fummer
boaft,

Before the birds have any caufe to fing ?

Why fhould I joy in an abortive birth ? (3)

At Chriftmas I no more defire a rofe,

Than wifh a fnow in May's new-fangled Earth :

(3) Why Jhould Ijoy in an abortive Birth ?

At Chriftmas / no more dejire a Rofe,

Than wifh a Snow in May'j newfangled Shows :

But like of each Thing, that in Seafon grows] As the greateft

part of this Scene (both what precedes, and follows
;

) is ftrictly in

Rhymes, either fuccejfive, alternate, or triple', I am perfwaded, the

Copyifts have made a flip here. For by making a Triplet of the three,

laft Lines quoted, Birth in the Clofe of the firit Line is quite deflitute

of any Rhyme to it. Befides, what a difpleafing Identity of Sound

recurs in the Middle and Clofe of this Verfe ?

'

Than wifh a Snow in May'j newfangled Shows.

Again; newfangled Shows feems to have very little Propriety. The
Flowers are not newfangled ; but the Earth is newfangled by the

Profufion and Variety of the Flowers, that fpring on its Bolbm in May.

I have therefore ventur'd to fubftitute, Earth, in the clofe of the 3d

Line, which reltores the alternate Meafure. It was very eafy for a neg-

ligent Tranfcribcr to be deceiv'd by the Rhyme immediately preceding ;

fo, millake the concluding Word in the fequent Line, and corrupt it

into One that would chime with the Other.

But
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But like 6f each thing, that in feafon grows. '

So you, to ftudy now it is too late,

Climb o'er the houfe t'unlock the little gate.

King. Well, fit you out.— Go home, Biron: Adieu!

Biron. No, my good lord, I've fworn to ftay with

you.

And though I have for barbarifm fpoke more,

Than for that angel knowledge you can fay 5 .

Yet confident I'll keep what I have fwore,

And bide the penance of each three years day.

Give me the paper, let me read the fame 5 9
And to the ftricVft decrees I'll write my name. >
King. How well this yielding refcues thee from fhame !^
Biron. Item^ That no woman fliall come within a

mile of my Court, [reading.

Hath this been proclaimed ?

Long. Four days ago.

Biron. Let's fee the penalty*

On pain of lofing her tongue : {reading.

Who devis'd this penalty ?

Long-. Marry, that did I.

Biron. Sweet lord, and why ?

Long. To fright them hence with that dread penalty.

Biron. A dangerous law againft gentility ! (4)

Item, [reading"] If any man be feen to talk with a

woman within the term of three years, he fhall en-

dure fuch publick fhame as the reft of the Court can

poflibly devife.

(4) A dangerous Law againft Gentility.] I have ventured to prefix

the Name of Biron to this Line, it being evident, for two Reafons,

that it, by fome Accident or other, flipt out of the printed Books. In the

firft place, Longaville confeffes, he had devis'd the Penalty : and why he
fhould immediately arraign it as a dangerous Law, feems to be very in-

confiftent. In the next piace, it is much more natural for Biron to make
this Reflexion, who is caviling at every thing; and then for him to pur-

fue his reading over the remaining Articles. As to the Word Gentility,

here, it does not iignify that Rank of People call'd, Gentry ; but what'

the French exprefs by, gentilejjes, i. e, elegantia9 urbanitas. And then

the Meaning is this. Such a Law, for banilhing Women from the

Court, is dangerous, or injurious, to Politenefs, Urbanity, and the more
refin'd Pleafures of Life. For Men without Women would turn brutal,

and lavage, in their Natures and Behaviour.

This
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Thi* article, my liege, your felf mult break % *

For, well you know, here comes in embafly
The French King's daughter with your felf to fpeakf

A maid of grace and compleat majefty,

About Surrender up of Aquitam
To her decrepit, fick, and bed-rid father :

Therefore this article is made in vain,

Or vainly comes th* admired Princefs hither.

King, What fay you, lords? why^ this was quits

forgot.

Biron. So ftudy evermore is overfhotv

While it doth ftudy to have what it would,

It doth forget to do the thing it fhould

:

And when it hath the thing it hunteth moft,

'Tis won, as towns with fire 5 fo won, fo loft.

King. We muft of force difpenfe with this decree^

She muft lye here on mere neceflity*

Biron. Neceflity will make us all forfwori*

Three thoufand times within this three years fpace

:

For every man with his arfe&s is born

:

Not by might mafter'd, but by fpecial grace-

If I break faith, this word fhall fpeak for me

:

I am forfworn on meer neceflity.

So to the laws at large I write my name,
And he, that breaks them in the leaft degree.

Stands in attainder of eternal fhame.

Suggeftions are toothers, as to me

5

But, I believe, although I feem fo loth,

I am the laft that will laft keep his oath.

But is there no quick recreation granted ?

King. Ay, that there is y our Court, you know, is

haunted
With a refined traveller of Spain,

A man in all the world's new fafhion planted,

That hath a mint of phrafes in his brain :

One, whom the mufick of his own vain tongut?

Doth ravifh, like inchanting harmony :

A man of complements, whom right and wrong
Have, choie as umpire of their mutiny.

This
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*This child of fancy, that Armado hight,

For interim to our ftudies, {hall relate

In high-born words the worth of many a Knight

From tawny Spain, loft in the world's debate.

How you delight, my lords, I know not, I*

But, 1 proteft, I love to hear him lie 5

And I will ufe him for my minftrelfie.

Biron. Armado is a moft illuftrious wight,

A man of fire-new words, fofliion's own Knight.

Long. Coftard the fwain, and he, fhall be our fport *

And, fo to ftudy, three years are but fhort.

Enter Dull, and Coftard 'with a letter.

Dull. Which is the King's own perfon? (f)

Biron. This, fellow > what would' ft ?

Dull. I my felf reprehend his own perfon, for I am
his Grace's Tharborough : but I would fee his own
perfon in flefli and blood.

Biron. This is he.

Dull. Signior Arme, Arme commends you. There's

villany abroad 5 this letter will tell you more.

Coft. Sir, the contempts thereof areas touching me.

King. A letter from the magnificent Armado.

Biron. How low foever the matter, I hope in God
for high words.

Long. A high hope for a low having j God grant us

patience! (6)

Biron.

(5) Dull, which is the Duke's own Per/on ?] The King ofNavarre
is in feveral PafTages, thro' all the Copies, call'd the Duke : but as this

mull have fprung rather from the Inadvertence of the Editors, than a
Forgetfulnefs in the Poet, I have every where, to avoid Confufion,

reftor'd King to the Text.

(6) A high hopefor a low heaven ; ] A low heaven, fure, m a very

intricate Matter to conceive. But our accurate Editors feem to obferve

the Rule of Horace, whenever a moot Point ftaggers them, dignus vin~

dice nodus ; and where they cannot overcome a Difficulty, they bring

in Heaven to untie the Knot. As God grant us Patience immediately

preceded, they thought, Heaven of Confequence muft follow. But, I

dare warrant, I have retriev'd the Poet's true Reading ; and the

Meaning is this. " Tho' you hope for high Words, and mould hav«
" them, it will be but a low Acquifitiou at belt.". This our Poet

calls
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Airon. To hear, or forbear hearing ?

Long. To hear meekly, Sir, to laugh moderately,
or to forbear both.

Biron. Well, Sir, be it as the ftile (hall give us caufe
to climb in the merrinefs.

Coft. The matter is to me, Sir, as concerning Ja-
quenettti.

The manner of it is, I was taken with the manner.
Biron. In what manner ?

Coft. In manner and form, following, Sir j all thofe
three. I was feen with her in the Manor-houfe, fit-

ting with her upon the Form, and taken following her
into the park j which, put together, is, in manner and
form following. Now Sir, for the manner: It is the
manner of a man to fpeak to a woman > for the form,
in fome form.

Biron. For the following, Sir?

Coft. As it mail follow in my correction $ and God
defend the right

!

King. Will you hear the letter with attention ?

Biron. As we would hear an oracle.

calls a low Having : and it is a Subftantive, which he ufcs in feveral

other PafTages.

Merry Wives of Wind for.

Not by my Confent, I promife You : the Gentleman is of no Having, be

kept Company with the wild Prince and Poinz.

K. Henry VIII.
- » — Our Content

Is our beft Having.

And again afterwards ;

But pard my prefent Havings, to bejlovi

My Bounties upon Tou. -

Timon of Athens.

The greateft ofyour Having lacks a half
To pay your prefent debt.

And in many other places. So, amongft the older Romans, they made
a Subftantive of Habentia,'m the like Signification. Nonius Marcellus fur-

nimes an Authority from Claudius Quadrigarius his Annals. Verebar enim

ne Animos eorum infaret habentia. For I was afraid lejl their Havings
(i.e. their Riches, large Circumftances) Jbould elate their Minds. St.

Jujlin likewife, in the lower Age of Latinity, ufes it in the fame

Manner. And the Spaniards have from thence form'd their hazicnda,

which fignihes either Wealth, Pofleflions, Ability, or Bufinefs.

Cojt.
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Coft. Such is the fimplicity of man to hearken after

the flefh.

Xing. f~>Reat deputy', the welkin* s vicegerent, and file

reads. VJ dominator of N avdrre, my foul's earth's God,

and bodfs foftring patron

Coft. Not a word of Coftard yet.

King. So it is—

—

, ,

.

Coft. It may be fo 5 but if he fay it is fo> he is, in

telling true, but fo.

King. Peace u
'

Coft. Be to me, and every man that dares not tight .

King. No words.

Coft. Of other men's fecrets, I befeech you.

King. So it is, Befteged with fable- coloured melancholy,

I did commend the black oppreffing humour to the moft whole-

feme phypck of thy health-giving air 3 and as I am a gen-

tleman, betook my felf to walk : Hoe time, when ? about

the fixth hour, when beafts moft graze> birds beftpeck, and

men fit down to that nourifhment which is caWd fupper:

fo much for the time, when. Now for the ground, which:

which, I mean, I walkt upon \ it is ycleped, thy park,

Then for the place, where ; where, I mean, I did encoun-

ter that obfcene and moft prepofterous event, that draweth

from my fnow-white pen the ebon- coloured ink, which here

thou viewed, beholdeft, furveyeft, or feeft. But to the

place* where ; It ftandeth north-north-eaft and by eaft from

the weft corner of thy curious- knotted garden. There did I

fee that low-fpirited fivain, that bafe minow of thy mirth*

(Coft. Me?) that unlettered fmall-knowing foul, (Coft,

Me?) that fhallow vajfal, (Coft. Still me?) which, as I

remember, bight Coftard -,
( Coft. O me ! ) firted and con-

fined, contrary to thy eftabliflocd proclaimed edicl and con-

tinent canon, with, with, -O with,* but with this

Ipaffion to fay wherewith

;

Coft. With a wench.

King. IVith a child of our grandmother Eve, a female \

or for thy more underftanding, a woman 5 him, I (as my

ever-efteem'd duty pricks me on) have font to thee, tore-

uive the meed of punifhment, by thy fix est Grace's officer,

Vol. II. H ^n~
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Anthony Dull, a man of good repute, carriage, bearing

and eftimation. •

Dull, Me, an't fliall pleafe you: I am Anthony Dull.
King. For Jaquenetta, {fo is the weaker veffel caWd)

which I apprehended with the aforefaid fwain, I keep her

as a vaffal of thy law's fury, and Jhall at the leaft of thy

fweet notice bring her to tryal. 'Thine in all complements of
devoted and heart-burning heat of duty,

Don Adriano de Armado.

Biron. This is not fo well as I look'd for, but the

beft that ever I heard.

King. Ay 3 the beft for the worft. But, firrah, what
fay you to this ?

Cofi. Sir, I confefs the wench.

King. Did you hear the proclamation ?

Cofi. I do confefs much of the hearing it, but little

of the marking of it.

King. It was proclaim'd a year's imprifonment to be
taken with a wench.

Cofi. I was taken with none, Sir, I was taken with
a damofel.

„ King. Well, it was proclaimed damofel.

Cofi. This was no damofel neither, Sir, ihe was a

virgin.

King. It is fo varied too, for it was proclaim'd virgin.

Cofi. If it were, I deny her virginity : 1 was taken

with a maid.

King. This maid will not ferve your turn, Sir.

Cofi. This maid will ferve my turn, Sir.

King. Sir, I will pronounce fentence j you fhall faft

a week with bran and water.

Cofi. I had rather pray a month with mutton and
porridge.

King. And Don Armado fliall be your keeper. My
lord Biron, fee him deliver'd o'er,

And %o we, lords, to put in practice that,

Wnich each to other hath fo llrongly fvvorn. [Exe.

Biron. I'll lay my head to any good man's hat,

Thefe oaths and laws will prove an idle fcorn.

Sirrah, come on. Cofi.
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Coft. I fuffer for the truth, Sir : for true it is, I was

taken with Jaquenetta^ and Jaquenetta is a true girl 5

and therefore welcome the four cup of profperity : af-

fli&ion may one day fmile again, and Until then, fit

thee down, forrow. [Exeunt i

SCENE changes to Armado'-r Houfe.

Enter Armado, and Moth.

Arm. T> O Y, what fign is it, when a man of great

JD fpirit grows melancholy ?

Moth, A great fign, Sir, that he will look fad*

Arm. Why, fadnefs is one and the felf-fame things

dear imp.

Moth. No, no 5 O lord, Sir, no.

Arm. How can'il thou part fadnefs and melancholy*

my tender Juvenile ?

Moth. By a familiar demonftration of the workings
my tough Signior*

Arm. Why, tough Signior? why, tough Signior ?

Moth. Why, tender Juvenile ? why, tender Juvenile ?

Arm. I fpoke it tender Juvenile^ as a congruent epi-

theton, appertaining to thy young days, which we
may nominate tender.

Moth. And I tough Signior, as an appertinent title

to your old time, which we may name tough*
Arm. Pretty and apt.

Moth. How mean you, Sir, I pretty, and my faying

apt Fori apt, and my faying pretty ?

Arm. Thou pretty, becaufe little.

Moth. Little! pretty, becaufe little 5 wherefore apt ?

Arm. And therefore apt, becaufe quick.

Moth. Speak you this in my praife, mailer?
Arm. In thy condign praife.

Moth. I will praife an eel with the fame praife*

Arm. What? that an eel is ingenious.

Moth. That an eel is quick.

Arm. I do fay, thou art quick in anfwers* Thou
heat'il my blood.-—

—

H 1 Moth.
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Moth. I am anfwer'd, Sir.

Arm. I love not to be croft.

Moth. He fpeaks the clean contrary, crofles love not
him.

Arm. I have promis'd to fludy three years with the

King.
Moth. You may do it in an hour, Sir.

Arm. Impoffible.

Moth. How many is one thrice told?

Arm. I am ill at reckoning, it fits the fpirit of a

tapftef.

Moth. You are a gentleman, and a gameftcr.

Arm. I confefs both > they are both the varnifh of a

compleat man.
Moth. Then, I am fure, you know how much the

groft fum of deuce-ace amounts to.

Arm. It doth amount to one more than two.
Moth. Which the bafe vulgar call, three.

Arm. True.

Moth. Why, Sir, is this fuch a piece of ftudy? now
here's three ftudied ere you'll thrice wink $ and how
eafie it is to put years to the word three, and ftudy

three years in two words, the dancing-horfe will tell

you.
Arm. A moft fine figure.

Moth. To prove you a cypher.

Arm. I will hereupon confefs, I am in love 5 and as

it is bafe for a foldier to love, fo am I in love with a

bafe wench. If drawing my fword againft the humour
of affection would deliver me from the reprobate

thought of it, I would take Defire prifonerj and ran-

dom him to any French courtier for a new devis'd cur-

t'fie. I think it fcorn to figh ; methinks, I fhould

out-fvvear Cupid. Comfort me, boy, what great men
have been in love?

Moth. Hercules^ mafter.

Arm. Moft fweet Hercules ! More authority, dear

boy, name more > and, fweet my child, let them be

men of good repute and carriage.

Moth.
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Moth. Sampfon, matter > he was a man of good car-

riage; great carriage* for he carried the town-gates

on his back like a porter, and he was in love.

Arm. O well-knit Sampfon^ ftrong-jointed Samp/on /

I do excel thee in my rapier, as much as thou didft

me in carrying gates. I am in love too. Who was

Sampfonf love, my dear Moth ?

Moth. A woman, mafter.

Arm. Of what completion ?

Moth. Of all the four, or the three, or the two, or

one of the four.

Arm. Tell me precifely of what completion?

Moth. Of the fea-water green, Sir.

Arm. Is that one of the four completions?

Moth. As I have read, Sir, and the beft of them too.

Arm. Green, indeed, is the colour of lovers j but

to have a love of that colour, meth inks, Sampfon had

fmall reafon for it. He, furely, affefted her for her

wit.

Moth. It was fo, Sir, for me had a green wit.

Arm. My love is moft immaculate white and red.

Moth. Moft maculate thoughts, mafter, are mask'd

under fuch colours.

Arm. Define, define, well-educated infant.

Moth. My father's wit and my Mother's tongue af-

fift me

!

Arm. Sweet invocation of a child, moft pretty ana

pathetical

!

Moth. If ihe be made of white and redt

Her faults will ne'er be known 5

For blufhing cheeks by faults are bred,

And fears by pale-white fhown y

Then if fhe fear, or be to blame,

By this you fhall not know j •

For ftill her cheeks poflefs the fame*

Which native ihe doth owe.

A dangerous rhime, mafter, againft the reafon of white

and red.

Arm. Is there not a ballad, boy, of the King and

th$ BeSSar ? „ ailH i Mfitb.
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Moth. The world was guilty of fuch a ballad fomc
three ages fince, but, I think, now 'tis not to be
found j or if it were, it would neither ferve for the

writing, nor the tune.

Arm. I will have that fubjecT: newly writ o'er, that

I may example my digreflion by fome mighty prefi-

dent, Boy, I do love that country girl, that I took
in the park with the rational hind Coftard; fhe deferves

well-

Moth. To be whipp'd > and yet a better love than

my mailer.

Arm. Sing, boy 5 my fpirit grows heavy in love.

Moth. And that's great marvel, loving a light wench.
Arm. I fay, fing.

Moth. Forbear, 'till this company is part.

Enter Coftard, Dull, Jaquenetta a Maid.

Dull. Sir, the King's pleafure is, that you keep Co-

ftard fafe, and you muft let him take no delight, nor

no penance ; but he muft fa ft three days a week. For
this damfel, I muft keep her at the park, (he is allow'd

for the day-woman. Fare you well.

Arm. I do betray my felt with blufhing : maid, *i

Jaq. Man, —
Arm. I will vifk thee at the lodge.

Jaq. That's here by.

Arm. I know, where it is fituate.

Jaq, Lord, how wife you are !

Arm. I will tell thee wonders.

Jaq. With that face?

Arm. I love thee.

Jaq. So I heard you fay..

Arm. And fo fareweL

Jaq. Fair weather after you !

Dull, Come, Jaquenetta, away. (7)

[Exeunt Dull and Jaquenetta.

Arm.

h) Maid. Fair Weather after you. Come, Jaquenetta, aivay.] Thus

all the printed Copies : but the Editors have been guilty of much Inad-

vertence. They make Jaquenetta, and a Maid enter : whereas Ja-
quuietta is the only Maid intended by the Poet, and who is committed

tp
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Arm. Villain, thou fhalt fail for thy offence, ere

thou be pardoned.

Cofi. Well, Sir, I hope, when I do it, I fhall do it

on a full ftomach.

Arm. Thou fhalt be heavily punifh'd.

Cofi. I am more bound to you, than your followers 3

for they are but lightly rewarded.

Arm. Take away this villain, fhut him up.

Moth. Come, you tranfgrefling flave, away.

Cofi. Let me not be pent up, Sir 3 I will fait, being

loofe,

'Moth. No, Sir, that were faft and loofe 3 thou fhalt

to prifon.

Cofi. Well, if ever I do fee the merry days of def-
lation that I have feen, fome fhall fee

Moth. What fhall fome fee?

Cofi. Nay, nothing, mafler Moth, but what they

look upon. It is not for prifoners to be filent in their

words, and therefore I will fay nothing 3 1 thank God,
I have as little patience as another man, and therefore

I can be quiet. [Exeunt Moth with Coftard.

Arm. I do affect the very ground (which is bafe)

where her fhoe (which is bafer) guided by her foot

(which is bafeft) doth tread. I fhall be forfworn,

which is a great argument of falfhood, if I love. And
how can that be true love, which is falfly attempted ?

love is a familiar, love is a devil 3 there is no evil an-

gel but love, yet Sampfon was fo tempted, and he had
an excellent ftrength 3 yet was Solomon fo feduced,

and he had a very good wit, Cupid's but-fhaft is too

hard for Hercules 's club, and therefore top much odds

for a Spaniard's rapier 3 the firft and fecond caufe will

not ferve my turn 3 the Pajfado he refpects not, the

Duello he regards not 3 his difgrace is to be call'd boy j

but his glory is to fubdue men. Adieu, valour 3 ruft,

rapier 3 be ftill, drum 3 for your manager is in love 3

to the Cuftody of Dull, to be convey'd by him to the Lodge in the

Park.. This being the Cafe, it is evident to Demonftration, that— Fair
Weather after you— mult be fpoken by Jaquenetta; and then that Dull
fays to her, Come, Jaquenetta, &way, as I have regulated the Text.

H 4 yea,
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yea, he loveth. Affifl: me, fome extemporal God of

rhime, for, I am fure, I fhall turn former. Devife

wit, write pen, for I am for whole volumes in folio.

[Exeunt.

ACT II.

SCENE, before the King of Navarre's

Palace.

Jlnter the Princefs of France, Rofaline, Maria, Catha-

rine, Boyer, Lords and other attendants.

B O Y E ^.

NOW, madam, fummon up your dcareft fpiritsj

Confider, whom the King your father fends j

To whom he fends, and what's his embafly.

Your felf, held precious in the world's efteem,

To parley with the fole inheritor

Of all perfections that a man may owe,

Matchlefs Navarre \ the plea of no lefs weight
Than Jquitain^ a dowry for a Queen.
Be now as prodigal of all dear grace,

As nature was in making graces dear,

When flie did flarve the general world befide, (8)

And prodigally gave them all to you.

Prin* Good lord Boyet^ my heauty, though but mean,
Needs not the painted flourifh of your praifc ->

Beauty is bought by judgment of the eye,

Not utter'd by bafe fale of chapmen's tongues.

I am lefs proud to, hear you tell my worth,

( 8 ) When Jhe did ftarve the general World befide, ] Catullus has a.

Compliment, much of this Caft, to his Lesbia in his 87th Epigram :

qu# cum pulcherrima tota efl>

Turn wnibus una omnes furripuit Veneres*

Than
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Than you much willing to be counted wife,

In fpending thus your wit in praife of mine.

But now to task the tasker j good Boyet,

You are not ignorant, all-telling fame

Doth noife abroad, Navarre hath made a vow,
'Till painful ftudy fhall out-wear three years,

No woman may approach his filent Court j

Therefore to us feems it a needful courfe,

Before we enter his forbidden gates,

To know his pleafurej and in that hehalf,

Bold of your worthiness, we (ingle you
As our beft moving fair follicitor.

Tell him, the daughter of the King of France^

On ferioqs bufinefs, craving quick difpatch,

Importunes perfonal conference with his Grace.

Hafte, fignifie fo much, while we attend,

Like humble-vifag'd fuitors, his high will.

Boyet. Proud of imployment, willingly I go. [Exit.

Prin. All pride is willing pride, and yours is ib s

Who are the votaries, my loving lords,

That are vow-fellows with this virtuous King ?

Lord. Longaville is one.

Prin. Know you the man ?

Mar. I knew him, madam, at a marriage feaft,

Between lord Perigort and the beauteous heir

Of Jaques Faulconbridge folemnized.

In Normandy faw I this Longaville^

A man of fovereign parts he is efteem'd j

"Well fitted in the arts, glorioys in arms,

Nothing becomes him ill, that he would well.

The only foil of his fair virtue's glofs,

(If virtue's glofs will ftain with any foil,)

Is a ftiarp wit, match'd with too blunt a will j

Whofe edge hath power to cut, whofe will (till wills

It fhould fpare rione, that come within his power.
Prin. Some merry-mocking lord, belike j is't fo?

Mar. They fay fo moft, that moil his humours
know.

Prin. Such fliort-liv'4 wits do wither as they grow.
>jyho are the reft ?
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Cath. The young Durnain, a well-accomplifrYd youth
Of all that virtue love, for virtue lov'd.

Moft power to do molt harm, leaft knowing ill $

For he hath wit to make an ill fhape good,
And (hape to win grace, tho' he had no wit.

I faw him at the Duke Alanforfs once,

And much too little of that good I faw,

Is my report to his great worthinefs.

Rofa. Another of thefe ftudents at that time

Was there with him, as I have heard a truth j

Biron they call him * but a merrier man,
Within the limit of becoming mirth,

I never fpent an hour's talk withal.

His eye begets occafion for his wit

5

For every obje£k, that the one doth catch,

The other turns to a mirth-moving jeft

;

Which his fair tongue (conceit's expofitor)

Delivers in fuch apt and gracious words,

That aged ears play truant at his tales;

And younger hearings are quite ravifhedj

So fweet and voluble is his difcourfe.

Prin. God blefs my ladies, are they all in love,

That every one her own hath garnifhed

With fuch bedecking ornaments of praife ?

Mar. Here comes Boyet.

Enter Boyet.

Prin. Now, what admittance, Lord?
Boyet. Navarre had notice of your fair approach j

And he and his competitors in oath

Were all addreft to meet you, gentle lady,

Before I came : marry, thus much I've learnt,

He rather means to lodge you in the field,

Like one that comes here to befiege his Court,
Than feek a difpenfation for his oath,

To let you enter his unpeopled houfe.

Here comes Navarre,

Enter
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Enter the King, Longaville, Dumain, Biron, and
Attendants.

. King. Fair Princefs, welcome to the Court of Na-
varre.

Prin. Fair, I give you back again; and welcome I

have not yet : the roof of this Court is too high to

be yours j and welcome to the wide fields, too bafe to

be mine.

King. You fhall be welcome, Madam, to my Court.

Prin. I will be welcome then j conduct me thither.

King. Hear me, dear Lady, I have fworn an oath.

Prin. Our Lady help my lord ! he'll be forfworn.

King. Not for the world, fair Madam, by my will.

Prin. Why, Will fhall break its will, and nothing

elfe.

King. Your ladyfhip is ignorant what it is.

Prin. Were my Lord fo, his ignorance were wife,

Where now his knowledge mufl prove ignorance.

I hear, your Grace hath fworn out houfe-keeping

:

'Tis deadly fin to keep that oath, my Lord >

And fin to break it.

But pardon me, I am too fudden bold

:

To teach a teacher ill befeemeth me.
Vouchfafe to read the purpofe of my Coming,
And fuddenly refolve me in my fuit.

King. Madam, I will, if fuddenly I may.
Prin. You will the fooner, that I were away $

For you'll prove perjur'd, if you make me ftay.

Biron. Did not I dance with you in Brabant once?

Rof. Did not I dance with you in Brabant once ?

Biron. I know, you did.

Rof. How needlefs was it then to ask the queflion?

Biron. You mufl; not be fo quick.

Rof. 'Tis long of you, that fpur me with fuch
queftions.

Biron. Your wit's too hot, it fpeeds too faft, 'twill

tire.

Rof. Not. 'till it leave the rider in the mire.

Biron. What time o' day?

Rofa.
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Rofa. The hour, that fools fhould ask,

Biron. Now fair befall your mask

!

Rofa. Fair fall the face it covers!

Biron. And fend you many lovers

!

Rofa. Amen, fo you be none

!

Biron. Nay, then will I be gone.

King. Madam, your father here doth intimate
The payment of a hundred thoufand crowns $

Being but th' one half of an intire fum,
Disburfed by my father in his wars.

But fay, that he, or we, as neither have,

Receiv'd that fum -, yet there remains unpaid
A hundred thoufand more* in furety of the which,
One part of Aquitain is bound to us,

Although not valu'd to the mony's worth r

If then the King your father will reftore

But that one half which is unfatisfy'd,

We will give up our right in Aquitain^

And hold fair friendfhip with his Majefty :

But that, it feems, he little purpofeth,

For here he doth demand to have repaid

An hundred thoufand crowns $ and not demands, (9)
On payment of an hundred thoufand crowns,
To have his title live in Aquitain 5

Which we much rather had depart withal,

And have the mony by our father lent,

Than Aquitain fo gelded as it is.

fo) . » And not demands
One payment of an hundred thoufand Crowns,
To have his Title li«je in Aquitaine.]

The old Books concur in this Reading, and Mr. Tope has embraced
it i tho', as I conceive, it is ftark Nonfenie, and repugnant to the Cir-

cumftance fuppos'd by our Poet. I have, by reforming the Pointing,

and throwing out a fingle Letter, reftor'd, I believe, the genuine Senle

of the Paffage. Aquitain was pledg'd, it feems, to Navarre's Father for

200000 Crowns. The Trench King pretends to have paid one Moiety
of this Debt, (which Navarre knows nothing of,) but demands this

itioiety back again : inftead whejreof (fays Navarre) he mould rather

pay the remaining Moiety, and demand to have Aquitain redeliver'd

up to him. This is plain and eafy Reafoning upon the Fact fuppos'd ;

and Navarre declares, he had rather receive the Refidue of his Debt,

than detain the Province mortgaged for Security of k.

Dear
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Dear Princefs, were not his requefts fo far

From reafon's yielding, your fair felf (hould make

A yielding 'gainft fome reafon in my breaftj

And go well fatisfied to France again.

Prin. You do the King ray father too much wrong,

And wrong the reputation of your name,

In fo unfeeming to confefs receipt

Of that, which hath fo faithfully been paid.

King. I do proteft, I never heard of it *

And if you prove it, I'll repay it back,

Or yield up Aquitain.

Prin. We arreft your word

:

Boyety you can produce acquittances

For fuch a fum^ from fpecial officers

Of Charles his father.

King. Satisfie me fo.

Boyet. So pleafe your Grace, the packet is not come,
Where that and other fpecialties are bound :

To morrow you {hall have a fight of them.

King. It (hall fuffice me > at which interview,

All liberal reafon I will yield unto :

Mean time, receive fuch welcome at my hand,

As honour without breach of honour may
Make tender of, to thy true worthinefs.

You may not come, fair Princefs, in my gates;

But here, without, you ihall be fo receiv'd,

As you fhall deem your felf lodg'd in my heart,

Tho fo deny'd fair harbour in my houfe :

Your own good thoughts excufe me, and farewelj

. To morrow we (hall vifit you again.

Prin. Sweet health and fair defires confort your
Grace

!

King. Thy own Wifh wifli I thee, in every place.

[Exit.

Biron. Lady, I will commend you to my own
heart. (10)

Rofa.

(10) I have made it a Rule throughout this Edition, to replace all

thofe Paflages, which Mr. Pope in his Impreflions thought fit to de-

grade. A* W« have no Authority to call them in QueiUon for not be-

ing
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Rofa. I pray you, do my commendations j

I would be glad to fee it.

Biron. I would) you heard it groan.

Rofa. Is the fool lick ?

Biron. Sick at the heart.

Rofa* Alack, let it blood.

Biron. Would that do it good ?

Rofa. My phyfick fays, ay.

Biron. Will you prick't with your eye?

Rofa. No, poynt, with my knife.

Biron. Now God fave thy life!

Rofa* And yours from long living !

Biron. I cannot ftay thankfgiving. [Exit.

Dum. Sir, I pray you, a word : what lady is that

fame ?

Boyet. The heir of Alanfon, Rofaline her name.
Dum. A gallant lady j Monfieur, fare you well.

\_Exiti

Long. I befeech you, a word : what is (he in white?
Boyet. A woman fometimes, if you faw her in the

light.

Long. Perchance, light in the light j I defire hef
name.

Boyet. She hath but one for her felfj to defire That,
were a fhame.

Long. Pray you, Sir, whofe daughter ?

Boyet. Her mother's, I have heard.

Long. God's bleffing on your beard!

Boyet. Good Sir, be not offended*

She is an heir of Faulconbridge.

Long. Nay, my choller is ended

:

She is a moil fweet lady*

ing genuine ; I confefs, as an Editor, I thought I had no Authority

to dilplace them. Tho, I mult own freely at the fame time, there are

fome Scenes (particularly, in this Play;) fo very mean and contempti-

ble, that One would heartily with for the Liberty of expunging them.
Whether they were really written by our Author, whether he penn'd

them in his boyifti Age, or whether he purpofely cemply'd with the

prevailing Vice of the Times, when Puns, Conundrum, and quibbling

Conceits were as much in Vogue, as Grimace and Arlequinades are at

this wife Period, I dare not take upon me to determine.

Boyet*
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Boyet. Not unlike, Sir; that may be. [£*//• Long.

Biron. What's her name in the cap?

Boyet. Catharine ) by good hap.

Biron. Is fhe wedded or no?

Boyet. To her will, Sir, or fo.

Biron. You are welcome, Sir: adieu.

Boyet. Farewel to me, Sir, and welcome to you.

[Exit Biron-.

Mar. Thatlaft is Biron, the merry mad-cap lord;

Not a word with him but a jeft.

Boyet. And every jeft but a word.

Prin. It was well done of you to take him at his

word.

Boyet. I was as willing to grapple, as he was to board.

Mar. Two hot fheeps, marry.

Boyet. And wherefore not (hips ?

No ftieep, (fweet lamb) unlefs we feed on your lips.

Mar.Yon fheep, and I pafture 3 {hall that finiih the jeft ?

Boyet. So you grant pafture for me.

Mar. Not fo, gentle beaft

;

My lips are no common, though feveral they be.

Boyet. Belonging to whom ?

Mar. To my fortunes and me.

Prin. Good wits will be jangling ; but, gentles,

agree.

This civil war of wits were much better us'd

.

On Navarre and his book-men > for here 'tis abus'd.

Boyet. If my obfervation, (which very feldom lies)

By the heart's ftill rhetorick, difclofed with eyes,

Deceive me not now, Navarre is infected.

Prin. With what?
Boyet. With that which we lovers intitle affected.

Prin. Your reafon ?

Boyet. Why, all his behaviours did make their retire

To the Court of his eye, peeping thorough defire:

His heart, like an agat with your print imprefled,

Proud with his form, in his eye |iride expreffed:

His tongue, all impatient to fpeak and not fee,

Did ftumble with hafte in his eye-fight to be:

All fenfes to that fenfe did make their repair,

To
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To feci only looking on faireft of fair;

Methought, all his fenfes were lock'd in his eye*
As jewels in cryftal for fome Prince to buy j

Who tendring their own worth, from whence they werd
glaft,

Did point out to buy them, along as you paft.

His face's own margent did quote fuch amazes,
That all eyes faw his eyes inchanted with gazes

:

I'll give you yfquitain^ and all that is his,

An you give him for my fake but one loving kite.

Prin Come, to our pavilion: Boyet is difpos'd.

Boyet. But to fpeak that in words, which his eye
hath difclos'dj

I only have made a mouth of his eye,

By adding a tongue which I know will not lie.

Rofa. Thou art an old love-monger, and fpeakeft

skilfully.

Mar. He is Cupid's grandfather, and learns news of
him.

Rofa. Then was Venus like her mother, for her fa-

ther is but grim.

Boyet. Do you hear, my mad wenches?
Mar. No.
Boyet. What then, do you fee?

Rofa. Ay, our way to be gone.

Boyet. You are too hard for me. (n) [Exeunt.

SCENE
(ii) Ifcyet. Tom are too hardfor me.] Here, in all the Books, the 2d

Adi is made to end : but in my Opinion very miftakenly. I have
v«ntur'd to vary the Regulation of the four laft Ads from the printed

Copies, for thefe Reafons. Hitherto, the 2d Act has been of the

Extent of 7 Pages ; the 3d but of 5 ; and the 5th of no lefs than 29.

And thii JOifproportion of Length has crouded too many Incidents into

fome Acts, and left ,the others quite barren. I have now reduced them
into a much better^fequality ; and diftributed the Bufinefs likewife

(fuch as it is,) into a more uniform Call. The Plot now lies thus.

In the firft Act, Navarre and his Companions fequeftcr themfelves,

by Oath, for 3 Years from Converfation, Women, Feafting, &c. re-

folving a Life of Contemplation, and to relieve their Study, at Inter-

vals, with jfrmado &nd Coftard. The Prirtcefs of Trances Arrival is

prepared. Armado% Ridiculous PafTion for a Country Wench, and his,

and Cojtard's Characters, are opend. In the zd Act, The
Princefi with her Ladies arrives, and explains the Rira on of her Coming.

Nsvarre
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SCENE, the <PARK\ near theTalace.

Enter Armado and Moth.

Arm. \T 7Arble, child ; make paflionate my ferife of
VV hearing.

Moth. Concolinel \_Slnging.

Navarre behaves fo courteoufly to her, that Boyet, one of her Lords, fuf-

pects him to be in Love. Armado % Amour is continued ; who fends a
Letter by Cojiard to his Miftrefs Jaquenetta. Biron likewife fends a Bil-

let-doux by Cojiard to Rofaline, one of the French Ladies ; and in a Soli-

loquy confeffes his being in Love, tho' againlt his Oath. In the third

Ad, the Princefs and her Ladies, preparing to kill a Deer in the Park,

Cojiard comes to deliver BIrons Letter to Rofaline ; but by Miitake gives

That, which Armado had directed to Jaquenetta. The two Pedants Sir

Nathaniel, and Holofernes are introduc'd. Jaquenetta produces Biron* i

Letter, deliver'd by Cojiard's Miftake to her, requefting them to read it

:

who, oblerung the Contents, fend it by Cojiard and Jaquenetta to the

King. Biron, {landing perdue in the Park, Overhears the King, Longd-

*ville, and Dumaine confeffmg their Paffions for their refpective MiilreiTes

}

and, coming forward, reproaches them with their Perjury. Jaquenetta
and Cojiard bring the Letter ( as they were order'd by the Pedants) to the

King, who bids Biron read it. He, rinding it to be his own Letter,

tears it in a Paffion for Cojiard's Miflake. The Lords, picking4t up, fini

it to be of Biron s handwriting, and an Addrefs to Rojaline. Biron pleads

guilty : and all the Votarifts at laft confenc to continue their Perjury,_ and
addrefs their feveral MiftrefTes with fome Mafque or Device.— In the

Fourth Aft, The Pedants (returning from their Dinner.) enter into a Dif-

courfe fuitable to their Characters. Armado comes to them, tells them>

he is injoin'd by the King to frame fome Mafque for the Entertainment

of the Princefs, and craves their learned Afiiitance. They propofe to re-

prefent the nine Worthies, and go out to prepare themfelves. The Prin-

cefs and her. Ladies talk of their feveral Lovers, and the Prefents made
to them. Boyet brings notice, that the King and his Lords are coming
to addrefs them, difguis'd like Mufco-vites. The Ladies propofe to be
mask'd, and exchange the Favours with one another, which were given
them by their Lovers : that fo they, being deceived, may every one ad-
drefs the wrong Perfon. This accordingly hits, and they are rallied from
off the Spot by the Ladies : who triumph in this Exploit, and refolve to

banter them again, when they return in their ownPerfons. In the
laft Act, The King and his Lords come to the Primcejs\ Tent, and all

confefs their Loves. Cojiard enters to tell the Approach of the Worthies
Mafque j which finim'd, News is brought of the Death of the Princefs's

Father. The King and the Lords renewing their Love-fuits, the Ladies

agree to marry them at a Twelvemonth's End, under certain Injuncti-

ons ; and fo the Play ends. -Thus the Story (tho' clogg'd with fome
Abfurdities,) has its proper Refts : the Action rifes by Gradations, ac-

cording to Rules : and the Plot is embroil'd and ^difengaged, as it ought j

as far as the Mature of the Fahk will admit.

Vol. II* I Arm,
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Arm. Sweet Air ! go, tendernefs of years , take this

key, give inlargement to the fwain 5 bring him fefti-

nately hither : I muft employ him in a letter to my
love.

Moth. Mafter, will you win your love with a. Frencfr

brawl ?

Arm. How mean' ft: thou, brawling in French?

Moth. No, my compleat mafter (n)> but to jig

off a tune at the tongue's end, canary to it with your

feet (13), humour it with turning up your eyelids j

figh a note and fing a note 3 fometimes through the

throat, as if you fwallow'd love with ringing love *

fometimes through the nofe, as if you fnuft up love

by fmelling love •> with your hat penthoufe-like o'er

the fhop of your eyes , with your arms croft on your
thin-belly doublet, like a rabbet on a fpit 5 or your
hands in your pocket, like a man after the old paint-

ing > and keep not too long in one tune, but a fnip

and away: thefe are complements, thefe are humours $

thefe betray nice wenches that would be betray'd with-

out thefe, and make the men of note (14) : do you
note men, that are moft affected to thefe ?

Arm.

(12) Moth. No, my compleat Mafter, &o] This whole Speech has been
fo terribly confufed in the pointing, through all the Editions hitherto,

that not the leaft Glimmering of Senfe was to be pickM out of it. As I
have regulated the Paflage, I think, Moth delivers both good Senfe and
good Humour.

(13) Canary fo it with your Feet,] So All's Well that &c. Aft. 2.

Sc. 2.

- / ha<ve feen a Medecin,

'Thai's able to breath Life into a Stone,

Quicken a Rock, and make you daiice Canary
With fprightly Fire and Motion ; &c.

From both thefe Paffages the Canary feems to have been a Dance of

much Spirit and Agility. Some Dictionaries tell us, that this Dance de-

rived its Name, as it's probable it might, from the IJlands fo call'd. But'

Richelet gives us a Description of it the moft conformable to our Author j

Dance, oic Von remuefort -vite les pie%. A Dance, in which the Feet are

fhifted with great Swiftnefs.

(14) thefe betray nice Wenches, that would be betra^d (with-

out thefe y
and make them Men of Note ] Thus all the Editors, with a Sa-

gacity worthy of Wonder. But who will ever believe, that the odd At-

Ltudeo and Afhxiations of Lovers, by which they betray young Wenches,

mould
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Arm. How haft thou purchas'd this experience?

Moth. By my pen of obfervation.

Arm. But O, but O
Moth. The hobby-horfe is forgot, (if)

Arm. Call'ft thou my love hobby-horfe ?

Moth. No, mafter j the hobby-horfe is but a colt^

.mould have power to make thofe young Wenches Men of Note ? This
is a Transformation, which^ I dare fay, the Poet never thought of.

His Meaning is, that they not only inveigle the young Girls, but make
the Men taken notice of too, who affect them. I reduc'd the Paifage to

good Senfe, in my Shakespeare reftord, by camiering only a fingle

Letter : and Mr. Pope, in his laffc ImpreiTion, has voachiaf'd to embrace
my Correction.

(15) Arm. But O, but O——

—

Moth. The Hobby-horfe is forgot.^ The Humour of this Reply of
Motifs to Armado, who is fighing in Love, cannot be taken without a
little Explanation : nor why there mould be any Room for making fuch

a Reply. A Quotation from Hamlet will be necelfary on this Qcca*
iion ;

- > Or elfejhall he fuffer not thinking on, with the hobby-horfe^,

whofe Epitaph is, For oh ! for oh ! the Hobby-horfe is forgot.

And another from Beaumont and Fletcher in their Women pleafed.

Soto. Shall the Hobby-horfe be forgot then ?

The hopeftill Hobby-horfe ? Jball he liefounder'a?
In the Rites formerly obferv'd for the Celebration of May-Aiy, besides

thofe now us'd of hanging a Pole with Garlands, and dancing round it,

a Boy was dreft up repreienting Maid Marian ; another, like a Fryar

;

and another rode on a Hobby-horfe, with Bells jingling, and painted Strea-

mers. After the Reformation took place, and Precifians multiplied, thefe

latter Rites were look'd upon to favour of Paganifm ; and then Maid Ma-
rian, the Fryar, and the poor Hobby-horfe were turn'd out of the Games.
Some, who were not fo wifely precife, but regretted the Difufe of the

Hobby-horfe, no doubt, fatiriz'd this Sufpicion of Idolatry, and archly

wrote the Epitaph above alluded to. Now Moth, hearing Armado groan
ridiculoufly, and cry out, But oh ! but oh ! humburoufly pieces out
his Exclamation with the Sequel of this Epitaph : which is putting his

Mailer's Lo^ve-paJJion, and the Lofs of the Hobby-horfe, on a Footing.

The Zealots
1

Deteitation of this Hobby-horfe, I think, is excellently Iheer'd

at by B. Jonfon in his Bartholomew- fair. In this Comedy, Rdbby-Bu/y,

a Puritan, is brought into the Fair', and being ask'd by the Toyman to

buy Rattles, Drums, Babies, Hobby-horfes, &c He immediately in hb
Zeal cries out :

_ Peace, <with. thy Apocryphal Wares, thou prophane Publican ! Thy Bells,

thy Dragons, and thy Tcbit'j Dogs. Thy Hobby-horfe is an Idol, a 'very

Idol, a fierce and rank Idol ; and Thou the Nebuchadnezzar, the proud
Nebuchadnezzar ofthe Fair, that fefji it up for Children tofall down to

and worjbip.

I % and
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and your love, perhaps, a hackney : but have you foi

got your love ?

Arm. Almoft I had.

Moth. Negligent ftudent, learn her by heart.

Arm. By heart, and in heart, boy.
Moth. And out of heart, mafter : all thofe three i

will prove.

Arm. What wilt thou prove ?

Moth. A man, if I live. And this by, in, and out

of, upon the inftant : by heart you love her, becaufe

your heart cannot come by her : in heart you love her,

becaufe your heart is in love with her j and out of heart

you love her, being out of heart that you cannot en-

joy her.

Arm. I am all thefe three.

Moth. And three times as much more 5 and yet no-

thing at all.

Arm. Fetch hither the fwain, he muft carry me a

letter.

Moth. A meflage well fympathiz'd 5 a horfe to be

embaflador for an afs.

Arm. Ha, ha 3 what fay'ft thou?
Moth. Marry, Sir, you muft fend the afs upon tb

horfe, for he is very flow-gated : but I go.

Arm. The way is but ftiort -> away.
Moth. As fwift as lead, Sir.

Arm. Thy meaning, pretty ingenious?

Is not lead a metal heavy, dull and flow ?

Moth. Minime, honeft mafter > or rather, mafter, no.

Arm. I fay, lead is flow.

Moth. You are too fwift, Sir, to fay fo.

Is that lead flow, Sir, which is fir'd from a gun ?

Arm. Sweet fmoak of rhetorick !

He reputes me a cannon $ and the bullet, that's he

:

I flioot thee at the fwain.

Moth. Thump then, and I fly. [Exit.

Arm. A mod acute Juvenile, voluble and free of grace j

By thy favour, fweet welkin, I muft figh in thy face.

Mod rude melancholy, valour gives thee place.

My herald is returned.

7 Re-
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Re-enter Moth and Coftard.

Moth. A wonder, mafter, here's a Coftard broken in

a fhin.

Arm. Some enigma, fome riddle -, come, thy Penvoy
begin.

Coft. No egma, no riddle, no Venvoy j no falve in

the male, Sir. O Sir, plantan, a plain plantan 3 no
Venvoy) no Penvoy^ or falve, Sir, but plantan.

Arm. By vertue, thou enforceft laughters thy filly

thought, my fpleen 5 the heaving of my lungs pro-

vokes me to ridiculous fmiling : O pardon me, my
ftars ! doth the inconfiderate take falve for Penvoy^ and
the word Venvoy for a falve ?

Moth. Doth the wife think them other ? is not Pen-*

voy a falve ?

Arm. No, page, it is an epilogue or difcourfe, to

make plain

Some obfcure precedence that hath tofore been fain,

I will example it. Now will I begin your moral, and
do you follow with my Venvoy.
The fox, the ape, and the humble-bee,
Were ftill at odds, being but three.

There's the moral, now the Penvoy.

Moth. I will add the Venvoy > fay the moral again,

Arm. The fox, the ape, and the humble-bee,
Were ftill at odds, being but three.

Moth. Until the goofe came out of door,
And ftay'd the odds by adding four.

A good Penvoyy. ending in the goofe j would you de«^

fire more ?

Coft. The boy hath fold him a bargain $ a goofe,

that's flat j

Sir, your penny-worth is good, an your goofe be fat.

To fell a bargain well is as cunning as fait and loofe.

Let me fee a fat Penvoy 5 I, that's a fat goofe.

Arm. Come hither, come hither 5

How did this argument begin ?

Moth. By faying, that a Coftard was brokeninaihin^
Then call'd you for a Penvoy.
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Coft, True, and I for a plantan;

Thus came the argument in -

y

Then the boy's fat Venvoy, the goofe that you bought^
And he ended the market.

Arm. But tell me 5 how was there a Coftard broken
in a iliin ?

Moth. I will tell you fenfibiy.

Coft. Thou haft no feeling of it, Moth,

I will fpeak that renvoy.
I Coftard running out, that was fafely within,

Fell over the threshold, and broke my thin.

Arm. We will talk no more of this matter.

Coft. 'Till there be more matter in the fhin.

Arm. Sirrah, Coftard, I will infranchife thee.

Coft. O, marry me to one Francis 5 I fmell fome/Vtf-

voy
9
fome goofe in this.

Arm. By my fweet foul, I mean, fetting thee at li-

berty j enfreedoming thy perfonj thou wert immur'd,
reftrained, captivated, bound.

Coft. True, true, and now you will be my purga-

tion, and let me loofe.

Arm. I give thee thy liberty, fet thee from durance,

and in lieu thereof impoie on thee nothing but this ;

bear this fignificanc to the country-maid J.:quenetta\

there is remuneration ; for the beft ward of mine ho-
nours is rewarding my dependants. Moth, follow.—

[Exit,

Moth, Like the fequel, I. Signior Coftard, adieu.

[Exit.

Coft. My fweet ounce of man's flefh, my in- cony
Jeiv/ Now will I look to his remuneration. Remune-
ration! O, that's the Latin word for three farthings :

three farthings remuneration : What's the price of this

incle ? a penny. No, I'll give you a remuneration

:

why, it carries it. Remuneration !—-why, it is a fairer

name than a French crown (16). I will never buy and
fell out of this word.

Enter

[\f) No, Tilgive you r. Remuneration • W7>y ? It carries its Remune-

i aJion. Why * It is c fairer Name than a j\rench-C>'«w/.] Thus this

Paflago
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Enter Biron.

Biron. O my good knave Coftard, exceedingly well

mtt.

Coft. Pray you, Sir, how much carnation ribbon may
a man buy for a remuneration ?

Biron. What is a remuneration ?

Coft. Marry, Sir, half-penny farthing.

Biron. O, why then three farthings worth of filk,

Coft. I thank your worfhip, God be with you.

Biron. O ,ftay, flave, I muft employ thee

:

As thou wilt win my favour, my good knave,

Do one thing for me that I fhall intreat.

Coft. When would you have it done, Sir ?

Biron. O, this afternoon.

Coft. Well, I will do it, Sir : fare you well,

Biron. O, thou knoweft not what it is.

Coft. I fhall know, Sir, when I have done it,

Biron. Why, villain, thou muft know firft.

Coft. I will come to your worfhip to morrow morn-
ing-

Biron. It muft be done this afternoon.

Hark, (lave, it is but this :

The Princefs comes to hunt here in the park :

And in her train there is a gentle lady;

When tongues fpeak fweetly, then they name her name,
And Rofaline they call her; ask for her*

And to her fweet hand fee thou do commend
This feal'd up couniel. There's thy guerdon; go.

Coft. Guerdon,- Q fweet guerdon ! better than re-

muneration, eleven pence farthing better : moft fweet

guerdon ! I will do it, Sir, in print. Guerdon, remu-
neration.—-——f [Exit.

Biron. O ! and I, forfooth, in love I

I, that have been love's whip

;

A very beadle to a humorous figh

:

Paflage has hitherto been writ, and pointed, without any Regard to

Common Senfe, or Meaning. The Reform, that I have made, flight

as it is, makes it both intelligible and humourous.

I 4 A
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A critickj nay, a night-watch conftable,

A domineering pedant o'er the boy,

Thaji whom nq mortal more magnificent.

This whimpled, whining, purblind wayward boy,

This. Signior Junto's giant-dwarf, Dan Cupid^ (17)

Regent of love-rimes, lord of folded arms,

Th' anointed Soveraign of fighs and groans:

Leige of all loyterers and malecontents :

Dread Prince of plackets, King of codpieces :

Sole Imperator, and great General

Of trotting parators •

( O my little heart!)

And I to be a corporal of his File, (18)

And wear his colours! like a tumbler, {loop!

What?

(17) This Signior JunioV giant-dwarf, Dan Cupid.] It was fome
$ime ago ingeniously hinted to me, (and I readily came into the O-
pinion ;) that as there was a Contrail of Terms in giant-dwarf, fo,

probably, there mould be in the Words immediately preceding them

;

and therefore that we fhoujd reilore,
1

This Senior-junior, giant dwarf, Dan Cupid.

i. e. this old, young Man. And there is, indeed, afterwards in this

Play, a Defcription of Cupid, which forts very aptly with fuch an E-
mendation,
*''

" That was the <way to make his Godhead wax.
For he hath been five xhoufand.years a boy.

The Conje&ure is. exquifitely well imagin'd, and ought by all Means
to be embrac'd, unlets there is Reafon to think, that, in the former

heading, there is an Allufion to fome Tale, or Character in an old

Flay* I have not, on this Account, ventur'd to dilturb the Text,
becaufe there feems to me fome Reafon to fufpecl, that our Author
is here alluding to Beaumont and Fletchers Bonduca. In that Tragedy
there is the Character of one Junius, a Roman Captain, who falls in

Love to Diitra&ion with one of Bonduca s Daughters; and becomes
an arrant whining Slave to this Paflion. He is afterwards cur'd of his

Infirmity, and is as abfolute a Tyrant againft the Sex. Now, with

Regard to thefe two Extremes, Cupid might very properly be ftiled

Juniu-'s giant-dwarf: a Giant in his Eye, while the Dotage was upon
him i but fhrunk into a D^varf, fo foon as he had got the Better of it.

Our Poet writing the Name "with the Italian Termination, and calling

him Signior Junto, would, I think, be an Objection of little Weight
to urge, that the Roman Captain could not therefore be meant.

( 1 8) And 1 to he a Corporal of his Field

,

And wear his Colours like a Tumbler & hoop !}

A Corporal cf a Field is quite a new Term: neither did the Tumblers

ever adorn th. ps with Ribbands, that 1 can learn: for Thofe
tvere not earned in Parade about with them, as the Fencer carries his
v% Sorwd:
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What ? I love ! I fue ! I feek a wife

!

A Woman, that is like a German clock,

Still a repairing 5 ever out of frame,

And never going aright, being a watch,

But being watch'd, that it may ftill go right

!

Nay, to be perjur'd, which is worft of all

:

And among three, to love the worft of all $

A whitely wanton with a velvet brow,
With two pitch balls ftuck in her face for eyes %

Ay, and by heav'n, one that will do the deed,

Tho' Argus were her eunuch and her guard >

And I to figh for her ! to watch for her

!

To pray for her ! go to ; It is a plague,

That Cupid will impofe for my neglect

Of his almighty, dreadful, little, Might.
Well, I will love, write, figh, pray, fue and groan

:

Some men muft love my lady, and fome Joan. [Exit*

ACT III.

SCENE, a Pavilion in the Park ngar

the Palace.

Enter the Princefs, Rofaline, Maria, Catharine, Lords,

Attendants, and a Forejler.

W Princess.
A S that the King, that fpur'd his horfe fo

hard

Againft the fleep uprifing of the hill ?

Sword : Nor, if they were, is the Similitude at all pertinent to the

Cafe in hand. But to ftoop, like a Tumbler agrees not only with that

J'rofeffion, and the fervile Condefcenfions of a Lover, but with what
bllows in the Context. What milled the wife Transcribers at firft,

feems This : When ohee the Tumbler appeared) they thought, his Hoop

iiuft not be far behind. Mr. Warburton.

Boyet*
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Boyet. I know not ; but* I think, it was not he,

Prin. Who e'er he was, he fhew'd a mounting mind,
Well, lords, to day we fhall have our difpatch*

On Saturday we will return to France.

Then Forefter, my friend, where is the bufh,

That we muft ftand and play the murtherer in ?

For. Here by, upon the edge of yonder coppice y
A ftand, where you may make the iaireft moot.

Prin. I thank my beauty, I am fair, that fhoot :

And thereupon thou fpeak'ft the faireft fhoot.

For. Pardon me, madam : for I meant not fo.

Prin. What, what? firft praife me, then again
fay, no?

O fhort-liv'd pride! not fair? alack, for wo!
For. Yes, madanx, fair.,

Prin. Nay, never paint me now

;

Where fair is not, praife cannot mend the brow.
Here, good my glafs, take this for telling true*

Fair payment for foul words is more than due.

For. Nothing but fair is that, which you inherit.

Prin. See, fee, my beauty will be fav'd by merit.

O herefie in fair, fit for thefe days

!

A giving hand, though foul, fhall have fair praife.

But come, the bow -> now mercy goes to kill,

And mooting well is then accounted ill.

Thus will I five my' credit in the fhoot,

Not wounding, Pity would not let me do't

:

If wounding, then it was to fhew my Skill >

That more for praife, than purpofe, meant to kill.

And, out of queftion, fo it is fometimesj

Glory grows guilty of deteited crimes $

When for fame's fake, for praife, an outward part,

We bend to that the working of the heart.

As I for praife alone now feck to fpill

The poor deer's blood, that my heart means no ill.

Boyet. Do not curft wives hold that felf-foveraignty

Only for praife-fake, when they ftrivc to be
Lords o'er their lords ?

Prin. Only for praife-, and praife we may afford

To any lady, that fubdues her lord.

Entet
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Enter Coftard.

Boyet. Here comes a member of the common*
wealth.

Coft. God dig-you-den all j pray you, which is the

head lady ?

Prin. Thou (halt know her, fellow, by the reft

that have no heads.

Coft. Which is the greateft lady, the higheft ?

Prin. The thickeft and the talleft.

Coft. The thickeft and the talleft? it is fo, truth is

truth.

An your wafte, miftrefs, were as flender as my wit,

One o' thefe maids girdles for your wafte fhould be fit.

Are not you the chief woman ? you are the thickeft

here.

Prin. What's your will, Sir? what's your will?

Coft. I have a letter from Monfieur Eiron, to one
lady Rofaline.

Prin. O thy letter, thy letter : he's a good friend

of mine.

Stand afide,good bearer.— Boyet, you can carve $ (ip)

Break up this capon.

Boyet, I am bound to ferve.

This letter is miftook, itimporteth none here>

It is writ to Jaquenetta.

Prin We will read it, I fwear.

jBreak the neck of the wax, and every one give ear.

(1 9) Boyet, you can c«r*ve ;

Break up this Capon.] i. e. open this Letter.

Our Poet ufes this Metaphor, as the French do their Poulet ; which
fignines both a young Fowl, and a Love-letter. Poulet, amatoria Litters ;

fays Richelet : and quotes from Voiture., Repondre au plus obligeant Pou-
let du Monde ; To reply to the molt obliging Letter in the World.
The Italians ufe the lame manner of Expreiiion, when they call a Love-
Epiftle, una Pollicetta amorofa. I ow'd the Hint of this equivocal uie

of the Word to my ingenious Friend Mr, Bijhop. I obferve in Weft-
<wardboc, a Comedy written by a Contemporary with our Au-
thor, that one of thefe Letters is likewife call'd a Wildfowl^
Ac~t. 2. Sc. 2.

At the Skirt of that Sheet in black Work is wrought his Name. Break
not up the Wild-fowl till anon, and thenfeed upon him in Private.

Boyet
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Boyet reads.

BY heaven, that thou art fair, is moft infallible;

true, that thou art beauteous ; truth it felf, that
thou art lovely ; more fairer than fair, beautiful than
beauteous, truer than truth it felf; have commifera-
tion on thy heroical vaiTal. The magnanimous and
moil illuftrate King Cophetua fet eye upon the perni-

cious and indubitate beggar Zenelophon ; and he it was
that might rightly fay, veni9 vidi, vici *, which to ana-

tomize in the vulgar, (O bafe and obfcure vulgar!)
videlicet, he came, faw, and overcame ; he came, one ;

favv, two 3 overcame, three. Who came? the King,
Why did he come? to fee. Why did he fee? to o-

vercome. To whom came he ? to the beggar. What
faw he? the beggar. Who overcame he? the beggar.

The conclufion is victory ; on whofe fide ? the King's ;

the captive is inrich'd : on whofe fide? the beggar's.

The cataftrophe is a nuptial : on whofe fide? the

King's ? no, on both in one, or one in both : I am
the King, (for fo ftands the comparifon) thou the

beggar, for fo witnefTeth thy lowlinefs. Shall I com-
mand thy love? I may. Shall I enforce thy love? I

could. Shall I entreat thy love? I will. What (halt

thou exchange for rags? robes ; for tittles? titles : for

thy felf? me. Thus expecting thy reply* I prophanc
my lips on thy foot, my eyes on thy picture, and my
heart on thy every part.

tfhine in the deafeft defign of induftry^

Don Adriano de Armado^

Thus doft thou hear the Nemean lion roar

'Gainfl thee, thou lamb, that ftandefl as his prey;

Submiflive fall his princely feet before,

And he from forage will incline to play.

But if thou ftrive (poor foulj what art thou then ?

Food for his rage, repafture for his den.

Prin. What plume of feathers is he, that indited this

letter ?

What vane ? what weathercock ? did you ever hear

better I

Boyet^
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Boyet. I am much deceived, but I remember the ftile.

Prin. Elfe your memory is bad, going o'er it ere

while.

Boyet. This Armado is a Spaniard that keeps here in

Court,

A phantafme, a monarcho, and one that makes fport

To the Prince and his book-mates.

Prin. Thou, fellow, a word :

Who gave thee this letter?

Coft. I told you > my lord.

Prin. To whom /hould'ft thou give it ?

Coft. From my lord to my lady.

Prin. From which lord to which lady ?

Coft. From my lord Berown, a good matter of mine,

To a lady of France, that he call'd Rofaline.

Prin. Thou haft miftaken his letter. Come, lords,

away.

Here, fweet, put up this 5 'twill be thine another day.

[_Exit Princefs attended.

Boyet. Who is the ihooter ? who is the ihooter ?

Rofa. Shall I teach you to know ?

Boyet. Ay, my continent of beauty.

Rofa. Why, lhe that bears the bow. Finely put off.

Boyet. My lady goes to kill horns: but if thou marry,

Hang me by the neck, if horns that year mifcarry.

Finely put on. •

Rofa. Well then, I am the Ihooter.

Boyet. And who is your Deer?

Rofa. Ifwe chufe by horns, your felf$ come not near.

Finely put on, indeed.

Mar. You frill wrangle with her, Boyet, and fhe

flrikes at the brow.
Boyet. But fhe her felf is hit lower. Have I hit

her now ?

Rofa. shall I come upon thee with an old faying,

that was a man when King Pippin of France was a

little boy, as touching the nit it.

Boyet, So I may anfwer thee with one as old, that
was a woman when Queen Guimver of Britain was a

little wench, as touching the hit it.

Rofa.
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Rofa. tfhou car?ft not hit &*, hit ity hit it. [Singing,

fthou can*ft not hit it, my good man.

Boyet. An I cannot, cannot^ cannot %

An I cannot , another can. [Exit Rofa.

Coft. By my troth, moft pleafant* how both did

fit it.

Mar. A mark marvellous well fliotj for they both
did hit it.

Boyet. A mark ? O, mark but that mark ! a markj
fays my lady $

Let the mark have a prick in't, to meet at, if it

may be.

Mar. Wide o' th' bow-hand j i'faith, your hand is

out.

Coft. Indeed, a' muft fhoot nearer, or he'll ne'er

hit the clout.

Boyet. An if my hand be out, then belike your hand
is in.

Coft. Then will fhe get the upfhot by cleaving the:

pin.

Mar. Corrie^ come, you talk greafily
j your lips grow

foul.

Coft. She's too hard for you at pricks, Sir, chal-

lenge her to bowl.

Boyet. I fear too much rubbing 5 good night, my
good owl. [Exeunt all but Coftard.

Coft. By my foul, a fwain^ a moft fimple clown.

Lord, Lord ! how the ladies and I have put him down

!

O' my troth, moft fweet jefts, moft incony vulgar witj

When it comes fo fmoothly off, fo obfcenely, as it

were, fo fit.

Armado o' th' one fide,— O, a moft dainty man

;

To fee him walk before a lady, and to bear her fan.

To fee him kits his hand, and how moft fweetly he

will fwear :

And his Page o' t'other fide, that handfull of Wit ;

Ah, heav'ns! it is a moft pathetical Nit.

[Exit Coftard.

[Shouting
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{Shouting within*

Enter Dull, Holofernes, and Sir Nathaniel.

Nath. Very reverend fport, truly j and done in the

teftimony of a good Confcience.

Hoi. The deer was (as you know) fanguis, in blood;

ripe as a pomwater, who now hangeth like a jewel in

the ear of Ccelo, the sky, the welkin, the heav'n* and

anon falleth like a crab on the face of Terra, the foil,

the land, the earth.

Nath. Truly, matter Holofernes^ the epithets are

fweetly varied, like a fcholar at the leaft : but, Sir, I

aflure ye, it was a buck of the firft head.

Hoi. Sir Nathaniel^ baud credo.

Dull. 'Twas not a haud credo, 'twas a pricket.

Hoi. Molt barbarous intimation > yet a kind of in-

finuation, as it were in via
9
in way of explication $/#-

cere, as it were, replication -

y or rather, oftentare, to fhow,

as it were, his inclination j after his undrefTed, unpo-

lifhed, uneducated, unpruned, untrained, or rather un-

lettered, or rathereft unconfirmed faihion, to infert

again my haud credo for a deer.

Dull. I faid, the deer was not a haud credo j 'twas a

pricket.

HoL Twice fod fimplicity, bis coclus-, O thou mon-
fter ignorance, how deformed doft thou loo ; <- ?

Nath. Sir, he hath never fed on the dainties that

are bred in a book. He hath not eat paper, as it

were $ he hath not drunk ink. His intellect is not re-

plenished. He is only an animal, only fenfible in the

> duller parts ; (2,0) and fuch barren plants are fet before

(20) * Andfuch barren Plants are fet before us, that <we thank-

ful fhould be ", nxhich ive tajle, and feeling are for thofe Parts that do

fruttify in us more than he.] If this be not a ftubborn Piece of Non-
fenfe, I'll never venture to judge of common Senfe. That Editors

mould take fuch PafTages upon Content, is, furely, furprifing.

The Words, 'tis plain, have been ridicuioufly, and flupidly, transport

and corrupted. The Emendation I have offer'd, I hope, refiores the

Author ; At leaft, I am fure, it gives him Senfe and Grammar : and
anfvvers extremely well to his Metaphors taken from planting. —
Ingradare, with the Italians, lignites, to rife higher and higher ; an-

dare di grado in grado, to make a Progreffion j and fo at length come to

frufiijy, as the Poet expreffes it. ivir. Warburton.

US,
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us, that we thankful /hould be for thofe parts, (which
we tafte and feel, ingradare) that do frudtify in us,

more than He.
For as it would ill become me to be vainj indifcreet,

or a fool j

So were there a patch fet on learning, to fee him in

a fchool.

But omne bene, fay 1 5 being of an old father's mind,
Many can brook the weather, that love not the wind.

Dull. You two are book-men 5 can you tell by your
wit,

What was a month old at Cain's birth, that's not five

weeks old as yet ?

Hoi. Diclynna, good-man Dull% Diclynna, good-man
Bull.

Dull. What is Diclynna?

Nath. A title to Phoebe, to Luna, to the Moon.

Hoi. The moon was a month old, when Adam was
no more:

And rought not to five weeks, when he came to five*

fcore.

TV allufion holds in the exchange.

Dull. 'Tis true, indeed 5 the collufion holds in the

exchange.

Hoi. God comfort thy capacity ! I fay, the allufion

holds in the exchange.

Dull, And I fay, the pollution holds in the exchange 5

for the moon is never but a month old * and I fay

befide, that 'twas a pricket that the Princefs kill'd.

Hoi. Sir Nathaniel^ will you hear an extemporal e*

pitaph on the death of the deer? and to humour the

ignorant, I have call'd the deer the Princefs kill'd, a

pricket.

Nath. Perge, good mailer Holofemes, perge\ fo it mall

pleafe you to abrogate fcurrility.

Hoi. I will fomething affe£t the letter j for it arguei

facility.

The praifeful Princefs plerc'd and prickt

A pretty pleafing pricket.

Some fay, a fore •, but not a fore,
1
li I now m.tiJe Jore with Jhooting.
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The dogs did yell 5 put L to fore^

^hen foreljump from thicket

,

Or pricket fore^ or elfe forel

^

'The people fall a hooting.

If fore be fore^ then L to fore

Makes fifty fores^ O forel

!

Of one fore I an hundred make^

By adding but one more L.

Nath. A rare talent!

Dull. If a talent be a claw, look how he daws hitii

with a talent.

HoL This is a gift that I have, flmple, fimple ; a

fooliih extravagant fpirit, full of forms, figures, iTiapes^

objects, ideas, apprehenfions, motions, revolutions.

Thefe are begot in the ventricle of memory, nourifh'd

in the womb of pia mater, and delivered upon the

mellowing of occaMon; but the gift is good in thofe

in whom it is acute, and I am thankful for it.

Nath. Sir, I praife the lord for you, and Co m^y
my parifhioners -, for their fons are well tutor'd by you*

and their daughters profit very greatly under you j

you are a good member of the common- wealth.

Hoi. Mehercle, if their fons be ingenuous, they fhall

want no inftru&ion : if their daughters be capable, I

will put it to them. But vir fapit, qui pauca loquitur i

a foul feminine faliitech us.

Enter Jaquenetta, and Coftard.

Jaq. God give you good morrow, mafter Parfori.

Hoi. Mafter Parfon, quafi Perfon. And if one fhould

be pierc'd, which is the one?

Cofi. Marry, mafter fchodl- mailer, he that is likeffc

to a hogftiead.

Hoi. Of piercing a hogfhead, a good Luftre of con-
ceit in a turf of earth, fire enough for a flint, pearl

enough for a fwine : 'Tis pretty, it is well.

Jaq. Good mafter Parfon, be fo good as read me"

this letter ; it was given me by Coftard, and fent me
from Doii ArmathQ* I befeech you* read it*

Vol. IL Ji HoU
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Hoi. Faufte, precor, gelidd (n) quando pecus omnefuh
umbra

Ruminat, and fo forth. Ah, good old Mantuan^ I may
fpeak of thee as the traveller doth of Venice ; Vine-

gia, Vinegia ! qui non te vedi, ei non te pregia (21). Old
Mantuan, old Mantuan ! Who underftandeth thee not,

loves thee not :

—

ut re fol la mi fa. Under pardon, Sir,

what are the contents? or rather, as Horace fays in his:

What ! my foul ! verfes ? ( 2.3

)

Nath. Ay, Sir, and very learned.

Hoi. Let me hear a ftaff, a ftanza, a verfe; Lege9

jDomine.

Nath. If love make me forfworn, how fhall I fwear

to love?

Ah, never faith could hold, if not to beauty vow'd ;

Though to my felf forfworn, to thee 111 faithful prove

;

Thofe thoughts to me were oaks, to thee like oilers

bow'd.
Study his biafs leaves, and makes his book thine eyes 5

Where all thofe pleafures live, that art would com-
prehend :

If knowledge be the mark, to know theelhall fuffice

;

Well learned is that tongue, that well can thee

commend,

(21) Nath. Faufte, precor, gelidd] Tho' all the Editions concur to

give this Speech to Sir Nathaniel, yet, as Dr. Tbirlty ingenioufly ob-

ierv'd to me, it is evident, it mull belong to Holofernes. The Curate is

employed in reading the Letter to himfelf ; and while he is doing fo,

that the Stage may not Hand ftill, Holofernes either pulls out a Book

;

or, repeating fome Verfes by heart from Mantuanus, comments upon
the Character of that Poet. Baptifla Spagnolus, ( firnamed Mantuanus,
from the Place of his Birth ;) was a voluminous Writer of Poems, who
flouriflVd towards the latter End of the i $th Century.

(22) Venechi, <venache a, qui non te vide, i non te piaech] Thus Air.

Ronve, and Mr. Pope, from the old blundering Editions. But that thcfe Gen-
tlemen, Poets, Scholars, and Linguifts, could not afford to reftore this lit-

tle Scrap to true Italian, is to me unaccountable. Our Author is apply-

ing the Praifes of Mantuanus to a common proverbial Sentence, faid of
e. Vinegia, Vinegia \ qui non te njedi, ei non te pregia. Q Venice,

Vtnice, he, who has never fecn thee, has thee noc in Edcem.

(23) What! ?ny Soul ! Verfes?] As our Poet has mention'd Horace, 1

prelum he alluding to this Paflage in his I. Sermon. 9. Quid
*; //, dulciffimc rerutn ?

AH
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All ignorant that Soul, that fees thee without wonder
\

Which is to me fome praile, that I thy parts ad-

mire;

Thy eye Jove's lightning bears^ thy voice his dread-

ful thunder -,

Which, not to ajiger bent, is mufick, and fweet fire,

Celeftial as thou art, Oh pardon, love, this wrong*
That fings heav'n's praife with fuch an earthly tongue.

Hoi. You find not the Jpoftrophes, andfo mils the ac-

cent. Let me fupervife the canzonet (2,4.). Here arc

only numbers ratify'd {if) j but for the elegancy, faci-

lity*

.- (24) Let me fupervife the Cangenet.] If the Editors have met with iny
fuch Word, it is more than I have done, or, I believe, ever fhail d i.

Our Author wrote Canzonet, from the Italian Word Canzonetto, a little

Song. We meet with it in B. Jonfon's Cynthia's Resells.

O ! vohot d Call is there I I will have a Canzonet made with nothing

in it but, Sirrah ! and the Burthenfhall he, I come. -

(25) Nath. Here are only Numbers ratified ;] Tho"* this Speech has

been all along plac'd to Sir Nathaniel, I have ventur'd to join it to the

preceding Words of Holofernes ; and not without Reafon. The Speaker

here is impeaching the Verfes ; but Sir Nathaniel, as it appears above,

thought them learned ones : befides, as Dr. Thirlby obferves, almoft eve-

ry Word of this Speech fathers itfelf on the Pedant. So much for the

Regulation of it ; now, a little, to the Contents.

And vjhy indeed Nafo, but for fmelling out the odoriferous Flovuers of
Fancy ? thejerks ofInvention imitary is nothing.,

Sagacity with a Vengeance ! I mould beafham'd to own myfelf a piece

bf a Scholar, to pretend to the Task of an Editor, and to pafs fuch Stuff

as this upon the World for genuine. Who ever heard of Invention imi-

tary? Invention and Imitation have ever been, accounted two diflincTfc

Things. The Speech is by a Pedant, who frequently throws in a Word
of Latin amongft his Englifb ; and he is here rtourilhing upon the Merit.

bf Invention, beyond That of Imitation, or copying after another. My
Correction makes the Whole fo plain and intelligible, that, I think, it

tarries Conviction along with it. Again ;

So doth the Hound his Majier, the Ape his Keeper, the tired Horfe his

Rider.

The Pedant here, to run down Imitation, {hews that it is a Quality with-

in the Capacity of Beafts : that the Dog and the Ape are taught to copy
Tricks by their Mailer and Keeper ; and fo is the tird Horfe by his

Rider. This laft is a Wonderful Inftance ; but it happens not to be true.

Mr. Warburton ingeniouily law, that the Author mult have wrote »

the tryed Horfe his Rider.

i. e. One, exercised, and broke to the Manage : for he obeys every Sigrt,

khd Motion of the Rein, or of his PJder. This is not t&e only PafTage^

K % whefe
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lity, and golden cadence of poefie, caret: Ovidius Nafo
was the man. And why, indeed, Nafo-, but for fmel-

ling out the odoriferous flowers of fancy ? the jerks of
invention? imitari, is nothing: fo doth the hound his

mailer, the ape his keeper, the try'd horfe his rider:

But Damofella Virgin^ was this directly to you?

Jaq. Ay, Sir, from one Monfieur Biron^ to one of
the it range Queen's Ladies.

Hoi. 1 will overglance the fuperfcript. To the [now-
'white hand of the moft beauteous lady Rofaline. I will

look again on the intellect of the letter, for the no-

mination of the party writing, to the perfon written

unto.

Tour Ladyjhifs in all defied employment^ Biron.

This Biron is one of the votaries with the King ; and
here he hath fram'd a letter to a fequent of the ftran-

ger Queen's, which accidentally, or by the way of pro-

greffion, hath mifcarry'd. Tfip and go, my fweet -,

deliver this paper into the hand of the King j it may
concern much -> Itay not thy complement -, I forgive

thy duty : adieu.

Jaq. Good Cojlard, go with me. Sir, God fave your
life.

Coft. Have with thee, my girl. \Exe. Coft. and Jaq.
Nath. Sir, you have done this in the fear of God,

very religiouily : and as a certain father faith .

Hoi. Sir, tell not me of the father, I do fear co-

lourable colours. Bur, to return to the verfes>did they

pleafe you, Sir Nathaniel?

Nath. Marvellous well for the pen.

Hoi. I do dine to day at the father's of a certain pu-
pil of mine 5 where if (being repaft) it fhall pleafe you
to gratifie the table with a grace, I will, on my pri-

vilege I have with the parents of the aforefaid child or

pupil, undertake your ben roenuto ; where will I prove

where cur Author employs tryed in the Senfe of, exercised, train'J. So
in 'Tn^o Gentlemen of Vcroneti

And bow be cannot be a pcrfctt Man,
Not being ti) J, and tutourd in the World.

thofe
/*
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thofe verfes to be very unlearned, neither favouring of

poetry, wit, nor invention. I befeech your fociety.

Nath. And thank you too : for fociety (faith the

text) is the happinefs of life.

Hoi. And, certes, the text moft infallibly concludes

it. Sir, I do invite you too \ \Jto Dull.] you fhall

not fay rne, nay : Pauca verba. Away, the gentles

are at their game, and we will to our recreation.

[_Exeunt,

Enter Biron, with a paper in his hand^ alone.

Blron. The King is hunting the deer, I am courfing

my felf. They have pitcht a toil, I am toiling in a

pitch ; pitch, that defiles ; defile ! a foul word : well,

let thee down, forrow ; for fo they fay the fool faid,

and fo fay I, and I the fool. Well prov'd wit. By
the Lord, this love is as mad as Ajax^ it kills fheep,.

it kills me, I a fheep. Well prov'd again on my fide.

I will not love 3 if I do, hang me; i'faith, I will not.

O, but her eye : by this light, but for her eye, I would
not love ; yes, for her two eyes. Well, I do nothing
in the world but lie, and lie in my throat. By heaven,

I do love^ and it hath taught me to rhime, and to be
melancholy ; and here is part of my rhime, and here

my melancholy. Well, fhe hath one o' my fonnets al-

ready ; the clown bore it ; the fool fent it, and the la-

dy hath it : fweet clown, fweeter fool, fweeteft lady !

by the world, I would not care a pin if the other three

were in. Here comes one with a paper ; God give

him grace to groan
\

[he Jiands afide*

Enter the King.

King. Ay me

!

Biron. Shot, by heav'n ! proceed, fweet Cupid\ thou
haft thumpt him with thy bird-bolt under the left pap :

in faith, fecrets.-

King. [_readsr\ So fweet a kifs the golien fun gives not
To thole rrefh morning drops upon the rofe,

As thy eye-beams, when their frefh rays have fmote
The ni^ht of dew, that on my cheeks down flows

;

K 3
Nor
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Nor mines the filver moon one half fo bright*

Through the tranfparent bofom of the deep,

As doth thy face through tears of mine give light;

Thou fhin'ft in every tear that I do weep

;

No drop, but as a coach doth carry thee,

So rideft thou triumphing in my woe.
Do but behold the tears that fwell in me,
And they thy glory through my grief will IheWi

?ut do not love thy {elf, then thou wilt keep
My tears for glafTes, and ftill make me weep.

P Queen of Queens how far doft thou excel

!

JsTo thought can think, no tongue of mortal tell. •

How mail fhe know my griefs? I'll drop the paper;
Sweet leaves

3 fhade folly. Who is he comes here?

[the King fteps afide*

Enter Longaville.

What! Longaville! and reading! lifter., ear.

Biron. Now in thy likenefs one more fool appears.

Long. Ay me! I am forfworn,

Biron. Why, he comes in like a Perjure, wearing
papers. (26)

King. In love, I hope ; fweet fellowfhip in fname.

Biron. One drunkard loves another of the name.

Long. Am I the fir ft, that have been perjur'd fo?

Biron. I could put thee in comfort : not by two that

I know ;

Thou mak'ft the triumviry, the three-corner-cap of
fociety,

The fhape of love's Tyburn, that hangs up fimplicity.

Long, I fear, thefe ftubborn lines lack power to,

move :

O fweet Maria, Emprefs of my love,

[zS] Why, he comes in lilte a perjur'd, wearing Papers .] All- the Edi-

tions, that I have feen, give us a nonfenfical Adjective here, except the

firft old Folio, and a Quarto Impreffion of this Play publinYd in 1623 :

in Both which it is rightly, as I have regulated the Text, a Perjure. So,

U the Troubkfom Reign of K. John, in two Parts.

But no<w black-/potted Perjure as he is.

In like manner the French make a Sabftantivc of this Word, Un Psr-

jure : i. e. a forfworn Wretch.

Thefc
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Thefe numbers will I tear, and write in profe.

Biron. O, rhimes are guards on wanton Cupid'shok:

Disfigure not his flop. (27)

Long. This fame fhall go. [he reads the fonnet*

Did not the heavenly rh'etorick of thine eye

('Gainft whom the world cannot hold argument

)

Per[wade my heart to this falfe perjury ?

Vows, for thee broke, deferve not punifhment :

A woman I forpwore \ but I will prove
',

7*hou being a goddefs, I forfwore not thee,

My vow was earthy, thou a heavenly love

:

Thy grace, being gain'd, cures all difgrace in me.

Vows are but breath, and breath a vapour is :

'Then thou fair fun, which on my earth doft fhinet

ExhaPfl this vapour-vow ; in thee it is ;

If broken then, it is no fault of mine ;

If by me broke, what fool is not fo wife
1*0 lofe an oath to win a Paradife ?

Biron, This is the liver-vein, which makes flefli a

deity

;

A green goofe a goddefs : pure, pure idolatry.

God amend us, God amend, we are much out o' th' way,

(27) Oh, Rhymes are Guards on wanton Cupid's Hofe ;

Disfigure not his Shop.] All the Editions happen to concur in this Error;

but what Agreement in Senfe is there betwixt Cupid's Hofe and his Shop ?
Or, what Relation can thofe two Terms have to one another ? Or, what,
indeed, can be underftood by Cupid\ Shop ? It mull undoubtedly be
corrected, as I have reformed the Text. Slops are large and wide-kneed
Breeches, the Garb in Fafhion in our Author's Days, as we may ob~

ferve from old Family-Pi£tyres ; but they are .now worn only by Boors,

and Sea-faring Men : and we have Dealers whofe fole Bufinefs it is to fur-

rum the Sailors with Shirts, Jackets, &c. who, are call'd, Slop-men ; and
their Shops, Slop/hops.. Shakefpeare knew the Term, and has made
file of it in more than one Place. 2 Henr. IV.
What /aid Mr. Dombledon about the Sattin for my fhort Cloak and

Slops ?

Romeo and Juliet.

Signior Romeo, bon jour ;—-— there s a French Salutation to your
French Slop.

Much Ado about Nothing.
-—— or in the Shape of two Countries at once% as a German from

the Wafig downward, all Slops : &c

.

K, 4 Enter
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Enter Dumain.

Long. By whom (hall I fend this? company

3

flay.

5iro». All hid, all, hid, an old infant play ;

Like a demy God, here fit I in the sky,

And wretched fools fecrets headfully o'er-eye

:

Mcr.3 facks to the mill ! O heav'ns, I have my wifh ;

Jpumain transform 'd? four woodcocks in adifh?
Dum. O mo ft divine Kate!
Biron. O moft prophane coxcomb ! [afide.

Dum. By heav*n, the wonder of a mortal eye

!

Biron. By earth, fhe is but corporal 5 there you lie. (2,8)

[afide.

Dum. Her amber hairs for foul have amber coted.

Biron. An amber-colour'd raven was well noted.

[afide.

Dum. As upright as the cedar.

Biron. Stoop, 'I fay;

Her ftioulder is wyith child. [afide.

Dum. As fair as day.

Biron. Ay, as fome days 5 but then no fun muft fhine.

[afid$.

Dum. O that I had my wifh

!

Long. And I had mine

!

[afide.

King. And mine too, good Lord ! [afide.

Biron. Amen, fo I had mine ! Is not that a good
word ? [afide.

(28) By Earth, foe is not, corporal, there you lie.J Dumaine, one of
the Lovers in fpite of his Vow to the contrary, thinking himfelf alone

here, breaks out into fhort Soliloquies of Admiration on his Miftrefs; and
Bircn, who Hands behind as an Evesdropper, takes Pleafure in contra-

dicting his amorous Raptures. But Dumaine was a young Lord : He
had no Sort of Poll in the Army : What Wit, or Allufion, then, can

there be in Birons calling him Corporal? I dare warrant, I have re-

ftor'd the Poet's true Meaning, which is this. Dumaine calls his Miftrefs

divine, and the Wonder of a mortal Eye; and Biron in flat Terms de-

hies thefe hyperbolical Praifes. I fcarce need hint, that our Poet com-
monly ufes corporal, as corporeal. A PafTage, very fimilar to this, oc-

curs before, betwixt Proteus and Valentine, in the Two Gentlemen tf
Verona.

Val. jEV« She ; and is She not a heav'nly Creature ?

Pro. No : bu- Sue is en; earthly Paraxon.

Dum.
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Dum. I would forget her, but a fever fhe

Jleigns in my blood, and will remembred be.

Biron. A fever in your blood ! why then, incifion

Would let her out in fawcers, fweet mifprifion. [afide.

Dum. Once more I'll read the ode, that I have writ.

Biron. Once more I'll mark, how love can vary wit.

[afide,

Dumain reads his fonnet.

On a day , ( alack) the day f)

Love) whofe month is ever May,
Spy'd a bloffbm faffing fair,

Playing in the wanton air

:

Through the velvet leaves the windy

All unfeen^ 'gan pajfage find ,

That the lover) feck to deaths

Wiftfd himfelf the heaven's breath.

Air9 (
quoth he ) thy cheeks may blow $

Ah) would I might triumph fo !

But9 alack9 my hand is fworn9

Ne\r to pluck thee from thy thorn :.

VoW) alack9 for youth unmeet)

Youth fo apt to pluck a fweet.

Do not call it fin in me9

That I am for/worn for thee

:

Thou, for whom ev
y

n Jove would fweart

Juno but an Ethiope were -,

And deny himfelf for Jove,
Turning mortal for thy love.

This will I fend, and fomething elfe more plain,

That fhaU exprefs my true love's fafting pain

:

P, would the King
9 Biron and Longavilk)

Were lovers too! Ill, to example 111,

Would from my forehead wipe a perjur'd note:

for none offend, where all alike do dote.

Long. Dumain) thy love is far from charity,

That in love's grief defir'fl: fociety : [coming forward*
You may look pale; but I mould blufn, I know,
To be o'er-heard, and taken napping fo,

King.
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King. Cdme, Sir, you blufh > as his, your cafe k
fuch 5 [coming forward^

You chide at him, offending twice? as much.
You do not love jMaria ? Longaville

Did never fonnet for her fake compile.
Nor never lay'd his wreathed arms athwart
His loving bofom, to keep down his heart ?

I have been clofely fhrowded in this bum,
And markt you both, and for you both did blufh.

I heard your guilty rhimes, obferv'd your fafliionj

Saw fighs reek from you, noted well your paflion.

Ay me ! fays one * O Jove ! tl*e other cries 9

Her hairs were gold, cryftal the other's eyes.

You would for Paradife break faith and troth 5

And Jove, for your love, would infringe an oath.

What will Biron fay, when that he fhall hear

A faith infringed, which fuch zeal did fwear?
How will he fcorn ? how will he fpend his wit ?

How will he triumph, leap, and laugh at it ?

For all the wealth that ever I did fee,

I would not have him know fo much by me.
Biron. Now ftep I forth to whip hypocrifie.

Ah, good my Liege, I pray thee, pardon me,
[Coming forward.

Good heart, what grace haft thou thus to reprove

Thefe worms for loving, that art moft in love ?

Your eyes do make no coaches in your tears,

There is no certain Princefs that appears ?

You'll not be psrjur'd, 'tis a hateful thing;

Tufh ; none but minftrels like of fonnetting.

But are you not afham'd ? nay, are you not

All three of you, to be thus much o'er-fhot?

You found his mote, the King your mote did fee:

But I a beam do find in each of three.

O, what a fcene of fool'ry have I feen,

Of fighs, of groans, of forrow, and of teen?

O me, with what firi£t patience have I fat,

To fee a King transformed to a Knot !

To fee great Hercules whipping a gigg,

And profound Solomon tuning a jigg?

And
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And Neftor play at pufh-pin with the boys,

And Critick Timon laugh at idle toys ?

Where lyes thy grief? O tell me, good Dumain\
And gentle Longaville, where lyes thy pain?

And where my Liege's ? all about the bread?

A candle, hoaf
King, Too bitter is thy jeft.

Are we betray'd thus to thy over-view?

Biron. Not you by me, but I betray'd by you,

J, that am honeft* I, that hold it fin

To break the vow I am engaged in.

I am betray'd by keeping company
With men, like men, of ftrange inconftancy.

When mail you fee me write a thing in rhime ?

Or groan for Joan ? or fpend a minute's time
In pruning me? when fhall you hear, that I

Will praife a hand, a foot, a face, an eye,

A gate, a ftate, a brow, a breaft, a wafte,

A leg, a limb ?

King. Soft, whither away fo fail ?

A true man or a thief, that gallops fo ?

Biron. I poft from love > good lover, let me go.

. Enter Jaquenetta and Coftard.

Jaq. God blefs the King

!

King, What Prefent haft thou there?

Cofi. Some certain treafon.

King. What makes treafon here ?

Coft. Nay, it makes nothing, Sir.

King, If it mar nothing neither,

The treafon and you go in peace away together.

Jag. I befeech your Grace, let this letter be readj

Qur Parfon mifdoubts it : it was treafon, he faid.

King, Biron, read it over. \He reads the letter.

Where hadft thou it?
''

Jag. Of Collard.

King. Where hadft thou it ?

Coft. Of Dun Adramadio, Dun Adramadio.
King. How now, what is in you ? why doft thou

tear it ?

Biron
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Biron. A toy, my Liege, a toy: your Grace needs
not fear it.

Long, It did move him to paffion, and therefore let's

hear it.

Dum. It is Biron's writing, and here, is his name.
Biron. Ah, you whorefon loggerhead, you were born

to do me fhame. [To Coftard.
Guilty, my lord, guilty: I confefs, I confefs.

King. What?
Biron. That you three fools lack'd me fool to make

up the mefs.

He, he, and you > and you, my Liege, and I

Are pick-purfes in love, and we deferve to die.

O, difmifs this audience, and I fhall tell you more.
Dum. Now the number is even.

Biron. True, true 5 we are four :

Will thefe turtles be gone ?

King. Hence, Sirs, away.

Coft. Walk afide the true folk, and let the traitors

flay. [Exeunt Coil, and Jaquen.
Biron. Sweet lords, fweet lovers, O, let us imbrace :

As true we are, as flefh and blood can be.

The fea will ebb and flow, heaven will fhew his face:

Young blood doth not obey an old decree.

We cannot crofs the caufe why we were born :

Therefore of all hands mud we be forfworn.

King. What, did thefe rent lines fhew fome love of

thine ?

Biron. Did they, quoth you ? Who fees the heavenly

Rofaline,

That (like a rude and favage man of Inde,

At the firft opening of the gorgeous eaft)

Bows not his vaffal head, and, ftrucken blind,

Kifles the bafe ground with obedient bread ?

What peremptory eagle-fighted eye

Dares look upon the heaven of her brow,
That is not blinded by her Majefty?

King. What zeal, what fury, hath infpir'd thee now?
My love (her miilrefs) is a gracious moon ;

She (an attending (tar) lcarce feen a light.

Biron.
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Biron. My eyes are then no eyes, nor I Biron.

O, but for my love, day would turn to night.

Of all complexions the cull'd Soveraignty,

Do meet, as at a Fair, in her fair cheek ;

Where feveral worthies make one dignity 5

Where nothing wants, that want it felf doth feek.

Lend me the flourifh of all gentle tongues j

Fie, painted rhetorick ! O, fhe needs it not:

To things of fale, a feller's praife belongs :

She paffes praife, the praife too fhort doth blot,

A wither'd hermit, fivefcore winters worn,
Might ihake off fifty, looking in her eye :

Beauty doth varnifh age, as if new-born,
And gives the crutch the cradle's infancy j

O, 'tis the fun, that maketh all things fhine.

King. By heav'n, thy love is black as ebony.

Biron. Is ebony like her? O wood divine! (2p)
A wife of fuch wood were felicity.

O, who can give an oath? where is a book,
That I may fwear. Beauty doth beauty lack >

If that fhe learn not of her eye to look ?

No face is fair, that is not full fo black ?

King. O paradox, black is the badge of hell :

The hue of dungeons, and the fcowl of night 5 (30)
'And beauty's creft becomes the heavens well.

Biron. Devils fooneft tempt, refembling fpirits of
light:

O, if in black my lady's brow be deckt,

It mourns, that Painting and ufurping Hair
Should ravifh doters with a falfe afpeft

:

And therefore is fhe born to make black fair,

(29) Is Ebony like her ? O Word divine ! ] This is the Reading of all

the Editions, that I have feen : but both Dr. Thirlby and Mr. Warbur-
' ton concurr'd in reading, (as I had likewife conjectur'd,) O Wood di-

vine

(30) black is the Badge of Hell

;

hue ofDungeons, and the School of Night."] Black, being the School

of r, is a Piece of Myflery above my Comprehanfion. I had
gi it mould be, the Stole of Night : but I have preferr'd the Con-
jecture of my Friend Mr. Warburton, as it comes nearer in Pronuncia-

to the corrupted Reading, as well as agrees better with the other

Images.

Her
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Her Favour turns the fafhion of the days.

For native blood is counted painting now;
And therefore red, that would avoid difpraife,

Paints it felf black to imitate her brow.
Dum. To look like her, are chimney-fweepers black.

Long. And fince her time, are colliers counted
bright.

King. And Ethiops of their fvveet complexion crack.

Dum. Dark needs no candles now, for dark is light.

Biron. Your miftrefTes dare never come in rain,

For fear their colours ihould be wafht away.

King. 'Twere good, yours did : for, Sir, to tell you
plain,

I'll find a fairer face not wafht to day :

Biron. I'll prove her fair, or talk 'till dooms-day here.

King. No devil will fright thee then fo much as fhe.

Dum. I never knew man hold vile fluff fo dear.

Long. Look, here's thy love j my foot and her

face fee.

Biron. O, if the ftreets were paved with thine eyes*

Her feet were much too dainty for fuch tread.

Dum. O vile! then as fhe goes, what upward lies

The ftreet ihould fee as fhe walkt over head.

King. But what of this, are we not all in love ?

Biron. Nothing fo fure, and thereby all forfworn.

King. Then leave this chat 5 and, good Biren^ now
prove

Our loving lawful, and our faith not torn.

Dum. Ay, marry, there 5 fome flattery for this

evil.

Long. O, fome authority how to proceed -

y

Some tricks, fome quillets, how to cheat the devil.

Dum. Some falve for perjury.

Biron. O, 'tis more than need.

Have at you then, Affection's Men at arms 5 (ji)

Coit-

(31) Have at you then Ajfeflions. Men at Arms,"] Thus Mr. Pope has

pointed this Pafi;ige in Both his Iniprefiions, not much to the Praife of

his Sagacity. The third Edition in Folio began the Corruption of the

Place in this Manner;
Have at you then Ajfcfiions, Men at Arms,

which
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Confider, what you firft did fwcar unto

:

To fall, to ftudy, and to fee no woman 5

Flat treafon 'gaintl the kingly ftate of youth.

Say, can you faft ? your ftomachs are too young :

And abftinence ingenders maladies.

And where that you have vow'd to ftudy, (Lords)

In That each of you hath forfworn his book.

Can you ftill dream, and pore, and thereon look ?

For when would you, my Lord, or you, or you,

Have found the ground of Study's excellence,

Without the beauty of a woman's face ?

From womens eyes this doctrine I derive 5

They are the ground, the book, the academies,

From whence doth fpring the true Promethean fire:

Why, univerfal plodding prifons up
The nimble fpirits in the arteries j

As motion and long-during action tires

The finewy vigour of the traveller.

Now, for not looking on a woman's face,

You have in That forfworn the ufe of eyes

5

And Study too, the caufer of your vow.
For where is any author in the world,

Teaches fuch beauty as a woman's eye?

Learning is but an adjunct to our felf,

And where we are, our Learning likewife is.

Then, when our felves we fee in ladies eyes,

Do we not likewife fee our Learning there?

O, we have made a vow to ftudy, lords

>

And in that vow we have forfworn our books

:

For when would you, my liege, or you, or you,
In leaden contemplation have found out

Such fiery numbers, as the prompting eyes

Of beauty's tutors have enrich'd you with?

which Mr. Ronve inadvertently follow'd. But we mull certainly read,

as I have reitor'd to the Text

:

Have at you then, AfFedlionV Men at Arms ;

i. e. Lovers Soldiers. The King fays, towards the Conclufion of this

Scene ;

Saint Cupid, then! and, Soldiers, to the Field I

for by giving Cupid as the Word, he would intimate that they fought
under his Banner,

Oiher
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Other flow arts entirely keep the brain j

And therefore finding barren pra&ifers,

Scarce fhew a harvelt of their heavy toil-

But love, firft learned in a lady's eyes,

Lives not alone immured in the brain:

But with the motion of all elements,

Courfes as fwift as thought in every power

5

And gives to every power a double power,
Above their functions and their offices.

It adds a precious Seeing to the eye :

A lover's eyes will gaze an eagle blind !

A lover's ear will hear the lowed: Sound,
When the fufpicious head of thrift is ftopt. (52)
Love's Feeling is more foft and fenfible,

Than are the tender horns of cockled fnails.

Love's Tongue proves dainty Bacchus grofs in Taftcj
For Savour, is not Love a Hercules?

Still climbing trees in the Hefperides. (33)
Subtld

(3 2) A Lover's Far vjill hear the tovjeji Sound,

When the fufpicious Head of Theft is flop d.~]

I have ventur'd to iubflitute a Word here, againfl the Authority of all

the printed Copies. There is no Contrail of Terms, betwixt a Lover
and a Thief: but betwixt a Lover and a Man of Thrift there is a re-

markable Antithefis. Nor is it true in Fact, I believe, that a Thief har-

den'd to the Profefiion, is always fufpicious of being apprehended ; but

He may fleep as found as an honefter Man. But, according to the

Ideas we have of a Mifer, a Man who makes Lucre and P^his fole

Object and Purfuit, his Sleeps are broken and difturb'd with perpetual,

Apprehenfions of being robb'd of his darling Treafure : confequently his

Ear is upon the attentive Benti even when he fleeps belt.

(33) For Valour is not Love a Hercules,.
'

Still climbing Trees in the Hefperides ?]

J have here again ventur'd to tranfgrefs againit the printed Books. The
Poet is here obferving how all the Senfes are refin'd by Love. But what
has the poor Senfe of Smelling done, not to keep its Place among its Bre-

|

thren ? Then Hercules'*s Valour was not in climbing the Trees, but in at-

tacking the Dragon gardani. I rather think, the Poet meant, that

Hercules was allured by the Odour and Fragrancy of the golden Apples.

So Virgil {peaks of a particular Fruit, upon which the Commentators

arc not agreed.

Ft, ft non alium late jaclaret odorem,
Laurus crat : Georg. II.

Befidcs, letting afidc the Allufion of Hercules to the. Fruit, Lovers think

fo grateful an Odour tranfpires from their Miftreffes, that from every

Fori
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Subtle as Sphinx -> as fweet and mufieal

As bright Apollo's lute, ftrung with his hair :

And when Love fpeaks the voice of all the Gods, ($4)
Mark, Heaven drowfie with the harmony

!

Never durft Poet touch a pen to write,

Until his ink were temper'd with love's fighs

;

O, then his lines would ravifh favage ears,

And plant in tyrants mild humility.- —
From womens eyes this doctrine I derive

:

They fparkle ftill the right Promethean fire,

They are the books, the arts, the academes,

That fhew, contain, and nourifh all the world %

Elfe none at all in ought proves excellent.

Then fools you were, thefe women to forfwear :

Pore (as Nat. Lee has exprefs'd it ) a Perfume falls. To thefe Fragran>

ties the ClaJJics frequently allude.

- quid habes Illius, illius,

£>u<z {pirabat Amores,
Quee mefurpueratmihi. Hot. lib. iVi Od. 13*

Cum tu, Lydia, Telephi
Gervicem rofeam, laclea Telephi

Laudas brachia. Idem. lib. i. Od. 13.

For Badius Afcentius, explaining Cervicem rofeam, fays, i. e, fragran-

tem, autformofam. <*•"

So likewife Virgil, defcribing the Fragancy of Venus,

,

avertens rofea Cervice refulfit9

Ambrofitzque Comee divtnum Vertice Odorem
Spiravere. ^Eneid. I*

(34) And vohen Love fpeaks, the Voice of all the Gods,

Make Heaven drovofie voith the Harmony'.]

As this is writ and pointed in all the Copies, there is neither -&»/?,
nor Concord', as will be obvious to every underftanding Reader. The
fine and eafy Emendation, which I have inferted in the Text, I owe
to my ingenious Friend Mr. Warburton. His Comment on Heaven
being drovofie with the Harmony is no lefs ingenious; and therefore,

I'll fubjoin it in his own Worde. " A4ufick, we mult obferve* in our
*' Author's time had a very different Ufe to what it has now. At pre-
* fent, it is only employ'd to raife and inflame the PaJJions ; then, to
" calm and allay all kind of Perturbations. And, agreeable, to this

" Obfervation, throughout all Shakefpeare's Plays, where Mufick is

" either actually ufed, or its Power defcrib'd, 'tis always faid to be
" for thefe Ends. Particularly, it was moll frequently us'd at the
" Couchee of the Great. Heaven being made drovofie with the Harmony,
" therefore I take to mean, foothing their Cares, and lulling them to
" Reft. For the Clajfical Deities, like earthly Grandees, are fubjeft to
" the moft violent Perturbations of humane Paffions".

Vol. II. L Or,
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Or, keeping what is fworn, you will prove fools.

For wifdom's fake (a word, that all men love)

Or for love's fake, (a word, that loves all men j

)

Or for mens fake, (the author of thefe women 5)
Or womens fake, (by whom we men are men>)
Let us once lofe our oaths, to find our felves j

Or eife we lofe our felves, to keep our oaths.

It is religion to be thus forfworn,

For chancy it felf fulifills the law*
And who can fever love from charity ?

King. Saint Cupid then' and, foldiers, to the field!

Biron. Advance your ftandards, and upon them,
Lords j

Pell-mell, down with thcm$ but be firfl advis'd,

In conflict that you get the fun of them.

Long. Now to plain-dealing, lay thefe glozes by*$

Shall we refolve to woo thefe girls of France?

King. And win them too > therefore let us devife

Some entertainment for them in their Tents.

Biron. Firft, from the Park let us conduct them thi-

ther >

Then homeward every man attach the hand
Of his fair mi(lrefs> in the afternoon

We will with fome ftrange paftime folace them,
Such as the fhortnefs of the time can fhape :

For revels, dances, masks, and merry hours,

Forerun fair love, ftrewing her way with flowers.

King. Away, away! no time fliall be omitted,

That will be time, and may by us be fitted.

Biron. Allons ! allons ! fown Cockle reap'dnocorn;(jj"'

And juftice always whirls in equal meafurej

Light wenches may prove plagues to men forfworn

If fo, our copper buys no better treafure. \JLxcum

(35] Alone, alone, foivd Cockrel,~] The Editors, fure, could have nc

Idea of this PafTage. Biron begins with a Repetition in French of what
the King had faid in Englijh ; dnvay, away ! and then proceeds with a
proverbial ExprefTion, inciting them to what he had before advis'd, from
this Inference ', if We only few Cockle, nve Jkall ne-vcr reap Corn. i. e.

If we <iorTt take the proper Meafures for winning thefe Ladies, we (hall

never atchieve them. Mr. JFarburton.

ACT
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A C T IV.

SCENE,/fc $jrteik

Enter Holofernes, Nathaniel and Dull;

HOLOFERN ES.

SAtis$ quod fufficit.

Nath. I praife God for you, Sir, your reafons

at dinner have been fharp and fententious j plea-*

fant without fcurrility, witty without affectation, au-

dacious without impudency, learned without opinion,

and flrange without herefy : I did converfe this quon-

dam-day with a companion of the King's, who is en-

tituled, nominated, or called* Don Adriano de Armado-.

Hoi. Novi hominem^ tanquam te. His humour is

lofty* his difcourfe peremptory, his tongue filed, his

eye ambitious, his gate majeftical, and his general be-

haviour vain, ridiculous, and thrafonical. He is too

piqued, too fpruce, too affected, too odd, as it were 5

too peregrinate, as I may call it.

Nath, A moll Angular and choice epithet.

{draws out his table-hook.

Hoi, He draweth out the thread of his verbofity fl*

ner than the ftaple of his argument. I abhor fuch pha-
natical phantafms, fuch infociable and point-devife com-
panions 5 fuch rackers of orthography, as do fpeak douc

fine, when he {hould fay doubt 5 dec, when he fhould

pronounce debt* d,e, b, t -, not d, e, t: he clepeth a

calf, cauf: half, hauf: neighbour vocatur nebour>
neigh abbreviated ne : this is abominable, which we
would callabhominable: ($6") it infinuateth me of Infa-

nie Ne intelligis Domine^ to make frantick, lunatick ?

L 2 Nath.

(36) // infinuateth me of in&my : Ne intelligis, Domine, to make
frantick, lunatick ?

Nath
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Nath. Laus deo9 bone9 intelligo.

Hoi. Bone? bone9
for bene \ Prljcian a little

fcratch'd > 'twill ferve.

Enter Armado, Moth and Coftard.

Nath. Videfne quis venit ?

Hoi. Video, IS gaudeo.

Arm. China.
Hoi. <guare Chirra, not Sirrah?

Arm. Men of Peace, well encountred.

Hoi. Moil military Sir, falutation.

Moth, They have been at a great feaft of languages,

and ftole the fcraps.

Coft. O, they have liv'd long on the Alms-basket of

words. I marvel, thy mafter hath not eaten thee for a

word j for thou art not fo long by the head as ho~

norificabilitudinitatibus : thou art eafier fwallow'd than a

flap-dragon.

Moth. Peace, the peal begins.

Arm. Monfieur, are you not lettered?

Moth. Yes, yes, he teaches boys the horn-book :

What is A B fpelt backward with a horn on his head ?

Hoi. Ba, pueritia, with a horn added.

Moth. Ba, mod filly fheep, with a horn. You hear

his learning.

Nath. Laus Deo, bene intelligo.

Hoi. Borne boon for boon Prefcian ; a little Scratch, 'twill ferve.] This

Play is certainly none of the belt in it felf, but the Editors have been

fo very happy in making it worfe by their Indolence, that they have

left me Augeass Stable to cleanfe : and a Man had need have the

Strength of a Hercules to heave out all their Rubbifli. But to Bufinefs

;

Why mould infamy be explained by makingfrantick, /unatick ? It is

plain and obvious that the Poet intended, the Pedant mould coin an

uncouth affected Word here, infanie, from infa?iia ofthe Latines. Then,
what a Piece of unintelligible Jargon have thefe learned Criticks given us

for Latin e ? 1 think, I may venture to affirm, I have reltor'd the Paf-

fage to its true Purity.

Nath. Laus Deo, bone, intelligo.

The Curate, addreffing with Complaifance his brother Pedant, fays, bone,

to him, as we frequently in Terence find bone Vir ; but the Pedant think-

ing, he had mifbken the Adverb, thus defcants on it.

Bone? bone for bene . Prifcian a little fcratcljd : "'twillferve.

.Alluding to the common Phrafe, Diminuis Prifciani caput, apply'd to

fuch as ipeak falfe Lai inc.

Hot.
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Hoi. £>uis<> quis, thou confonant?

Moth. The third of the five vowels, if you repeat

them 5 or the fifth, if I. ($7)
Hoi. I will repeat them, a e I

Moth. The fheep -

y the other two concludes it,Oj u.

Arm. Now by the fait wave of the Mediterranean^ a

fweet touch, a quick venew of wit ; fhip, fnap, quick
and home j it rejoiceth my intellect; true wit.

Moth. Offer'd by a child to an old man: which is

wit-old.

Hoi. What is the figure? what is the figure?

Moth. Horns.
HoL Thou difputeft like an infant ; go, whip thy

gigg-

Moth. Lend me your horn to make one, and I will

whip about your infamy (38) circum circa ; a gigg of

a cuckold's horn.

Coft. An I had but. one penny in the world, thou
mould ft have it to buy ginger-bread *, hold, there is

the very remuneration I had of thy mafter, thou half-

penny purfe of wit, thou pidgeon-egg of difcretion.

O, that the heav'ns were fo pleafed, that thou wert but

mybaftard! what a joyful father wouldft thou make
me? go to, thou haft it ad dunghill -, at the finger's

ends, as they fay.

Hoi. Oh, I fmell falfe latine, dunghil for unguem.

Arm. Arts* man, praambula; we will be fingled from
the barbarous. Do you not educate youth at the charge-

houfe on the top of the mountain ?

Hoi. Or, Mom the hill.

(37) The laft of the five Vowels, if you repeat them', or the fifth if I

:

Hoi. I will repeat them, a e I

Moth. The Sheep : the other two concludes it out.} Wonderful Saga-
city again ! All the Editions agree in this Reading; but is not the /a/?,

and the fifth, the feme Vowel ? Tho' my Correction reftores but a poor
Conundrum, yet if it reftores the Poe^s Meaning, it is the Duty of afl

Editor to trace him in his loweft Conceits. By, O, U, Moth would
mean — Oh, You. — i. e. You are the Sheep ftill, either way ; no Mat-
ter, which of Us repeats them.

(38) I'will whip about your Infamy unum cita j] Here again all the

Editions give us Jargon inftead of Latine. But Math would certainly fay,

circum circa : i. e. about and about.

L J Arrik
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Arm. At your fwcet pleafure, for the mountain.
Hoi. I do, fans queftion.

Arm. Sir, it is the King's moft fweet pleafure and

affe&ion, to congratulate the Princefs at her Pavilion,

in the pofteriors of this day, which the rude multitude

call the afternoon.

Hoi. The pofterior of the day, moft generous Sir, is

liable, congruent, and meafurable for the afternoon :

the word is well cull'd, choice, fweet, and apt, I do
aflure you, Sir, I do aflure.

Arm. Sir, the King is a noble gentleman, and my
familiar ; I do aflure ye, my very good friend j for

what is inward between us, let it pais ~- I do be-

feech thee, remember thy curtefie— I befeech thee^

apparel thy head,— and among other importunate and

moft ferious defigns, and of great import indeed

too but let that pafs;— for I rnuft tell thee, it will

pleafe his Grace (by the world) fometime to lean up-
on my poor fhoulder, and with his royal finger thus

dally with my excrement, with my muftachio ; but
fweet heart, let that pafs. By the world, I recount no
fable; fome certain fpecial honours it pleafeth his

Greatnefs to impart to Armado^ a foldier, a man of

travel, that hath feen the world y but let that pafs—

•

the very all of all is— but fweet heart, I do implore

fecrecy— that the King would have me prefent the

Princefs (fweet chuck) with fome delightful oftentation x

or fhow, or pageant, or antick, or fire-work. Now,
underftanding that the Curate and your fweet felf are

good at fuch eruptions, and fudden breaking out of

mirth, (as it were) I have acquainted you withalr to the

end to crave your affiftance.

Hoi. Sir, you fhail prefent before her the nine Wor-
thies. Sir, as concerning fome entertainment of time,

fome fhow in the pofterior of this day, to. be rendred

by our affi Hants at the King's command, and this moft
gallant, illuftrate and learned gentleman, before the

Princefs: I fay, none fo fit as to prefent the nine

Worthies.

Nath.
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Natb. Where will you find men worthy enough to

prefent them ?

Hoi. Jojhua, your felf \ this gallant man, Judas Ma-
iabeus-9 this fwain (beeaufe of his great Jimb or joint)

fhall pafs Pompey the great ; and the page, Hercules.

Arm. Pardon, Sir, error : he is not quantity enough
for that Worthy's thumb j he is not fo big as the end
of his club.

Hoi. Shall I have audience? he fhall prefent Hercules

in minority: his Enter and Exit fliall be ftrangling a

fnake ; and I will have an apology for that purpofe.

Moth. An excellent device : for if any of the au-
dience hifs, you may cry 3 " well done, Hercules, now
" thou crufheft the fnake >" that is the way to make
an offence gracious, tho' few have the grace to do it.

Arm. For the reft of the Worthies,
Hoi. I will play three my felf.

Moth. Thrice-worthy gentleman

!

Arm. Shall I tell you a thing?

Hoi. We attend.

Arm. We will have, if this fadge not, an Antick.
I befeech you, follow.

Hoi. Via! good-man Dull, thou haft fpoken no word
all this while.

Dull. Nor underftood none neither, Sir.

Hoi. Allons -, we will employ thee.

Dull. I'll make one in a dance, or fo : or I will

play on the tabcr to the Worthies* and let them dance
the hay.

Hoi. Moft dull, honeft, Dull, to our Sport away.

\Exeunt.

SCENE, before the Trincefs's ^Pavilion.

Enter Princefs> and Ladies.

SWeet hearts, we fhall be rich ere we depart^

If Fairings come thus plentifully in.

A lady wall'd about with diamonds!
Look you, what I have from the loving King.

Roja. Madam, came nothing elfe along with- That?
L 4 Prin%

Prin.
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Prin. Nothing but this ? yes, as much love in

rhyme, (59)
As would be cram'd up in a fheet of paper,

Writ on both fides the leaf, margent and all;

That he was fain to feal on Cupid's name.

Rofa. That was the way to make his God-head wax,

For he hath been five thoufand years a boy.

Cath. Ay, and a fhrewd unhappy gallows too.

Rofa. You'll ne'er be friends with himj he kill'd

your filter.

Cath. He made her melancholy, fad and heavy.

And fo Ihe died ; had fhe been light, like you.

Of fuch a merry, nimble, ftirring fpirit,

She might have been a grandam ere fhe dy'd.

And fo may you 5 for a light heart lives long.

Rofa. What's your dark meaning, moufe, of this

light word ?

Cath. A light condition, in a beauty dark.

Rofa. We need more light to find your meaning
out.

Cath. You'll marr the light, by taking it in fnuff:

Therefore I'll darkly end the argument.

Rofa. Look, what you do ; and do it ftill i'th' dark.

Cath. So do not you, for you are a light wench.
Rofa. Indeed, I weigh not you ; and therefore light.

Cath. You weigh me not * O, that's, you care not

for me.

Rofa. Great reafon ; for paft Cure is ftill paft Care. (40)
Prin. Well bandied both ; a fet of wit well play'd.

Out, Rofaline^ you have a Favour too

:

Who fent it? and what is it?

(39) " '

'

" as much Love in Rhyme,
Js "would be cram'd up in a Sheet of Paper,

Writ on both fides the Leaf margent and all.]

T dare not affirm This to be an Imitation, but it carries a mighty Re-

f< mhlance of this Paflage in the Beginning of Ju<venal\ firft Satire.

fummi plena jam margine libril

Scriptus, ts
5

in tergo, nee diimfinitus Oreftes.

(40) for pafi Care is
ft

'ill paft Cure.] The Tranfpofiti.on

ivliich I have made in the two Words, Care and Cure, is by the Di-

* .clion of the ingenious Dr. Thirtby. The Reafon fpeaks for it felf.

Rofa.
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Rofa. I would, you knew.

And if my face were but as fair as yours,

My favour were as great -

y be witnefs this.

Nay, I have verfes too, I thank Biron.

The numbers true 5 and were the numbring too,

I were the faireft Goddefs on the ground.

I am compar'd to twenty thoufand fairs.

O, he hath drawn my picture in his letter.

Prin. Any thing like ?

Rofa. Much in the letters, nothing in the praife.

Prin. Beauteous as ink 5 a good conclufion.

Cath. Fair as a text B in a copy-book.

Rofa. Ware pencils. How ? let me not die your
debter,

My red dominical, my golden letter.

O, that your face were not fo full of Oes!

Cath. Pox of that jeft,and I befhrew all fhrews : (41)

Prin. But what was fent to you from fair Dumaine?
Cath. Madam, this glove.

Prin* Did he not fend you twain ?

Cath. Yes, madam ; and moreover,

Some thoufand verfes of a faithful lover.

A huge tranflation of hypocrifie,

Vildly compil'd, profound fimplicity.

Mar. This, and thefe pearls, to me fent Longavilk >

The letter is too long by half a mile.

Prin. I think no lefs > doit thou not wi(h in heart,

The chain were longer, and the letter fhort?

Mar. Ay, or I would thefe hands might never part.

Prin. We are wife girls, to mock our lovers for't.

Rofa. They are worfe fools to purchafe mocking fo.

That fame Biron I'll torture, ere I go.

O, that I knew he were but in by th' week,

(41) Prin. Pox of thatjeaft, and I be/brew all Shrews.

As the Princefs has behav'd with great Decency all along hitherto,

there is no Reafon to be affign'd why fhe {houlc} flaft all at once into this

courfe Dialect. Bu{ I am perfwaded, the Editors only have made her

go out of Character. In fhort, Rofaline and Catharine are rallying one
another without Referve ; and to Catharine this firft Line certainly be-

long'd, and therefore I have ventur'd once mors to put her in PofTeffion

ef it.

How
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How I would make him fawn, and beg, and feek,

And wait the feafon, and obferve the times,

And fpend his prodigal wits in bootlefs rhimes,
And fhape his fervice all to my behefts,

And make him proud to make me proud with jefts :

So Pedant-like would I o'erfway his Hate, (42,)

That he (hould be my fool, and I bis fate.

Prin, None are fo furely caught, when they are

catch'd,

As wit turn'd fool j folly, in wifdom hatcb'd,

Hath wifdom's warrant, and the help of fchool j

And wit's, own grace to grace a learned fool.

Rofa. The blood of youth burns not in fuch excefs

As gravities revolt to wantonnefs.

Mar, Folly in fools bears not fo ftrong a note,

As fool'ry in the wife, when wit doth dote :

Since all the power thereof it doth apply,

To prove, by wit, worth in fimplicity.

Enter Boyet.

Prin. Here comes Boyet^ and mirth is in his face,

Boyet. O, I am ftab'd with laughter ; where's her
Grace ?

Prin. Thy news, Boyet?

Boyet, Prepare, madam, prepare.

Arm, wenches, arm; Encounters mounted are

Againft your peace 5 love doth approach difguis'd,

Armed in arguments j you'll be furpriz'd.

Mufter your wits, ftand in your own defence,

Or hide your heads like cowards, and fly hence.

Prin, Saint Dennisr to faint Cupid ! what are they,

That charge their breath againft us ? fay, fcout, fay.

(42) So pertaunt like nvould I o'erfway bis State,'] If the Editors are

acquainted with this Word, and can account for the Meaning of it, their

Induftry has been more fuccefsful than mine, for I can no where trace it.

So pedant like, as I have ventur'd to replace in the Text, makes very

good Senfe, i. e. in fuch lordly, controlling, manner would I bear Myfelf

over him, &c. What Biron fays of a Pedant, towards the Conclufion of

the 2d Act, countenances this Conjecture.

A domineering Pedant oer the boy,

Than whom no. Mortal more magnificent.

Boyeh
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Boyet. Under the cool lhade of a fycamore,

I thought to clofe mine eyes fome half an hours.

When, lo ! to interrupt my purposed Reft,

Toward that fhade, I might behold, addreft

The King and his companions -> warily

I ftole into a neighbour thicket by

;

And over-heard, what you mall over-hear

:

That, by and by, difguis'd they will be here*

Their Herald is a pretty knavifh Page,

That well by heart hath conn'd his embafTage,

$£fcion and accent did they teach him there j

Thus muft thou fpeak, and thus thy body bear*

And ever and anon they made a doubt,

Prefence majeftical would put him out

:

For, quoth the King, an Angel ihalt thou fee j

Yet fear not thou, but fpeak audaciouily.

The boy reply 'd, an Angel is not evil j

I mould have fear'd her, had fhe been a Devil. —

—

With that all laugh'd, and clap'd him on the moulder,
Making the bold wag by their praifes bolder.

One rubt>'d his elbow thus, and fleer'd, and fwore,

A better fpeech was never fpoke before.

Another with his finger and his thumb,
Cry'd, vial we will do't, come what will come.
The third he caper'd and cry'd, all goes well

:

The fourth turn'd on the toe, and down he fell.

With that they all did tumble on the ground,
With fuch a zealous laughter, fa profound, (4$)
That in this fpleen ridiculous appears.

To check their folly, paffion's folemn te^rs.

(43) With fitch a %ealous Laughter, Jo profound,
'That in this Spleen ridiculous appears,

fb check their Folly , pajjions, folemn tears]

As Mr. Roive and Mr. Pope have writ and ftop'd this Paflage, 'tis plain,

they gave themfelves no Pains to underitand the Author's Meaning. Tho'
for the Rhyme-fake, we have a Verb fmgular following a Subflanti've
plural, yet This is what Shakefpeare would fay ; " They cry'd as heartily

J*
with laughing, as if the deepeft Grief had been the Motive". So be-

fore, in Midfummer Nighfs Dream.
Made mine Eyes water, but more merry tears

The Painon of loud Laughter neverJbed,
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Prin. But what, but what, come they to vifit us?
Boyet. They do, they do -

y and are apparel'd thus,

Like MofcoviteS) or Ruffians^ as I guefs.

Their purpofe is to parley, court and dance;
And every one his love-feat will advance

TJnto his feveral miftrefs; which they'll know
By Favours fev'ral, which they did beflow.

Prin. And will they fo ? the gallants ihall be taskt

;

For, ladies, we will every one be maskt:

And not a man of them ihall have the grace,

Defpight of fuite, to fee a lady's face.

Hold, Rofaline -, this Favour thou ihalt wear,

And then the King will court thee for his Dear :

Hold, take thou this, my fweer, and give me thine

;

So ihall Biron take me for Rofaline.

And change your Favours too ; fo fhall your Loves
Woo contrary, deceiv'd by thefe removes.

Rofa. Come on then, wear the Favours moil in fight.

Catb. But in this changing, what is your intent?

Prin. Th' effecl: of my intent is to crofs theirs ->

They do it but in mocking merriment,

And mock for mock is only my intent.

Their feveral councils they unbofom ihall

To loves miitook, and fo be mockt withal,

Upon the next occafion that we meet
With vifages difplay'd to talk and greet.

Rofa. But fhall we dance, if they defire us to't?

Prin. No •, to the death, we will not move a foot

;

Nor to their pen'd fpeech render we no grace:

But while 'tis fpoke, each turn away her face.

Boyet. Why,that contempt will kill the Speaker's heart,

And quite divorce his memory from his Part.

Prin. Therefore I do it •, and I make no doubt,

The reft will ne'er come in, if he be out.

There's no fuch Sport, as Sport by Sport o'erthrownj

To make theirs ours, and ours none but our own

;

So fhall we flay, mocking intended game ;

And they, well mockt, depart away withihame. {Sound.

Boyet. The trumpet founds ; be maskt, the maskers
come.

Enter.
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Enter the King, Biron, Longaville, Dumain, and at-

tendanlS) difguis'd like Mofcovites > Moth with

Mujickj as for a mafquerade.

Moth, All hail^ the richefi beauties on the earth !

Boyet. Beauties, no richer than rich taffata. (4%)
Moth. A holy parcel of the faireft dames^

tfhat ever turn d their backs to mortal views.

[The ladies turn their backs to him.

Biron. Their eyes, villain, their eyes.

Moth. "That ever turned their eyes to mortal views.

Out
Biron. True 5 out, indeed.

Moth. Out of your favours^ heavenly Spirits^ vouchfafe

Not to behold.

Biron. Once to behold, rogue.

Moth. Once to behold with your fun-beamed eyes—
With your fun-beamed eyes \ -

Boyet. They will not anfwer to that epithete*

You were beft call it daughter-beamed eyes.

Moth. They do not mark me, and that brings me
out.

Biron. Is this your perfe&nefs ? be gone, you rogue.

Rofa. What would thefe flrangers ? know their minds,
Boyet.

If they do fpeak our language, 'tis our Will
That lome plain man recount their purpofes.

Know, what they would.

Boyet. What would you with the Princefs ?

Biron. Nothing, but peace and gentle vifitation.

Rofa-. What would they, fay they?

Boyet. Nothing, but peace and gentle vifitation.

Rofa, Why, That they have 5 and bid them fo be
gone.

(44) Biron. Beauties, na richer than rich Taffata.] All the Editors

concur to give this Line to Biron ; but, furely, very abfurdly : for he's

One of the zealous Admirers, and hardly would make fuch an Inference.

Boyet is fneering at the Parade of their Addrefs, is in the fecret of the

Ladies Stratagem,; and makes himfe^f Sport at the Abfurdity of their

Proem, in complimenting their Beauty, when they were mask'd. It

therefore comes from him with the utmofl Propriety.

Boyet.



1 5 8 LoVeV Labour's lofi.

Boyet. She fays, you have it j and you may be gon&
King. Say to her, we have meafur'd many miles.

To tread a meafure with her on the grafs.

Boyet. They fay, that they have meafur'd many
m ile,

To tread a meafure with you on this grafs.

Rofa. It is not fo. Ask them, how many inches

Is in one mile : if they have meafur'd manyj
The meafure then of one is eafily told.

Boyet, If to come hither you have meafur'd miles,

And many miles j the Princefs bids you tell,

How many inches doth fill up one mile ?

Biron. Tell her, we meafure them by weary fleps,

Boyet. She hears her felf.

Rofa. How many weary fteps

Of many weary miles, you have o'ergone,

Are number'd in the travel of one mile?

Biron. We number nothing that wefpend for you j

Our duty is fo rich, fo infinite,

That we may do it ftill without accompt.
Vouchfafe to fhew the funfhine of your face,

That we (like favages) may worfhip it.

Rofa. My face is but a moon and clouded
too.

King. BleiTed are clouds, to do as fuch clouds

do.

Vouchfafe, bright moon, and thefe thy ftars, to fhine

(Thofe clouds remov'd) upon our watery eyne.

Rofa. O vain petitioner, beg a greater matter

>

Thou now requeft'ft but moon-fhine in the water.

King. Then in our meafure vouchfafe but one
change $

Thou bid'ft me beg, this begging is not flrange.

Rofa. Play, mufick, thenj nay, you mud do it

foon.

Not yet? no dance? thus change I, like the moon.
King. Will you not dance ? how come you thus e*

ftrang'd ?

Rofa. You took the moon at full, but now fhe's

chang'd.

King.
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King. Yet ftill (he is the moon, and I the man. (4f

}

The mufick plays,vouchfafe fome motion to it

Rofa. Our ears vouchfafe it

King. But your legs fhould do it.

Rofa. Since you are flrangers, and come here by
chance,

WeUl not be nice 5 take hands j— wc will not dance.

King. Why take you hands then!

Rofa. Only to part friends $

Curt'fie, fweet hearts, and fo the meafure ends.

King. More meafure of this meafure > be not nice.

Rofa. We can afford no more at fuch a price.

King. Prize your felves then* what buys your com-
pany?

Rofa. Your abfence only.

King. That can never be.

Rofa. Then cannot we be bought; and fo, adieu

j

Twice to your vifor, and half once to you.

King. If you deny to dance, let's hold more chat.

Rofa. In private then.

King. I am beft pleas'd with That.

Biron. White-handed miftrefs, one fweet word with
thee.

Prin. Honey, and milk, and fugar, there is three.

Biron. Nay then, two treys j and if you grow fo

nice,

Methegline, wort, and malmfeyj well run, dice:

There's half a dozen fweets.

Prin. Seventh fweet, adieu;

Since you can cog, I'll play no more with you.

(45) King. Yet Jiilljbe is the Moon, and I the Man.
Roia. The Mufick flays, vouchfafefome Motion to it',

Our Ears vouchfafe zY.]

This Verfe, about the Man in the Moon, I verily believe to be fpurious,

and an Interpolation : becaufe, in the firft place, the Conceit of it is not

purfued ; and then it entirely breaks in upon the Chain of the Cou-
plets, and has no Rhyme to it. However, I have not ventur'd to

cafheer it. The 2d Verfe is given to Rofa/ine, but very abfurdly.

The King is intended to follicit the Princefs to dance ; but the Ladies

had beforehand declared their Refolutions of not complying. It is evi-

dent therefore,that it is the King, who fh >uid importune Rofaliney whom
he miitakes for the Princefe, to dance with him.

Biron.
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Biron. One word in fecrct.

Prin. Let it not be fweet.

Biron. Thou griev'ft my gall.

Prin. Gall? bitter.

Biron. Therefore meet.

Dum. Will you vouchfafe with me to change a word ?

Mar. Name it.

Dum. Fair lady, -

Mar. Say you fo ? fair lord :

Take that for your fair lady.

Dum. Pleafe it you>
As much in private 5 and I'll bid adieu.

Catb. What, was your vizor made without i

tongue ?

Long, I know the reafon, lady, why you ask.

Cath. O, for your reafon! quickly, Sir 5 I long.

Long. You have a double tongue within your mask,
And would afford my fpeechlefs vizor half.

Gath. Veal, quoth the Dutch man 5 is not veal a

calf?

Long. A calf, fair lady ?

Cath. No, a fair lord-calf.

Long. Let's pare the word.
Cath. No, I'll not be your half}

Take all, and wean it > it may prove an ox.

Long. Look, how you butt your felf in thefe {harp

mocks!
Will you give horns, chafte lady? do not fo.

Cath. Then die a calf, before your horns do grow.
Long. One word in private with you, ere I die.

Cath. Bleat foftly then, the butcher hears you cry.

Boyet. The tongues of mocking wenches are as keen

As is the razor's edge, invincible,

Cutting a fmaller hair than may be feen :

Above the fenfe of fenfe, fo fenfible

Secmeth their conference, their conceits have wings;
Fleecer than arrows, bullets, wind, thought, fwifter

things.

Rofa. Not one word more, my maids 3 break off,

break off.

Biron.
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Biron. By heaven, all dry beaten with pure feoff. —

•

King. Farewell, mad wenches, you have fimpte

wits. [Exeunt King and Lords*

Prin. Twenty adieus, my frozen Muscovites.

Are thefe the Breed of wits fo wondred at ?

Boyet. Tapers they are, with your fweet breaths

puft out.

Rofa. Well-liking wits truey have 5 grofs, grofs > fat^

fat.

Prin. O poverty in wit, kingly poor flout

:

Will they not (think you) hang themfelves to night ?

Or ever, but in vizors, fhew their faces?

This pert Biron was out of count'nance quite.

Rofa. O ! they were all in lamentable cafes.

The King was weeping-ripe for a good word.
Prin. Biron did fwear himfelf out of all fuit.

Mar. Dumain was at my fervice, and his fword t

No, point, quoth I ; my fervant ftrait was mute.
.- Cath. Lord Longaville faid, I came o'er his hearts

And, trow you, what he call'd me!
Prin. Qualm, perhaps.

Cath. Yes, in good faith.

Prin. Go, ficknefs as thou art!

Rofa. Well, better wits have worn plain ftatute

caps.

But will you hear ? the King is my love fworn.

Prin. And quick Biron hath plighted faith to me.
Cath. And Longaville was for my fervice born.

Mar. Dumain is mine, as fure as bark on tree.

Boyet. Madam, and pretty miftreiTes, give ear

:

Immediately they will again be here
In their own fliapes $ for it can never be,

They will digeft this harfh indignity.

Prin. Will they return ?

Boyet. They will, they will, God knows;
And leap for joy, though they are lame with blows

:

Therefore change Favours, and when they repair,

Blow like fweet rofes in this fummer air.

Prin. How blow? how blow? fpeak to be under-
flood.

Vol. II. M Boyet.
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Boyet. Fair ladies, maskt, are rofes iri their bud $ (4$)
Or angel-veiling Clouds : are rofes blown,
Dirmaskt, their damask fweet Commixture fhewn.

Prin. Avaunt, perplexity ! what fhall we do,

If they return in their own fhapes to woo ? •

Rof. Good Madam, if by me you'll be advis'd,

Let's mock them ftill, as well known, as difguis'd $

Let us complain to them what fools were here,

Difguis'd, like Mufcovites^ in ihapelefs gear*

And wonder what they were, and to what end
Their mallow Shows, and Prologue vildly pen'd,

And their rough carriage fo ridiculous,

Should be prefented at our Tent to us.

Boyet. Ladies, withdraw, the Gallants are at hand.
Prin. Whip to our Tents, as roes run o'er the land.

[Exeunt,

A C T V.

SCENE, before the Princefs's Pavilion.

Enter the King, Biron, Longaville, and Dumain, in

their own habits 5 Boyet, meeting them.

King.
AIR Sir, God fave you. Where's the Princefs?

Boyet. Gone to her Tent.

Pleafe it your Majefty, command me any fervice

to her ?

F
(46) Fair Ladies maskt art rofes in the hud :

Dismaskt, their damask fiveef Commixturefhonjont

Are Angels vailing Clouds, or rofes blown.

^

As thefe Lines Hand in all the Editions, there is not only an Anticlimax

wit 1 a Vengeance; but fuch a Jumble, that makes the whole, I think,

ftark Non/enfe. I have venturd at a Tranfpofition of the 2d and 3d

Lines, by the Advice of my Friend Mr. Warburton ; and by a minute

Change, or two, clear'd up the Senfe, I hope, to the Poet's Intention.

King,
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King. That flie vouchfafc me audience for one word*

Boyet. I will j and fo will me, I know, my lord. \Exit*

Biran. This fellow picks up wit, as pigeons peas ;

And utters it again, when Jove doth plcafe :

He is wit's pedlar, and retails his wares

At wakes and waflals, meetings, markets, fairs i

And we that fell by grofs, the Lord doth know,
Have not the grace to grace it with fuch fhow.
This Gallant pins the wenches on his fleeve $

Had he been Adam^ he had tempted Eve.

He can carve too, and lifp : why, this is he*

That kift away his hand in courtefie*

This is the ape of form, Monfieur the nice,

That, when he plays at tables, chides the dice

In honourable terms : nay, he cart fing

A mean moft mainly $ and, in ufhering,

Mend him who can* the ladies call him fweet $

The flairs, as he treads on them, kifs his feet.

This is the flower, that fmiles on every one, (47)
To fhew his teeth, as white as whale his bone. '

^

lAnd

(47) This is the Fl'dwV, that fmiles on entry one, J

A flower fmiling, is a very odd Image. I once fufpected, that the Poet

might have wrote j

This is the Fleerer, fmiles on entry Qne.

But nothing is to be alter'd in the Text. The Metaphor is to be jufti-

lied by our Author's Ufage in other PafTages.

Romeo and Juliet.

Mer. Nay, I am the very Pink of Courtefie.

Rom. 'Pinkfor Flower.

And again

;

He is not the Flower of Courtefle i but, I warrant hiin as gentle tis d
Lamb.
But the compkx Metaphor, as it (lands in the PafTage before us, will be
much better juitified by a fine piece of Criticifm, which my ingenious
Friend Mr. Warburton fent me upon this Subject. I'll fubjoin it in his

own Words. " What the Criticks call the broken, disjointed, and mixt
" Metaphor are very great Faults in Writing. But then obferve this
" Rule, which, I think, is of general and conftant Ufe in Writing,
" and very neeeffary to direct one's Judgment in this part of Style.
** That when a Metaphor is grown fo common as to defert, as'twera,
" thefgurati'-ve, and to be receiv'd into the Jimple or common Style,
" then what may be affirm'd of the Subftance, may be affirm'd of the
" Image, i. e. the Metaphor : For a Metaphor is an Image. To ilia-

M 2 « itrat«
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And conferences, that will not not die in debt,
Pay him the due of honey-tongu'd Boyet.

King. A blifter on his fvveet tongue with my heart,

That put Armado's Page out of his Part

!

Enter the Princefs^ Rofaline, Maria, Catharine, Boyet,
and attendants,

Biron. See, where it comes $ behaviour, what wert
thou,

'Till this man fhew'd thee ? and what art thou now ?

King. All hail, fweet Madam, and fair time of day!
Prin. Fair in all hail is foul, as I conceive.

King. Conitrue my fpeeches better, if you may.
Prin. Then wiili me better, I will give you leave.

King. Wc come to vifit you, and purpofe now
To lead you to our Court 5 vouchfafe it then.

Prin* This field fhall hold me, andfo hold your vow :

Nor God, nor I, delight in perjur'd men.
King. Rebuke me not for That, which you provoke 5

The vertue of your eye muft break my oath.

" ft ate this Rule by the Example before us. A very complainant,
" finical, over-gracious Perfon was in our Author's time To commonly
" call'd a Flower, (or as he elfewhere ftyles it, the Pink of Courtejie,)

" that in common Talk, or in the loweft Style, it might be well ufed,

" without continuing the Difcourfe in the Terms of that Metaphor, but
'• turning them on the Perfon i'o denominated. And now I will give
" the Reafcn of my Rule. In the lefs-ufed Metaphors, our Mind is

'* lb turn'd upon the Image which the Metaphor conveys, that it eX-
" peels that that Image ihould be for a little time continued, by
" Terms proper to keep it up. But if, for want of thefe Terms, the
" Image be no fooner prefented, but dropt ; the Mind fuffers a
" kind of Violence by being call'd off unexpectedly and fuddenly
* ; from its Contemplation : and from hence the broken, disjointed, and
" ptixt Metaphor fhocks us. But when the Metaphor is worn and
" hackney'd by common Ufe, even the firit Mention of it does not
" rai:c in the Mind the Image of it ielf, but immediately prefents the

" UK a of the Subflance: And then to endeavour to continue the I-

" mage, and keep it up in the Mind by proper adapted Terms,
" would, on the other hand, have as ill an Effect ; becaufe the Mind
" is aire; ne off from tie metaphorical J mage to the Subllance.

" G 'Criticks would do well to confider what has been here
" iai ... \ hen they fei upon amending Greek and Roman Writings.

" i'o,- ;;.- much-ufed, hackney'd Metaphors w thofe Languages mult

imperfectly known: and consequently, Without great

" Caution, they wfli be iubjed to aft temerarioufly.

Prin.
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Prin. You nick-name virtue* vice you fhould have

fpoke :

For virtue's office never breaks mens troth.

Now, by my maiden honour, yet as pure

As the unfully'd lilly, I proteft,

A world of torments though I fhould endure,

I would not yield to be your houfe's gueit

:

So much I hate a breaking caufe to be

Of heav'nly oaths, vow'd with integrity.

King. O, you have liv'd in defolation here,

Unfeen, unvifited, much to our fhame.

Prin. Not fo, my lord 5 it is not fo, I fwearj

We have had paftimes here, and pleafant game.
A mefs of Ruffians left us but of late.

King How, Madam ? Ruffians ?

Prin. Ay, in truth, my lord ;

Trim gallants, full of courtfhip, and of ftate.

Rofa. Madam, fpeak true. It is not fo, my lord :

My lady (to the manner of the days)

In courtefie gives undeferving praife.

We four, indeed, confronted were with four,

In Ruffian habit : here they ftay'd an hour,
And talk'd apace 5 and in that hour, my lord,

They did not blefs us with one happy word.
I dare not call them fools •, but this I think,

When they are thirfty, fools would fain have drinjc.

Biron. This jeft is dry to me. Fair, gentle, fweet,

Your wit makes wife things foolifh 5 when we greet

With eyes beft feeing heaven's fiery eye,

By light we lofe light 5 your capacity

Is of that nature, as to your huge (lore

Wife things feem foolifh, and rich things but poor.

Rofa. This proves you wife and rich ; tor in my eye—-
Biron. I am a fool, and full of poverty.

Rofa. But that you take what doth to you belong,

It were a fault to fnatch words from my tongue.

Biron. O, I am yours, and all that I poflefc.

Rofa. All the fool mine ?

Biron. I cannot give you lefs.

Rofa. Which of the vizors was it, that you wore?
M } Biron,
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Biron. Where? when? what vizor? why demand
you this ?

Rofa, There, then, that vizor, that fuperflaous

Cafe,

That hid the worfe, and fhew'd the better face.

tS%n We are defcried -, they'll mock us now down-?

right.

J)um. Let us confefs, and turn it to a jeft

Prin. Amaz'd, my lord ? why looks your Highnefs

fad ?

Rofa. Help, hold his brows, he'll fwoon : why look

you pale?

Sea-fick, I think, coming from Mufcovy.
Biron. Thus pour the ftars down plagues for Perjury.

Can any face of brafs hold longer out?
Here fland I, lady, dart thy skill at me $

Bruife me with fcorn, confound me with a flout,

Thruft thy nharp wit quite through my ignorance $

Cut me to pieces with thy keen conceit j

And I will wifli thee never more to dance,

Nor never more in Ruffian habit wait.

O! never will I truft to fpeeches pen'd,

Nor to the motion of a fchool-boy's tongue %

Nor never come in vizor to my friend,

Nor woo in rhime like a blind harper's fong$
Taffata-phrafcs, (ilk en terms precife,

Three- pii'd hyperboles, fpruce affectation.

Figures pedantical, thefe fummer-flies,

Have blown me full of maggot orientation,

I do forfwear them^ and I here proteft,

By this white glove, (how white the hand, God
knows !)

Henceforth my wooing mind fhall be expreft

In ruffet yeas, and hone ft kerfie noes :

And to begin, wench, fo God help me, law,

My love to thee is found, fans crack or flaw.

Rofa. Sans, fans, I pray you.

Biron. Yet 1 have a trick

Of the old rage : bear with me, I am fick.

I'll leave it by degrees : foft, let us fee *

Write,



Love'* Labour's lofi. *<>7

Write, Lord have mercy on us, on thofc three*

They are infefted, in their hearts it lyes *

They have the plague, and caught it of your eyes

;

Thefe lords are vifited, you are not free j

For the lord's tokens on you both I fee.

Prin. No, they are free, that gave thefe tokens

to us.

Biron. Our ftates are forfeit, feek not to undo us.

Rofa. It is not fo > for how can this be true,

That you ftand forfeit, being thofc that fue ?

Biron. . Peace, for I will not have to do with you.

Rofa. Nor {hall not, if I do as I intend.

Biron. Speak for your felves, my wit is at an end.

King. Teach us, fweet Madam, for our rude trani-

greflion

Some fair excufe.

Prin. The faireft is confeffion.

Were you not here, but even now, difguis'd ?

King. Madam, I was.

Prin. And were you well advis'd?

King. I was, fair Madam.
Prin. When you then were here,

What did you whifper in your lady's ear?

King. That more than all the world I did reipect

her. .„

Prin. When /he {hall challenge this, you will re-

ject her.

King. Upon mine honour, no.

Prin. Peace, peace, forbear:

Your oath once broke, you force not to fori wear.

King. Defpife me, when I break this oath of mine.

Prin. I will, and therefore keep it. Rofalwe,

What did the Ruffian whifper in your ear ?

Rofa. Madam,' he fwore, that he did hold me dear

As precious eye fight j and did value me
Above this world * adding thereto moreover,

That he would wed me, or elfe die my lover.

Prin. God give thee joy of him ! the noble lord

Moft honourably doth uphold his word.

M 4 King.
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King. What mean you, Madam ? by my life,my trothj

I never fwore this lady fuch an oath.

Rofa. By heav'n, you did j and to confirm it plain,

You gave me this : but take it, Sir, again.

King. My ftith, and this, to th' Princefs I did give

5

I knew her by this jewel on her fleeve.

Prin. Pardon me, Sir, this jewel did ihe wear

:

Arid lord Biron, I thank him, is my Dear,

What? will you have me? or your pearl again?

Biroq. Neither of either : I remit both twain.

I fee the trick on't ; here w^as a confent,

(Knowing aforehand of our merriment)

To daih it like a Chriftmas comedy.

Some carry-tale, fome pleafe-man, fome flight zany,

Some mumble-news, fome trencher-knight, fome Dick,

That fmiles his cheek in jeers, and knows the trick (48)
To makp my lady laugh, when fhe's difpos'd,

Told our intents before $ which once difclos'd,

The ladies did change Favours, and then we,
Following the figns, woo'd but the fign of ihe:

Now to our perjury to add more terror,

We are again forfworn, in will and error.

Much upon this icis.— And might not You [TiBoyet.
Foreftal our fport, tc make us thus untrue ?

Do not you know my lady's foot by th' fquier,

And laugh upon the apple of her eye,

And Hand between her back, Sir, and the fire.

Holding a trencher, jefling merrily ?

You put our Page out : go, you are allow'd ;

Die when you will, a fmock fhall be your ftirowd.

You leer upon me, do you ? there's an eye

Wounds like a leaden fword.

Boyet. Full merrily

Hath this brave Manage, this Career, been run.

Biron. Lo, he is tilting ftrait. Peace, I have done.

(4S) That fmiles his Chech in years,] Thus the whole Set of Jmpref-

f oris : but I cannot for my Heart comprehend the Senfe of this Phrafe.

] am perfwaded, I have roftor'd the Poet's Word and Meaning. Bojet's

Ui;arac~ter was That of a F/ecrer, jecrer, mocker, carping Blade.

Enter
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Enter Coftard.

Welcome, pure wit, thou parteft a fair fray.

Coft. O lord, Sir, they would know
Whether the three Worthies fhall come in, or no.

Biron. What, are there but three ?

Coft. No, Sir, but it is vara fine >

For every one purfents three.

Biron. And three times thrice is nine?

Coft. Not fo, Sir, under corre&ion, Sir $ I hope, it

is not fo.

You cannot beg us, Sir 5 I can affure you, Sir, we know
what we know : I hope, three times thrice, Sir

Biron. Is not nine.

Coft. Under correction, Sir, we know whereuntil it

doth amount.
Biron. By Jove^ I always took three threes for nine.

Coft. O lord, Sir, it were pity you fhould get your
living by reckoning, Sir.

Biron. How much is it ?

Coft. O lord, Sir, jthe parties themfelves, the acTrors,

Sir, will {hew whereuntil it doth amount* for my own
part, I am, as they fay, but to perfect one man in

one poor man, Pompon the Great, Sir.

Biron. Art thou one of the Worthies ?

Coft. It pleafed them to think me worthy of Pom-
fion the Great: for mine own part, I know not the de-

gree of the Worthy 5 but I am to ftand for him.

Biron. Go bid them prepare.

Coft. We will turn it finely off, Sir, we will take

fome care.

King. Bironj they will fliame us 5 let them not ap-

proach. [Exit Coft.

Biron. We are (hame-proof, my lord* and 'tis

fome policy

To have one Show worfe than the King's and his Com-
pany.

King. I fay, they fhall not come.
Prin. Nay, my good lord, let me o'er- rule you now j

That fport beft pleafes, that doth leaft know how.
Where
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Where zeal ftrives to content, and the contents

Dies in the zeal of that which it prefents

j

Their form, confounded, makes moft form in mirth ;

When great things, labouring, perifti in their birth.

Biron. A right defcription of our fport, my lord.

Enter Armado.

Arm. Anointed, I implore fo much expence of thy

royal fweet breath, as will utter a brace of words.
Prin. Doth this man ferve God ?

Biron. Why ask you ?

Prin. He fpeaks not like a man of God's making.
Arm. That's all one, my fair fweet honey monarchy

for, I proteft,the fchoolmafter is exceeding fantafticalj

too, too vain > too, too vain : but we will put it, as

they fay, to fortuna de la guerra. I wilh you the peace

of mind, moft royal cupplement.

King. Here is like to be a good prefence of Wor-
thies : he prefents Hector of "Troy^ the fwain Pompey
the Great, the parifh-curate Alexander^ Armado's page
Hercules, the pedant Judas Machabeus.

And if thefe four Worthies in their firfl: Show thrive,

Thefe four will change habits, and prefent the other five,

Biron. There are five in the firft Show.
King. You are deceiv'd, 'tis not fo,

Biron. The pedant, the braggart, the hedge-prieft,

the fool, and the boy.

A bare throw at Novum^ and the whole world again

Cannot prick out five fuch, take each one in's vein.

King. The fhip is under fail, and here fhe comes a^

main.

Enter Coftard for Pompey.

Coft. /Pompey am
Boyet. You lye, you are not he.

Coft. I Pompey am
Boyet. With Libbard's head on knee. (4p)

^49) * njcith Libbard's head on knee."] This alludes to thofe eld-

fafhion'd Garments, upon the Knees and Elbons of which it was fre-

quent to have, by way of Ornament, a Leopard's, or Lions head.

This Accoutrement the French call'd Vne Ma/quinc.

Biron.
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Biron. Well faid, old mocker: I muft needs be
friends with thee.

Co/l. /Pompey am^ Pompey furnatri'd the Big.

Durn. The Great.

Coft. It is Great, Sir $ Pompey, furnanfd the Great $

tfhat oft infield, with targe andJhield^

Did make my foe to fweat

:

And travelling along this coaft9 I here am come by

chance \

And lay my arms before the legs of this fweet Lafs of
France.

If your ladyfhip would fay, " thanks, Pompey, I had
done.

Prin. Great thanks, great Pompey.

Coft. 'Tis not fo much worth 5 but, I hope, I was
perfeffc. I made a little fault in great.

Biron. My hat to a half-penny, Pompey proves the

bell Worthy. .

Enter Nathaniel for Alexander.

Nath. When in the 'world I liv'd, I was the worlds
Commander j

By cafly weft, north and fouth% I fpread my conquering

might

:

$A.y
y
Scutcheon plain declares that I am Alifander.

Boyet. Your nofe fays, no, you are not j for it ftands

to® right.

Biron, Your nofe fmells, no, in this, moft tender fmel-

ling Knight.

Prin. The Conqueror is difmaid : proceed, good
Alexander.

Nath. When in the world I liv'd, I was the world's

Commander.
Boyet. Moft true, 'tis right $ you were fo, Alifander.

Biron. Pompey the Great,

Coft. Your fervant and Coftard.

Biron. Take away the Conqueror, take away Ali-

fander.

Coft. O Sir, you have overthrown Alifander the Con-
queror, [to Nath.] You wiUbe fcraped out ofthe paint-*

e4
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cd cloth for this •, your lion, that holds the poll-ax fit-

ting on a clofe-ftool (fo), will be given to A-jax; he

will be then the ninth Worthy. A Conqueror, and a-

fraid to fpeak ? run away for lhame, Alifander. There,

an't fhall pleafe you \ a foolifh mild man \ an honeft

man, look you, and foon dafh'd. He is a marvellous

good neighbour, infooth, and a very good bowler;

but for Alifander, alas, you fee, how 'tis a little o'er-

parted : but there are Worthies a coming will fpeak

their mind in fome other fort.

Bit on. Stand afide, good Pompey.

Enter Holofernes for Judas, and Moth for Hercules.

floL Great Hercules is prefented by this imp,

Whofe club kill'd Cerberus , that three-headed canus\

And when he was a babe, a child, a ihrimp,

Thus did he ftrangle ferpents in his manus ;

Quoniam, he feemeth in minority >

Ergo, I come with this apology.

Keep fome ftate in thy Exit, and vanifh. [Exit Moth.
Hoi. Judas I am.

JDum. A Judas !

Hoi. Not Ifcariot, Sir>

Judas I am, ycleped Machabeus.

Dum. Judas Machabeus dipt, is plain Judas.

Biron. A kifling traitor. How art thou prov'd Judas ?

Hoi. Judas I am.

Bum. The more lhame for you, Judas.

(50) Your Lion that holds the poll-ax fitting on a Clofeflool,] Alexan-

der the Great; as one of the Nine Worthies, bears Gules ; a Lion, Or,

feiant in a Chair, holding a Battle-axe argent. Fid. Ger. Leigh'j Acci-

dence of Armouries..- But why, becaufe Nathaniel had behav'd ill

as Alexander, was that Worthy's Lion and Poll-axe to be given to Ajax ?

Cojlard, the Clown, has a Conceit in This very much of a Piece with

his Character. The Name of Ajax is equivocally us'd by him ; and

he means, the Infignia of fuch a Conqueror, as the Curate exhibited in

his wretched Reprefentation, ought to be given to a Jakes ; -—Jit Verbo

Reverentia ! The fame fort of Conundrum is ufed by B. Jonjon at the

Clofe of his Poem, calfd, The famous Voyage.

And I could tvijh, for their etemizd fakes,

My Mufe had plo-aSd nxith his that fu?2g A-jax.
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Hoi. What mean you, Sir ?

Boyet. To make Judas hang himfelf.

//(?/. Begin, Sir, you are my elder,

Biron. Well follow'd 5 Judas was hang'd on an Elder.

Hoi. I will not be put out of countenance.

Biron. Becaufe thou haft no face.

Hoi. What is this ?

Boyet. A cittern head.

Dum. The head of a bodkin.

Biron. A death's face in a ring.

Long. The face of an old Roman coin, fcarce feem

Boyet. The pummel of Cafar's faulchion.

Dum. The carv'd-bone face on a flask.

Biron. St. George 's half-cheek in a brooch,

Z)&w. Ay, and in a brooch of lead.

Biron. Ay, and worn in the cap of a tooth-drawer;
And now, forward j for we have put thee in counte-

nance.

Hoi. You have put me out of countenance.

Biron. Falfe $ we have given thee faces.

Hoi. But you have out-fae'd them all.

Biron. And thou wert a lion, we would do fo.

Boyet. Therefore as he is an afs, let him go.

And fo adieu, fweet Jude 5 nay, why doit thou ftay ?

Dum. For the latter end of his name.
Biron. For the Afs to the Jude-y give it him. Jud-as,

away.

Hoi. This is not generous, not gentle, not humble.
Boyet. A light for monfieur Judas-, it grows dark,

he may ftumble.

Prin. Alas ! poor Machabeus^ how he hath been baited !

Enter Armado.

Biron. Hide thy head, Achilles, here comes Hector in

arms.

Dum. Tho' my mocks come home by me, I will

now be merry.

King. Heclor was but a Trojan in refpeft of this,

Boyet. But is this Heclor?

King. I think, Heftor was not fo clean timber'd.

Long.
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Long. His leg is too big for Heclor.

Dum. More calf, certain.

Boyet. No j he is beft indu'd in the fmalL

Biron. This can't be Heclor.

Dum. He's a God or a Painter, for he makes faces.

Arm. The armipotent Mars, of launces the Almighty
^

Gave He6tor a ffftf*—

M

Dum. A gilt nutmeg.

Biron. A lemon.

Long. Stuck with cloves,

Dum. No, cloven.

Arm. The armipotent Mars, of launces the Almighty*

Gave He£fcor a gifi<> the heir of Ilion $

A man fo breathed^ that certain he would fight ye

From mom ''till nighty out of his pavilion-.

I am that flower.

Dum. That mint.

Long. That cullambine.

Arm. Sweet lord Longaville, rein thy tongue.

Long. I muft rather give it the rein % for it runs a*

gainft Hettor.

Dum. Ay, and Heclor's a grey- hound.

Arm. The fweet War-man is dead and rotten \

Sweet chucks, beat not the bones of the bury'd:

But I will forward with my device*

Sweet Royalty, beftow on me the fenfe of hearing.

Prin. Speak, brave Hettor % we are much delighted*

Arm. I do adore thy fweet Grace's flipper.

Boyet. Loves her by the foot.

Dum. He may not, by the yard.

Arm. This He&or far furmounted Hannibal (f i).

Coft. The Party is gone, fellow Hector^ fhe is gone)

fhe is two months on her way.

Arm. What mean'ft thou?

(5 1
) "This Heclor far furmounted Hannibal.

The party is gone ] m
'

A
All the Editions ftupidly have plac'd thefe laft Words as Part <*/"*+

do\ Speech in the Interlude. I have ventured to give them to Cofiari,

who is for putting Armado out of his Part, by telling hnn the I arty

(i e his Miilrcfs Jaquenetta,) is gone two Months with Child by him.

Coft.
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Coft. Faith, unlefs you play the honeit Trojan, the

poor wench is caft away * fhe's quick, the child brags

in her belly already. 'Tis yours.

Arm. Doft thou infamonize me among Potentates ?

Thou fhalt die.

Coft. Then fhall Heclor be whipt for Jaquenetta,\.h2it

is quick by him -, and hang'd for Pompey, that is dead

by him.

Dum. Moft rare Pompeyf
Boyet. Renowned Pompeyf
Biron* Greater than great, great, great, great Pompey !

Pompey the huge

!

Dum. Heftor trembles.

Biron. Pompey is mov'd $ more Atesi more Ates, ftir

them on, ftir them on.

Dum. Heclor will challenge him.

Biron. Ay, if he have no more man's blood in's bel-

ly than will fup a flea.

Arm. By the north-pole, I do challenge thee.

Coft. I will not fight with a pole like a northern

man : I'll flalh 5 I'll do't by the Sword : I pray you*

let me borrow my arms again.

Dum, Room for the incenfed Worthies.

Coft. I'll do't in my fhirt.

Dum. Moft refolute Pompey (

Moth. Mafter, let me take you a button-hole lower.

Do ye not ke^Pompey is uncafing for the combat : what
mean you ? you will lofe your reputation.

Arm. Gentlemen, and foldiers, pardon me j I will

not combat in my fhirt.

Dum. You may not deny it, Pompey hath made the

challenge.

Arm. Sweet bloods, I both may and will.

Biron. What reafon have you for't ?

Arm. The naked truth of it is, I have no fhirt \ I
go woolward for penance.

Boyet. True, (f 2) and it was enjoin'd him in Rome for

want of linnen $ fince when, I'll be fworn he wore
none,

( 52) And it was injoitid him in Rome for Want ofLinnen] Sbake-

foarc certainly alludes here to a famous Story, a Matter of Fa& that

hap-,
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none, but a difh-clout of Jaquenetta's^ and that hd
wears next his heart for a Favour.

JE/z/^rMacard.

Mac. God fave you, Madam.
Prin. Welcome, Macard> but that thou interrupted

our merriment.

Mac. I'm forry, Madam ; for the news I bring

Is heavy in my tongue. The King your father

Prin. Dead, for my life.

Mac. Even fo: my Tale is told.

Biron. Worthies, away > the Scene begins to cloud.

'

Arm. For my own part, I breathe free breathy I

have feen the day of wrong through the little hole of
difcretion, and I will right my felf like a foldier.

{Exeunt Worthies.

King. How fares your Majefty ?

Prin. Boyet^ prepare ; I will away to night.

King. Madam, not fo -

y I do befeech you, flay.

Prin. Prepare, I fay. I thank you, gracious lords,

For all your fair endeavours ; and entreat,

Out. of a new-fad foul, that you vouchfafe

In your rich wifdom to excufe, or hide,

The liberal oppofition of our fpiritsj

If over-boldly we have born our felves

In the converfe of breath, your gentlenefs

Was guilty of it. Farewel, worthy lord ;

An heavy heart bears not a nimble tongue: (fz)

Ex-

happen'd at Rome, fometime, I think, before his Time. A Spaniard

fell in a Duel : In his lail Moments one of his moil intimate Friends

chane'd to come by, condol'd with him, and ofTer'd his belt Service*

The Dying Perfon told him he had but One Requell to make to him,

and conjur'd him by the Memory of their long Friendihip punctually to

comply with It : which was, not to fuffer him to be fhipt as ufual, but

to bury him in the Condition, and very [Tabic he was then in. When
This was promis'd, the Spaniard closVi his Eyes, with great Compofure

and Satisfaction. But his Friend's CurioJiry pnevaiTd over his Obliga-

tions, and defiring to know the Reafon of ;o uncommon a Requert, fo

earneftly prclVd, he had him ftripp'dj and found, to his great Surprize*

he wab without a Shirt. Mr. Warburton*

(- ) An heavy heart hears net an humble Tongue] Thus all the l.ili-

tionsi but, furely, without cither Senfe or Truth. None are more hum-
bit
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Excufe mc fo, coming fo fliort of thanks*

For my great Suit fo cafily obtain'd.

King. The extreme part of time extremely forms

AH caufes to the purpofe of his fpeed \

And often, at his very loofe, decides

That, which long Procefs could not arbitrate*,

And though the mourning brow of Progeny
Forbid the fmiling courtefie of love,

The holy ftiit which fain it would convince 5

Yet fince love's argument was firft on foot.

Let not the cloud of forrow juftle it

From what it purpos'd : Since, to wail friends loftj

Is not by mucn fo wholfome, profitable,

As to rejoice at friends but newly found.

Prin. I underftand you not, my griefs are double*

Biron. Honeft plain words beft pierce the ear of grief$
And by thefe badges underftand the King*
For your fair fakes have we neglcfted time,

Play'd foul Play with our oaths : your beauty, ladies,

Hath much deform'd us, fafliioning our humours
Even to th' oppofed end of our intents

;

And what in us hath feem'd ridiculous,

As love is full of unbefitting ftrains,

All wanton as a child, skipping and vain*

Form'd by the eye, and therefore like the eye*

Full of ftraying fhapes, of habits, and of forms.

Varying in fubje&s as the eye doth rowl,
To every varied objeft in his glance $

Which party-coated prefence of loofe love
Put on by us, if, in your heav'nly eyes,

Have misbecom'd our oaths and gravities;

Thofe heav'nly eyes, that look into thefe faults,

Suggefted us to make them : therefore, ladies,

Our love being yours, the error that love makes
Is likewife yours. We to our felves prove falfe,

By being once falfe, for ever to be true

hk in Speech, than they who labour under any Oppreflion. The Priti-

ce/s is defiring, her Grief may apologize for her not expreifing her Obli-
gations at large ; and my Correction is conformable to that Sentiment*

Vol. II. N To
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To thofe that make us both 5 fair ladies, you :

And even that falfhood, in it felf a fin,

Thus purifies it felf, and turns to grace.

Prin. We have receiv'd your letters, full of love^

Your Favours, the embaffadors of love :

And in our maiden council rated them
At courtfhip, pleafant jeft, and courtefie 5

As bumbaft, and as lining to the time :

But more devout, than thefe are our refpefts,

Have we not been ; and therefore met your loves

In their own fafhion, like a merriment.

Dum. Our letters, madam, iliew'd much more than

jeft.

Long. So did our looks.

Rofa. We did not coat them fo.

King. Now at the lateft minute of the hour,

Grant us your loves.

Prin- A time, methinks, too fhort, <1

To make a world- without-end bargain in ;

No, no, my lord^ your Grace is perjur'd much,
Full of dear guilt inefs ; and therefore, this

If for my love (as there is no fuch caufe)

You will do ought, this mall you do for me y

Your oath I will not truft -, but go with fpced

To forae forlorn and naked Hermitage,

Remote from ail the pleafures of the world

;

There (lay until the twelve celeftial Signs

Have brought about their annual reckoning.

If this auitere infociable life

Change not your offer made in heat of blood ;

If fro its, and fads, hard lodging, and thin weeds
Nip not the gaudy bloffbms of your love,

But that it bear this tryalj, and laft love;

Then, at the expiration of the year,

Come challenge me ; challenge me, by thefe defertsj

And by this virgin palm, now kifling thine,

I will be thine; and 'till that initant ihut

My w tfiil felf up in a mourning houfe,

R. ifn|ng the tears of lamentation,

For the remembrance of my father's death.

If
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If this thou do deny, let our hands part*

Neither intitled in the other's heart.

King. If this, or more than this, I would deny,

To flatter Up thefe powers of mine with reft %

The fudden hand of death clofe up mine eye!

Hence, ever then, my heart is in thy breaft.

Biron. ( 5*4) [And what to me, my love ? and what

to me?
Rofa. You mufl be purged too, your fins are rank,

You are attaint with fault and perjury ;

Therefore if you my favour mean to get,

A twelve-month mail you fpend, and never reft,

But feek the weary beds of people fick.]

Dum. But what to me, my love ? but what to me ?

Cath. (ff) A wife!- a beard, fair health and ho*

nefty

;

With three-fold love I wifh you all thefe three.
' Dum. O, ihall I fay, I thank you, gentle wife?

(54) Biron. \And vohat to me, my Love ? and what to me?
Rofa. You mufl be purged too : your Sins are rank t

You are attaint voith Fault and Perjury.

Therefore ifyou my Favour mean to get,

A TwelvemonthJhahIyou fpend, and never refl^

But feek the voeary Beds of People fck.~\

Thefe fix Verfes both Dr. Thirlby and Mr. Warburton concur to think

Ihould be expung'd; and therefore I have put them between Crotchets
j

Not that they were an Interpolation, fays the Doclor, but as the Author'3

firft Draught, which he afterwards rejected ; and executed the fame
Thought a little lower with much more Spirit and Elegance. Mr. War-
burton conjectures, that Shakefpeare is not to anfwer for the prefent ab-
iurd Repetition, but his Actor-Editors ; who, thinking Rofa/ind's Speech

I

too long in the fecond Plan, had abridg'd it to the Lines above quoted i

i but, in publishing the Play, flupidly printed both the Original Speech
of Shakejpeare, and their own Abridgment of it.

(55) d wife, a beard, fair health, and honeily j

With threefold Love I give you all thefe three.

Thus our fagacious Modern Editors. But if they had but the Reckoning
of a Tapfler, as our Author fays, they might have been able to diftinguifh

four from three. I have, by the Direction of the old Impreffions, re-

form'd the Pointing ; and made Catharbie fay what She intended. See-
ing Dumaine, fo very young, approach her with his AddrefTes, " Yoa
I fhall have a Wife, indeed ! fays She ; No, no, I'll wifh you three
t Things you have more Need of, a Beard, a found Conflitution, and
*' Honefty enough to preierve it fuch.

N % Qath
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Cath. Not fo, my lord j a twelve-month and a day,

I'll mark no words that frnooth-fac'd wooers fay.

Come, when the King doth to my lady come j

Then if I have much love, I'll give you fome.

Dum. I'll fcrve thee true and faithfully till then.

Cath. Yet fwear not, left ye be forfworn again.

Long. What lays Maria?
Mar. At the twelve-month's end,

I'll change my black gown for a faithful friend.

Long. I'll flay with patience •> but the time is long.

Mar. The liker you 5 few taller are fo young.

Biron. Studies my lady ? miftrefs, look on me,
Behold the window of my heart, mine eye,

What humble Suit attends thy anfwer there j

Impofe fome fervice on me for thy love.

Rofa. Oft have I heard of you, my lord Biron^

Before I faw you ; and the world's large tongue
Proclaims you for a man replete with mocks

;

Full of comparifons and wounding flouts 5

Which you on all eftates will execute,

That lye within the mercy of your wit :

To weed this wormwood from your fruitful brain,

And therewithal to win me, if you pleafe,

Without the which I am not to be won 5

You fhall this twelve-month-term from day to day
Vifit the fpeechlefs Sick, and ftill converfe

With groaning wretches ; and your task fhall be,

With all the fierce endeavour of your wit,

T' enforce the pained Impotent to fmilc.

Biron. To move wild laughter in the throat of death?

It cannot be, it is impoflible:

Mirth cannot move a foul in agony.

Rofa. Why, that's the way to choak a gibing fpirit,

Whofe influence is begot of that loofe grace,

Which fhallow laughing hearers give to fook:
A jeft's profperity lies in the ear

Or' him that hears it, never in the tongue
Of him that makes it : then, if fickly ears,

D aft with the clamours of their own dear groans,

Will hear v\ ur idle fcorns > continue then,

And
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And I will have you, and that fault withal

:

But if they will not, throw away that fpirit -,

And I fhall find you empty of that fault,

Right joyful of your reformation.

Biron. A twelve-month ? well \ befall, what will be-

fall,

I'll jeft a twelve-month in an Hofpital.

\Prin. Ay, fweet my lord, and fo I take my leave.

[to the King.

King. No, Madam ; we will bring you on your way.

Biron. Our wooing doth not end like an old Play j

Jack hath not Jill ; thefe ladies courteu>

Might well have made our fport a Comedy.
King. Come, Sir, it wants a twelve-month and a day,

And then 'twill end.

Biron. (f<5) That's too long for a Play.

Enter Armado.

Arm. Sweet Majefty, vouchfafe me—
Prin. Was not that Heclor ?

Dum. That worthy Knight of Troy.

Arm. I will kifs thy royal finger, and take leave. I

am a Votary ; I have vow'd to Jaquenetta to hold the

plough for her fweet love three years, But, moil-

efteem'd Greatnefs, will you hear the dialogue that

the two learned men have compiled, in praife of the

owl and the cuckow ? it mould have followed in the

end of our Show.
King. Call them forth quickly, we will do fo.

Arm. Holla! approach.

Enter all.

This fide is Hiems^ winter.

This Ver^ the fpring : the one maintain'd by the owl*

(56) Thai's too long for a P/ay.~] Befides the e*a$ Regularity; to tfc©

Rules of Art, which the Author has happen'd to preferve in forae few of
his Pieces ; This is Demon ftration, I think, that tho' he has more fre-

quently tranfgrefs'd the Unity of Time, by cramming Years into the Com*
pafs of a Play, yet he knew the Abfurdity of f<| doing, and was not un-
acquainted with the Rule tp the contrary.

N 3 The
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The other by the cuckow.
Fer

r
begin.

The S O N G.

SPRING.
(f7) When daizies piedy

and violets blue,

And lady-fmocks all filver white.

And cuckow-buds of yellow hue,

Do paint the meadows with delight y

jfhe cuckow then on every tree

Mocks married men ; for thus fings he,

Cuckow !

Cuckow! cuckow! O word of fear

\

Vnpleafing to a married ear !

When Jhepherds pipe on oaten ftraws,
And merry larks are ploughmens clocks

:

When turtles tread^ and rooks and daws \

And maidens bleach their fummer fmocks \

The cuckow then on every tree

Mocks married men -

x for thus fings he,

Cuckow !

Cuckow ! cuckow ! O word of fear,

Unpleafing to a married ear !

(57) When Daizies pyd, and Violets blue,

And Cuekonjo-buds ofyelloiv Hue
And Lady-fmocks all Jilver white,

Do faint the Meadows with Delight ;] Tho' all the printed Co
pics range theCe Verfes in this Order, I have not fcrupled to tranfpofe

the fecond and third Verfe, that the Metre may be conformable with

"['hat of the three following Stan7a's ; in all which the Rhymes of the

iii ft four Lines are alternate.— \ have now done with this Play, which

in the Main may be callVi a very bad One : and I have found it fo very

troublefom in the Corruptions, that, I think, I may conclude with the

religious Editors, Deo gratiast

WI N
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WINTER.
When ificles hang by the wall,

And Dick the Jhepherd blows his nail j

And Tom bears logs into the hall,

And milk comes frozen home in fail *

9

When blood is nipt, and ways be foul,

Then nightly fings the flaring owl

Tu-whit I to-who!

A merry note,

While greafie Jone doth keel the pot.

When all aloud the wind doth blow,

And coughing drowns the Parforts faw ;

And birds fit brooding in the fnow,
And Marian'i nofe looks red and raw 5

When roafted crabs hifs in the bowl,

Then nightly fings the flaring owl,

Tu-whit ! to-who /

A merry note,

While greafie Jone doth keel the pot.

Arm. The words of Mercury
Are harfh after the Songs of Apollo:

You, that way 5 we, this way. [Exeunt omnes.

N; 4 AS
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COMEDY.



Dramatis Pcrfona*.

DUKE.
Frederick, brother to the Duke, and ufurper of his duke*

dom.

Amiens, ? Lords attending upon the Duke in his banijh-

Jaques, ^ ment.

Le Beu, a courtier, attending on Frederick.

Oliver, eldeft fon to Sir Rowland de Boys, who had

formerly been a fervant to the Duke.

v-x i 1 ? Tounser brothers to Oliver.
Orlando, \ ?

Adam, an oldfervant of Sir Rowland de Boys, now
following the fortunes of Orlando.

Dennis, fervant to Oliver.

Charles, a wrefller, and fervant to the ufurping Duke

Frederick.

Touchftone, a clown attending on Celia and Rofalind.

SylvTu's, \
^berds-

A clown in love with Audrey.

William, another clown, in love with Audrey.

Sir Oliver Mar-text, a country curate.

Rofalind, daughter to the Duke,

Celia, daughter to Frederick.

Phcebe, a Jhepherdefs.

Audrey, a country wench.

Lords belonging to the two Dukes ; with pages, foreJlers9

and other attendants.

The Scene lyes* ftrft, near Olivers houfe ; and^

afterwards, partly in the 'Duke's Court ; and

partly in the Foreft of Arden.
AS
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A C T I.

SCENE, Oliver^ Orchard.

Enter Orlando and Adam.

Orlando.
S I remember, Adam^ it was upon this

fafhion bequeath'd me by Will, but a

poor thoufand crowns 5 and, as thou
iay'ft, charged my brother on his Blef-

iing to breed me well 5 and there be-

gins my fadnefs. My brother Jaques he
keeps at fchool, and report fpeaks goldenly of his

profit: for my part, he keeps me ruftically at home $

or, (to fpeak more properly) flays me here at home,
unkept$ for call you that keeping for a gentleman of
my birth, that differs not from the flailing of an ox ?

his horfes are bred better 5 for befides that they are

fair with their feeding, they are taught their manage,
and to that end riders dearly hired : but I, his bro-
ther, gain nothing under him but growth $ for the

.(1) Asyou like it] Neither Mr. Langlaine nor Mr. Gildon acquaint

us, to whom Shakefpeare was indebted for any part of the Fable of this

Play. But the Characters of Oliver, Jaques, Orlando, and Adam, and
the Epifodes of the Wrejiler and the banijtid Tram feem to me plainly

to be borrow'd from Chaucer'j Legend of Gamelyn in the Cook's

Tale. Tho' this Legend be found in many of the Old MSS. of that

Poet, it was never printed till the laft Edition of his Works, prepar'd by
Mr. Urrey, came out.

which

/
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which his animals on his dunghills are as much bound
to him as I. Befides this Nothing that he fo plenti-

fully gives me,thc Something, that Nature gave me, his

countenance feems to take from me. He lets me feed

with his hinds, bars me the place of a brother, and
as much as in him lies, mines my gentility with my
education. This is it, Adam, that grieves me> and
the Spirit of my father, which, I think, is within me,
begins to mutiny againft this fervitude. I will no
longer endure it, tho' yet I know no wife remedy
how to avoid it.

Enter Oliver.

Adam. Yonder comes my mailer, your brother.

Orla. Go apart, Adam^ and thou fhalt hear how he

will fhake me up.

Oil. Now, Sir, what make you here?

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

OU. What mar you then. Sir?

Orla. Marry,Sir, I am helping you to mar That which
God made, a poor unworthy brother of yours, with
idlenefs.

OH. Marry, Sir, be better employ'd, and be naught

a while. (2.)

Orla. Shall I keep your hogs, and eat husks with

them ? what Prodigal's portion have I fpent, that I

fhould come to fuch penury ?

OU. Know you where you are, Sir ?

Orla. O, Sir, very well 5 here in your Orchard.
OH. Know you before whom, Sir ?

Orla. Ay, better than he, I am before, knows me.
I know, you are my eldeft brother -, and in the gentle

(2) be better employ'd, and be naught awhile.] i. e. be better

emplcyM in my Opinion, in being, and doing, Nothing. Your Idlenefs,

as you call it, may be an F.xercife, by which you may make a figure,

and endear your felf to the World : and I had rather, you were] a con-

temptible Cypher. The Port feems to me to have that trite proverbial

Sentiment in his Eye, quoted from Attilius by the younger Pliny and
ethers

;

Satius ejl otiofum effc quam nihil agere.

Eut O //-•<"-. in the Perver&ncifl of his Difpofition, would reverfe the

Doclrine of the Proverb.

condition
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tondition of blood, you fhould fo know me; the cour-

tefie of nations allows you my better, in that you are

the firft born ; but the fame tradition takes not away
my blood, were there twenty brothers betwixt us. I

have as much of my father in me, as you •, albeit, I

confefs your coming before me is nearer to his reve-

rence.

Oli. What, boy!
Orla. Come, come, elder brother, you are too young

in this.

Oli. Wilt thou lay hands on me, villain?

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

Sir Rowland de Boys ; he was my father, and he is

thrice a villain, that fays, fuch a father begot villains.

Wert thou not my brother, I would not take this hand
from thy throat, 'till this other had pull'd out thy
tongue for faying to j thou haft raiPd on thy felf.

Adam. Sweet matters, be patient 3 for your father's

remembrance, be at accord.

Oli. Let me go, I fay.

Orla. I will not, 'till I pleafe : you {hall hear me.

My father charg'd you in his Will to give me good e-

ducation: you have train'd me up like a peafant, ob-

fcuring and hiding from me all gentleman-like quali-

ties; the Spirit of my father grows ftrong in me, and

I will no longer endure it : therefore allow me fuch

exercifes as may become a gentleman, or give me the

poor allottery my father left me by teftament \ with
that I will go buy my fortunes.

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

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

will. I pray you, leave me.
Orla. I will no further offend you, than becomes

me for my good.
Oli. Get you with him, you old dog.

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

matter, he would not have fpoke fuch a word.

££*£. Orlando and Adam.
Oli.
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OH. Is it even fo ? begin you to grow upon me?
I will phyfick your ranknefs, and yet give no thou*
fand crowns neither. Holla, Dennis I

Enter Dennis.

Den. Calls your Worfhip ?

Oli. Was not Charles, the Duke's wreftler, here to
fpeak with me ?

Den. So pleafe you, he is here at the door, and im-
portunes accefs to you.

OIL Call him in *
—

. 'twill be a good way 5 and to
morrow the wreftling is.

Enter Charles.

Char. Cood morrow to your Worfhip.
Oli. Good Monfieur Charles^ what's the new ncw s

at the new Court?

Char. There's no news at the Court, Sir, but the old
news y that is, the old Duke is banifh'd by his younger
brother the new Duke, and three or four loving lords

have put themfelves into voluntary exile with him 5

whofe lands and revenues enrich the new Duke, there-

fore he gives them good leave to wander.

Oli. Can you tell, if Rofalind, the Duke's daughter,

be banifh'd with her father ?

Cha. O, no; for the Duke's daughter hercoufin fo

loves her, being ever from their cradles bred together,

that flie would have followed her exile, or have died

to flay behind her. She is at the Court, and no lefs

beloved of her uncle than his own daughter > and ne-

ver two ladies loved, as they do.

OIL Where will the old Duke live?

Cha. They fay, he is already in the fore ft of Arden,

and a manv merry men with himj and there they live

like the old Rubin Hood ot England % they fay, many
young gentleman flock to him every day, and fleet

the time cart-Idly, as they did in the golden world.

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

CI



/4s you Like it. 1 9 i

Cha. Marry, do I, Sir* and 1 came to acquaint you

with a matter. I am given, Sir, fecretly to under-

fland, that your younger brother Orlando hath a dif-

pofition to come in difguis'd againft me to try a Fall

;

tomorrow, Sir, I wreftle for my credit 3 and he, that

efcapes me without fome broken limb, fhall acquit

him well. Your brother is but young and tender, and

for your love I would be loth to foil him -

y as I muft

for mine own honour, if he come in 3 therefore out

of my love to you, I came hither to acquaint you
withal; that either you might ftay him from his in-

tendment, or brook fuch dilgrace well as he fhall run

into j in that it is a thing of his own fearch and al-

together againft my will.

Oli. Charles^ I thank thee for thy love to me, which
thou (halt find, I will mod kindly requite. J had my
felf notice of my brother's purpofe herein, and have

by under-hand means laboured to difluade him from

it j but he is refolute. I tell thee, Charles^ he is the

ftubborneft young fellow of France 5 full of ambition^

an envious emulator of every man's good parts, a fe-

cret and villanous contriver againft me his natural

brother 5 therefore ufe thy difcretion; I had as lief

thou didft break his neck, as his finger. And thou
wert beft look to't ; for if thou doft him any flight

difgrace, or if he do not mightily grace himfelf on
thee, he will pra&ife againft thee by poifon-, entrap

thee by fome treacherous device 5 and never leave

thee, 'till he hath ta'en thy life by fome indirect means
or other*, for I aflure thee, (and almoft with tears I

fpeak it) there is not one fo young and fo villanous

this day living. I fpeak but brotherly of him-, but
mould I anatomize him to thee as he is, I muft blufh

and weep, and thou muft look pale and wonder.

Cha. I am heartily glad, I came hither to you: if he

come to morrow, I'll give him his payment j if ever

he go alone again, I'll never wreftle for prize more*
and fo, God keep your Worfhip. {Exit.

Oli. Farewel, good Charles. Now will I ftir this

gameftcr : I hope, I fnall fee an end of him ; for my
foul,



ipi As you Like it.

foul, yet I know not why, hates nothing more thati

he. Yet he's gentle 5 never fchool'd, and yet learned;

full of noble device, of all Sorts enchantingly beloved;

and, indeed, fo much in the heart of the world, and
efpecially of my own people who beft know him, that

I am altogether mifprifed. But it fhall not be fo,long

;

this wreftler lhall clear all ; nothing remains, but that

I kindle the boy thither, which now I'll go about. [Exit.

SCENE changes to an Open Walk> before the

"Dukes Talace.

Enter Rofalind and Celia.

Clel. T Pray thee* Rofalind, fweet my coz, be merry.
JL Rof. Dear ; Celia^ I fhow more mirth .than I

am miftrefs of; and would you yet I were merrier?

unlefs you could teach me to forget a banifli'd father,

you muff, not learn me how to remember any extra-

ordinary pleafure.

'Cel. Herein, I fee, thou lov'fl: me not with the full

weight that I love thee. If my unkle, thy banifhed

father, had banifhed thy unkle the Duke, my father,

fo thou hadft been ftill with me, I could have taught

my love to take thy father for mine ; fo would'ft thou,

if the truth of thy love to me were fo righteoufly

temper'd, as mine is to thee.

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

to rejoice in yours.

Cel. You know, my father hath no child but I, nor
none is like to have* and, truly, when he dies, thou

fhalt be his heir; for what he hath taken away from
thy father perforce, I will render thee again in affec-

tion •, by mine Honour, I will; and when 1 break that

oath, let me turn inoniter:, therefore, my fweet Rofe,

my dear Rofe^ be merry.

Rof From henceforth I will, coz, and devifc Sports :

let me fee, what think you of falling in love?

Cel. Marry, I pr'ythee, do, to make fport withal

;

but love no man in good earncft, nor no further in

fport
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Sport neither, than with fafety of a pure blufh thou
may'ft in honour come off again.

Rof What mall be our Sport then ?

Cel. Let us fit and mock the good houfewife For-

tune from her wheel, that her gifts may henceforth

be beftowed equally.

Rof I would, we could do fo ; for her benefits are

mightily mifplaced, and the bountiful blind woman
doth moil miftake in her gifts to women.

Cel. 'Tis true 3 for thofe, that fhe makes fair, fhe

fcarce makes honeft 5 and thofe, that fhe makes ho-

neft, fhe makes very ill-favoured.

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

nature's : fortune reigns in gifts of the world* not ill

the lineaments of nature.

Enter Clown.

Cel. No ; when nature hath made a fair creature^

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

hath given us wit to flout at fortune, hath not fortune

fent in this Fool to cut off this argument?
Rof. Indeed, there is fortune too hard for nature 5

when fortune makes Nature's natural the cutter off of

nature's Wit.
Cel. Peradventure, this is not fortune's work nei-

ther, but nature's 5 who, perceiving our natural wits

too dull to reafon of fuch GodderTes, hath fent this Na-
tural for our whetftone : for always the dullnefs of the
fool is the whetftone of the wits. How now, Wit$
whither wander you ?

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

Cel. Were you made the mefienger?
Clo. No, by mine honour; but I was bid to come

for you.

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

they were good pancakes, and fwore by his honour the
muftard was naught : Now I'll ftand to it, the pan-
cakes were naught, and the muftard was good* and
yet was not the Knight forfworn.
Vol. IL © Mi
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Cel. How prove you that in the great heap of your
knowledge?

Rof. Ay, marry, now unmuzzle your wifdom.
Clon Stand you both forth now ; ftroke your chins,

. J fwear by your beards that I am a knave.

Cel. By our beards, if we had them, thou art.

Clo. By my knavery, if I had it, then I were j but
you fwear by That that is not, you are not for-

arnj no more was this Knight fwearing by his ho-
. var, for he never had any $ or if he had, he had
iVorn it away, before ever he faw thofe pancakes or
tiiat muftard.

Cel. Pr'ythee, who is That thou mean'ft?

Clo. (3) One, that old Frederick your father loves.

Cel. My father's love is enough to honour him e-

< ugh ; fpeak no more of him, you'll be whipt for

;.,;;ation one of thefe days.

Clo. The more pity, that fools may not fpeak wife-

ly what wife men do foolifhly.

Cel. By my troth, thou fay'ft true 5 for fince the

tie wit that fools have was filenc'd, the little foolery

•it wife men have makes a great Show : here comes
. onfieur Le Beu.

Enter Le Beu.

Rof. With his mouth full of news.

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

Rof. Then mall we be news-cram'd.

Cel. All the better, we fhall be the more marketa-

. Bonjour^ Monfieur le Beu\ what news ?

Le Beu. Fair Princefs, you have loft much good
>rt.

• Clo. One, that old Frederick your father loves.

C. My Father's Love is enough to honour him enough ;] This Reply

e Clown is in all the Books plac'd to Rofalind j but Frederick was

her Father, but Celiac: I have therefore ventur'd to prefix the

• of Celia. There is no Countenance from any PafTage in the Play,

rn the Dramatis Per/on*, to imagine, that Both the BrotUer-Dukes

. mdakes ; and One call'd the Old, and the Other the Younger

rick ; and, without fome fuch Authority, it would make Confuiion

pole it.

Cel.
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CsL Sport y of what colour ?

Le Beu. What colour, Madam ? how fhall I anfwer

you?
Rof As wit and fortune will.

CIo. Or as the deftinies decree.

Cel. Well faid ; that was laid on with a trowel.'

CIo. Nay, if I keep not my rank,

Rof Thou lofeft thy old fmell.

Le Beu. You amaze me, ladies 5 I would have told

you of good wreftling, which you have loft the fight

of.

Rof. Yet tell us the manner of the wreflling.

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

pleafe your Ladyfhips, you may fee the end, for the

bell is yet to do j and here where you are, they are

coming to perform it.

Cel. Well, the beginning that is dead and buried.

Le Beu. There comes an old man and his three

fons,—-

—

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

Le Beu. Three proper young men, of excellent

growth and prefencej

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

men by thefe prefents^

Le Beu. The eldeft of the three wreftled with Charles

the Duke's Wreftlerj which Charles in a moment threw
him, and broke three of his ribs, that there is little

hope of life in him : fo he ferv'd the Second, and fo

the Third: yonder they lye, the poor old man their fa-

ther making fuch pitiful Dole over them, that all the
beholders take his part with weeping.

Rof Mas!
CIo. But what is the Sport, Monfieur, that the ladies

have loft ?

Le Beu. Why this, that I fpeak of.

CIo. Thus men may grow wifer every day. It iss

the firft time that ever I heard breaking of ribs was
fport for ladies.

Cel. Or I, I promife thee.

O i RoC:
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Rof But (4) is there any elfe longs to fet this broken
mufick in his fides? is there yet another doats upon
rib-breaking? mall we fee this wreftling, Coufin ?

Le Beu. You rauft if you flay here, for here is the

place appointed for the wreftling j and they are ready

to perform it.

Cel. Yonder, fure, they are coming : let us now ftay

and fee it.

Flourifi. Enter Duke Frederick, Lords, Orlando,
Charles, and attendants.

Duke. Come on, fince the youth will not be en-

treated > his own peril on his forwardnefs.

Rof. Is yonder the man?
Le Beu. Even he, Madam.
Cel. Alas, he is too young 5 yet he looks fuccefs-

fully.

Duke. How now, Daughter and Coufin ; are you
crept hither to fee the wreftling?

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

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

you, there is fuch odds in the man : in pity of the

challenger's youth, I would feign difluade him, but

he will not be entreated. Speak to him, ladies 5 fee, it

you can move him.

Cel. Call him hither, good Monfieur Le Beu.

Duke. Do fo > I'll not be by. [Duke goes apart.

Le Beu. Monfieur the Challenger, the Princeffes call

for you.

Orla. I attend them with all refpect and duty.

Rof Young man, "have you challenged Charles the

wreftler ?

Orla. No, fair Frincefsj he is the general challenger:

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

itrength of my youth.

Is there any elfe longs to fee this broken Mufick in his Sides .
?] This

is a itupid Error in the Copies. They are talking here of Some who
had their Ribs broke in Wreilling: and the Plcaiantry of RofalimVs Re-

partce mull conhft. in the Allufion She makes to compojing in Mufick, It

neceflarily follows therefore, that the Poet wrote—— fee this broken

JViufick ;'// hit Sifts. Mr. M'arburton.

Cel.
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Cel. Young Gentleman, your fpirits are too bold for

your years : you have feen cruel proof of this man's
flrength. If you faw your felf with your eyes, or

knew your felf with your judgment, the fear of your
adventure would counfel you to a more equal enter-

prife. We pray you, for your own fake, to embrace
your own fafety, and give over this attempt.

Rof Do, young Sir ; your reputation fhall not there-

fore be mifprifed ; we will make it our fuit to the

Duke, that the wreflling might not go forward.

Orla. I befeech you, punifh me not with your hard
thoughts, wherein, I confefs me much guilty, to deny
fo fair and excellent ladies any thing. But let your
fair eyes and gentle wifhes go with me to my tryal,

wherein if I be foil'd, there is but one fham'd that was
never gracious ; if kill'd, but one dead that is willing

to be fo : I fhall do my friends no wrong, for I have

none to lament me* the world no injury, for in it I

have nothing ; only in the world I fill up a place,

which may be better fupplied when I have made it

empty.

Rof The little flrength that I have, I would it were
with you.

Cel. And mine to eek out hers.

Rof. Fare you well ; pray heav'n, I be deceiv'd in

you.

Orla. Your heart's defires be with you !

Cha. Come, where is this young Gallant, that is fo

defirous to lie with his mother earth ?

Orla. Ready, Sir 5 but his Will hath in it a moie
modeft working.

Duke. You fhall try but one Fall.

Cha. No, I warrant your Grace, you fhall not en-

treat him to a fecond, that have fo mightily perfuaded

him from a firft.

Orla. You mean to mock me after 5 you fTiould not

have mockt me before; but come your ways.

Rof. Now Hercules be thy Speed, young man!
Cel. I would I were invifible, to catch the ftrong

fellow by the leg I [they wreftle,

O 3 Rof.
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Rof. O excellent young man !

Cel. If I had a thunderbolt in mine eye, I can tell

who fhould down. [_fiout.

Duker No more, no more. [Charles is thrown.

Orla. Yes, I befeech your Grace} I am not yet well

breathed.

Duke. How doft thou, Charles ?

Le Beu. He cannot fpeak, my Lord.
Duke. Bear him away. What is thy name, young

man ?

Orla. Orlando^ my liege, the youngeft fon of Sir

Rowland de Boys.

Duke. I would, thou hadft been fon to fome man
elfe$

The world efteem'd thy Father honourable.
But I did find him ftill mine enemy

:

Thou fhould'ft have better pleas'd me with this deed,

Hadft thou defcended from another Houfe.
But fare thee well, thou art a gallant youth j

I would, thou hadft told me of another father.

[Exit Duke, with his *t?kiru

Manent Celia, Rofalind, Orlando.

Cel. Were I my father, coz, would I do this?

Orla. I am more proud to be Sir Rowland's fon,

His youngeft fon, and would not change that calling

To be adopted heir to Frederick.

Rof. My father lov'd Sir Rowland as his foul,

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

Had I before known this young man his fon,

I fhould have giv'n him tears unto entreaties,

Ere he fhould thus have ventured.

Cel. Gentle Coufin,

Let us go thank him, and encourage him 5

My father's rough and envious difpofition

Sricks me at heart. Sir, you have well defcrv'd :

If you do keep your promifes in love, %
But juitly as you have exceeded all in promife,

Your miitrefs fliall be happy.
Rof.
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Rof. Gentleman,

(f) Wear this for me; one out of fuits with fbrturie,,

That could give more, but that her hand lacks meai

Shall we go, coz? [Giving him a Chain from her Nee!:.

Cel. Ay, fare you well, fair gentleman.

Orla. Can I not fay, I thank you ?—-my better pp.

Are all thrown down; and that, which here ftands ui.,

(6) Is but a quintaine, a meer lifelefs block.

Rof. He calls us back: my pride fell with my for-

tunes.

I'll ask him, what he would. Did you call, Sir?

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

Cel. Will you go, coz ?

Rof. Have with you : fare you well,

[Exeunt Rof. and Cc!,

(5) Wear thisfor me\\ There is Nothing in the Sequel of this Seen-*,

exprelfing What it is that Rofalind here gives to Orlando: nor has th

been hitherto any Marginal Direction to explain it. It would ha;

been no great Burden to the Editors' Sagacity, to have fupply'd theP

J have given in the Margin : for afterwards, in the third Acl, w i

Rofalind has found a Copy of Verfes in the Woods writ on her {elf, :. : j

Celia asks her whether She knows who hath done this, Rofalind r. -

plies, by way of Queftion, Is it a Man? To which Celia again repli .,

Ay, and a Chain, that You once wore, about his Neck.

(6) Is but a Quintaine, ] This Word fignifies in general a Pof
Butt fet up for feveral kind of Martial Exercifes. It ferved fometin; $

to run againft, on Horfeback, with a Lance : and then One Part o':' i

was always movable, and turn'd about an Axis. Bat, beiides This, the

was another Quintaine, that was only a Pof flx'd firmly in the Grour.

on which they hung a Buckler, and threw their Darts, and fliot th. V
Arrows againfl it: and to This Kind of Quintaine it is that Shakejbec
here alludes : And taking it in this latter Senfe, there is an extrerp

Beauty and Juftnefs in the Thought. " I am now, fays Orlando, ga.

" a Quintaine, a meer lifelefs Block, on which Love only exercifes k ;

« Arms in Jell ; the great Difparity between me and Rofalind, in Co
" tion, not fufFering Me to hope that ever Love will make a ferious hi
" ter of it." Regnier, the famous Satirift, who dy'd aboiat the Ti,
our Author did, applies this very Metaphor to the fame Subject, tho' tj

Thought be fomewhat different.

Et qui depuis dix ans, jufquen fes derniers jours
,

A foutenu le Prix en VEfcrime d"Amours ;

Laffe enfin de fervir au Peuple de Quintaine,

Mile &c. Mr. Warburtc;

Q 4 Or/.;,
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Orla. What paflion hangs thefe weights upon my
tongue ?

I cannot fpeak to her 5 yet fhe urg'd conference.

Enter Le Beu:

O poor Orlando! thou art overthrown ;

Or Charles^ or fomething weaker, mailers thee.

Le Beu. Good Sir, I do in friendfhip counfel you
To leave this place. Albeit you have deferv'd

High commendation, true applaufe, and loves

Yet fuch is now the Duke's condition,

That he mifconftrues all that you have done.

The Duke is humorous ; what he is, indeed,

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

Orla. 1 thank you, Sir j and pray you, tell me this 5

Which of the two was Daughter of the Duke,
That here was at the wreftling ?

Le Beu. Neither his daughter, if we judge by man-
ners y

But yet, indeed, the fhorter is his daughter
j

The other's Daughter to the banifh'd Duke,
And here detained by her ufurping Uncle
To keep his daughter company, whofe loves

Are dearer than the natural bond of fillers.

But I can tell you, that of late this Duke
Hath ta'en difpleafure 'gainfi: his gentle Neice ,

Grounded upon no other argument,
But that the people praife her for her virtues,

And pity her for her good father's fake;

And, on my life, his malice 'gainft the lady

Will fuddeniy break forth. Sir, fare you wellj

Hereafter, in a better world than this,

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

Orla. I red: much bounden to you: fare you well !

Thus mud I from the fmokc into the fmother ,

From tyrant Duke, unto a tyrant brother :

But, hcav'nly Rofaliud /
->—

—

[_Exit.

SCENE
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SCENE changes to an Apartment in the

Palace.

Re-enter Celia and Rofalind.

Cel. Why, Coufinj why, Rofalind*, Cupid have mer-

cy > not a word

!

Rof Not one to throw at a dog.

Cel. No, thy words are too precious to be caft away
upon curs, throw fome of them at me j come, lame
me with reafons.

Rof Then there were two Coufins laid up > when the

one ihould be lam'd with reafons, and the other mad
without any.

Cel. But is all this for your father?

Rof. (7) No, Some of it is for my Child's father.

Oh, how full of briers is this working-day-world!

Cel. They are but burs, coufin, thrown upon thee

in holiday foolery j if we walk not in the trodden

paths, our very petticoats will catch them.

Rof. I could fhake them off my coat ; thefe burs are

in my heart.

Cel. Hem them away.

. Rof. I would try, if I could cry, hem, and have him.
Cel. Come, come, wreftle with thy afFeftions.

Rof. O, they take the part of a better Wreftler than

my felf.

Cel. O, a good wifh upon you! you will try in time,

in defpight of a Fall 5— but turning thefe jefts out of
fervice, let us talk in good earned : is it poffible on
fuch a fudden you fhould fall into fo ftrong a liking

with old Sir Rowland's youngeft fon ?

Rof. The Duke my father lov'd his father dearly.

(7) No, fome of it is for my Father's Child.] I have chofen to reftore

here the Reading of the older Copies, which evidently contains the Poet's

Sentiment. Rofalind would fay, Si No, all my Diftrefs and Melancholy
*' is not for my Father ; but fome of it for my Sweetheart, whom I hope
" to marry and have Children by." In this Senfe She ftiles him her
Child's Father.

'

Cel
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Cel Doth it therefore enfue, that you fhould love

his fon dearly ? by this kind of chafe, I fhould hate

him 5 for my father hated his father dearly ; yet I hate

not Orlando.

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

Cel. Why fhould I ? doth he not deferve well ?

Enter Duke, with Lords.

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

him, becaufe I do. Look, here comes the Duke.

Cel With his eyes full of anger.

Duke. Miflrefs, difpatch you with your fafefl haftc,

And get you from our Court.

Rof. Me, Uncle!

Duke. You, Coufin.

Within thefe ten days if that thou be'fl: found

So near our publick Court as twenty miles,

Thou dieft for it.

Rof I do befeech your Grace,

Let me the knowledge of my fault bear with me:

If with my felf I hold intelligence,

Or have acquaintance with my own defircs •,

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

(As, I do truft, I am not,) then, dear Uncle,

Never fo much as in a thought unborn

Did I offend your Highnefs.

Duke. Thus do all traitors j

If their purgation did confift in words,

They are as innocent as grace it felf:

Let it fuffice thee, that I truft thee not.

Rof Yet your miftruft cannot make me a traitor;

Tell me, wherein the likelihood depends.

Duke. Thou art thy father's daughter, there's enough.

Rof So was I, when your Highnefs took his Dukc-

So was I, when your Highnefs banifh'd him 5 Ldom *

Treafon is not inherited, my lord ;

Or if we did derive it from our friends,

What's that to me? my father was no traitor:

Then, good my Liege, miftake me not fo much,

To think my poverty is treacherous.
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Cel. Dear Soveraign, hear me fpeak.

Duke. Ay, Celia^ we but fbaid her for your fakej

Elfe had fhe with her father rang'd along.

Cel. I did not then entreat to have her ftayj

It was your pleafure, and your own remorfej

I was too young that time to value her ;

But now I know her; if flie be a traitor,

Why fo am I ; we dill have flept together,

Rofe at an inftant, learn'd, play'd, eat together;

And wherefoe'er we went, like Juno's Swans,
Still we went coupled, and infeparable.

Duke. She is too fubtle for thee j and her fmoothnefs,
Her very filence and her patience,

Speak to the people, and they pity her:

Thou art a fool •, flie robs thee of thy name,
And thou wilt fhow more bright, and feem more vir-

tuous,

When fhe is gone ; then open not thy lips :

Firm and irrevocable is my doom,
Which I have paft upon her; flic is banifli'd.

Cel. Pronounce that Sentence then on me, my Liege

;

I cannot live out of her company.
Duke. You are a fool : you, Neice, provide your felf>

If you out-ftay the time, upon mine Honour,
I And in the Greatnefs of" my word, you die.

[_Exeunt Duke, &JV,

Cel. O my poor Rofalind •> where wilt thou go ?

Wilt thou change fathers ! I will give thee mine :

I charge thee, be not thou more griev'd than I am.
Rof. I have more caufe.

Cel. Thou haft not, coufin

;

Pr'ythee, be cheerful; know'ft thou not, the Duke
Has banifli'd me his daughter?

Rof. That he hath not.

Cel. No? hath not? (8) Rofalind lacks then the love,

Which teacheth Me that thou and I am one :

Shall
(8) ' Rofalind lacks then the Love,

Which teaxheth thee that thou and I am one']

Tho' this be the Reading of all the printed Copies, 'tis evident, the Poet
wrote;

Which
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Shall we be fimdred? fhall we part, fweet Girl?

No, let my father feek another heir.

Therefore devife with me, how we may fly

;

Whither to go, and what to bear with us;

And do not feek to take your charge upon you,
To bear your griefs your felf, and leave me out

:

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

Say what thou can'ft, I'll go along with thee.

Rof. Why, whither fhall we go ?

Cel. To feek my Uncle in the foreft of Arden.

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

Maids as we are, to travel forth fo far !

Beauty provoketh thieves fooner than gold.

Cel. I'll put my felf in poor and mean attire,

And with a kind of umber fmirch my face*

The like do you ; fo fhall we pafs along,

And never ftir affailants,

Rof. Were't not better,

Becaufe that I am more than common tall,

That I did fuit me all points like a man ?

A gallant Curtleax upon my thigh, °

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

Lie there what hidden woman's fear there will)

We'll have a fwafhing and a martial outfide,

As many other mannifh cowards have,

That do outface it with their femblances.

Cel. What fhall I call thee, when thou art a man?
Rof. I'll have no worfe a name than Jove's own Page

;

And therefore, look, you call me Gammed,
But what will you be calPd ?

Cel. Something that hath a reference to my ftate

;

No longer Celia, but Aliena.

Which teacheth Me
for if Rofalind had learnt to think Celia one Part of her Self, She

could not lack that Love which Celia complains She does. My Emen-
dation is confirm'd by what Celia fays when She firil comes upon the

Stage

Herein I fee, Thou lov'Jl me not with the full Weight that I love

thee : Sec. / could have taught my Love to take thy Fatherfor mine ; fo

miouldfi Thou, ifthe Truth rfthy Love to me werefo righteoufly temper d
«; mine is to thee.

Rof.



As you Like it. 205

Rof. But, Coufin, what if we afraid to fteal

The clowni(h Fool out of your father's Court ?

Would he not be a comfort to our travel ?

Cel. He'll go along o'er the wide world with mc.
Leave me alone to woo him ; let's away,
And get our jewels and our wealth together -

9

Devife the fitteft time, and fafeft way
To hide us from purfuit that will be made
After my flight : now go we in content

To Liberty, and not to Banifhment. [Exeunt*

AC T II.

SCENE, Arden Forest.

Enter Duke Senior, Amiens, and two or three Lords
like Forejiers.

Duke fenior.

NO W, my co-mates, and brothers in exile,

Hath not old cuftom made this life more fweet
Than That of painted Pomp ? are not thefe

woods
More free from peril, than the envious Court?
Here feel we but the penalty of Adam$ (9)

The Seafons' difference ; as, the icie phang,

And churlifh chiding of the winter's wind ;

Which, when it bites and blows upon my body,

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

(9) Herefeel we not the Penalty."] What was the Penalty of Adam,
hinted at by our Foet ? The being fenfible of the Difference of the

Seafons. The Duke fays, the Cold and Effects of the Winter feelingly

perfuade him what he is. How does he not then feel the Penalty ?

Doubtlefs, the Text mull be reftor'd as I have corrected it : and 'tis

obvious in the Courfe of thefe Notes, how often not and but by Miftake
have chang'd Place in our Author's former Editions.

This
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This is no Flattery: thefe are Counfellors,

That. feelingly perfuade me what I am.
Sweet are the ufes of Adverfity,

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

And this our life, exempt from publick haunt,

Finds tongues in trees, books in the running brooks,

Sermons in flones, and good in every thing.

Ami. I would not change it ; happy is your Grace,
That can tranllate the ftubbornnefs of fortune

Into fo quiet and fo fweet a flyle.

Duke Sen. Come, lhall we go and kill us venifon?
And yet it irks me, the poor dappled fools,

Being native burghers of this defart city,

Should, in their own Confines, with forked heads

Have their round haunches goar'd.

i Lord. Indeed, my Lord,
The melancholy Jaques grieves at that;

And in that kind fwears you do more ufurp

Than doth your brother, that hath banifh'd you:

To day my Lord of Amiens, and my felf,

Did ileal behind him, as he lay along

Under an oak, whofe antique root peeps out

Upon the brook that brawls along this wood \

To the which place a poor fequeihed flag,

That from the hunters' aim had ta'en a hurt,

Did come to languifh 5 and, indeed, my lord,

The wretched Animal heav'd forth fuch groans,5

That their difcharge did ftretch his leathern coat

Almofl to burfling, and the big round tears

Cours'd one another down his innocent nofe

In piteous chafe; and thus the hairy fool,

Much marked of the melancholy Jaques,

Stood on th' extremefl verge of the fvvift brook,'

Augmenting it with tears.

Duke Sen. But what faid Jaques ?

Did he not moralize this fpedbacle ?

1 Lord. O yes, into a thoufand fimilies.

Firfl, for his weeping in the needlefs flream -,

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

As
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As worldlings do, giving thy fum of more
To that which had too much. Then being alone,

Left and abandon'd of his velvet friends $

*Tis right, quoth he, thus mifery doth part

The flux of company : anon a carelefs herd,

Full of the pafture, jumps along by him,

And never flays to greet him : ay, quoth Jaques9
Sweep on, you fat and greafie citizens,

'Tis juft the fafhionj wherefore do you look

Upon that poor and broken bankrupt there ?

Thus moft inventively he pierceth throug

The body of the Country, City, Court,

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

To fright the animals, and to kill them up
In their affign'd and native dwelling place.

Duke Sen. And did you leave him in this contem-
plation?

2 Lord. We did, my Lord, weeping and comment-
ing

Upon the fobbing deer.

Duke Sen. Show me the place

;

I love to cope him in thefe fullen fits,

For then he's full of matter.

z Lord. I'll bring you to him ftraight. [Exeunt.

SCENE changes to the Pal ace again.

Enter Duke Frederick with Lords.

Duke. /*~^ AN it be poffible, that no man faw them ?

V^/ It cannot be j fome villains ofmy Court
Are of confent and fufferance in this.

1 Lord. I cannot hear of any that did fee her.

The ladies, her attendants of her chamber,
Saw her a-bed, and in the morning early

They found the bed untreafur'd of their miftrefs.

z Lord. My Lord, the roynifh Clown, at whom fo oft

Your Grace was wont to laugh, is alfo miffing:

Hifperia, the Princefs' Gentlewoman*-
ConFefle*,
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ConfeiTes, that fhe fecretly o'er-heard

Your Daughter and her Coufin much commend
The parts and graces of the Wreftler,

That did but lately foil the finewy Charles ;

And fhe believes, where ever they are gone,
That Youth is furely in their company.

Duke. Send to his brother, fetch that Gallant hither :

If he be abfent, bring his brother to me,
I'll make him find him ; do this fuddenly $

And let not Search and Inquifition quail

To bring again thefe foolifh runaways. {Exeunt.

SCENE changes to OliverV Houfe.

Enter Orlando and Adam,

OrJa. VY7HO's there?

VV Adam. What! my young mafter ? oh,my
gentle mafter,

Oh, my fweet mafter, O you memory
Of old Sir Rowland! why, what make you here?
Why are you virtuous? why do people love you?
And wherefore are you gentle, ftrong, and valiant?

Why would you be fo fond to overcome
The bonny Prifer of the humorous Duke? (10)

(10) The bonny Prifer of the humourous Duke] Mr. Warburton ad-

vifes to read,

The boney "Prifer

an Epithet more agreeing with the Wreftler, who is character!z'd for

his Bulk and Strength ; not his Gaiety, Humour, or Affability. I have

not difturb'd the Text, as the other Reading gives Senfe : tho there ate

feveral Pafiages in the Play, which, in good Meaiure, vouch for my
Friend's Conjecture. The Duke fays, fpeaking of the Difference be-

twixt him and Orlando

;

You 'will take little Delight in it, I can tellyou, there is fuch Odds in

the Man

:

And the Princefs fays to Orlando ;

Young Gentleman, your Spirits are too boldfor your Years : you havefee*

cruel Proof of this Mans Strength.

And again, when they are wreitling

;

/ would I were in-vifible, to catch the ftrong Fello<w by the Leg.

And in another Paflagc he is charatteriz'd by the Name of thcftncuy

Charles.

Your
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Your Praife is come too fwiftly home before you.

Know you not, mailer, to fome kind of men
Their graces ferve them but as enemies ?

No more do yours ; your virtues, gentle mailer,

^re fanctified and holy traitors to you.

Oh, what a world is this, when what is comely
Envenoms him that bears it

!

Orla. Why, what's the matter?

Adam. O unhappy youth,

Come not within thefe doors \ within this roof

The enemy of all your graces lives

;

Your brother— (no 5 no brother j yet the fon, *

Yet not the fon j I will not call him fon

Of him I was about to call his father,)

Hath heard your praifes, and this night he means
To burn the lodging where you ufe to lie,

And you within it 5 if he fail of that,

He will have other means to cut you ofF$

I overheard him, and his practices :

This is no place, this houfe is but a butchery;
Abhor it, fear it, do not enter it.

Orla. Why, whither, Adam^ wouldilthouhavemego?
Adam. No matter whither, fo you come not here.

Orla. What, wouldil thou have me go and beg my
food?

Or with a bafe^ and boiilerous fword enforce

A thievifh living on the common road?
This I muil do, Or know not what to do

:

Yet this I will not do, do how I can*
I rather will fubject me to the malice

Of a diverted blood, and bloody brother.

Adam. But do not fo ; I Have five hundred Crowns,
The thrifty hire I fav'd under your father,

Which I did ilore, to be my foiler nurfe

When fervice mould in my old limbs lie lame,
And unregarded age in corners thrown

;

Take That ; and he that doth the ravens feed,

Yea, providently caters for the fparrow,
Be comfort to my age : here is the gold,
All this I give you, let me be your fervantj
Vol. II. P Thb*
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Tho* I look old, yet I am ftrong and lufty*

For in my youth I never did apply

Hot and rebellious liquors in my blood ;

Nor did I with unbafhful forehead woo
The means of weaknefs and debility

:

Therefore my age is as a lufty winter,

Frofty, but kindly; let me go with you;
Til do the fervice of a younger man
In all your bufinefs and rjeceflities.

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

The conftant fervice of the antique world
;

When fervice fweat for duty, not for meed!
Thou art not for the fafhion of thefe times,

Where none will fweat, but for promotion

;

And, having That, do choak their fervice up
Even with the Having; it is not fo with thee j

But, poor old man, thou prun'ft a rotten tree,

That cannot fo much as a bloffbm yield,

In lieu of all thy pains and husbandry;
But come thy ways, we'll go along together

;

And ere we have thy youthriil wages fpent,

We'll light upon fome fettled low Content.

ddam. Mafter, go on ; and I will follow thee

To the laft gafp with truth and loyalty.

From feventeen years 'till now almofl fourfcorc

Here lived J, but now live here no more.

At feventeen years Many their fortunes feek,

But at fourfcore, it is too late a week j

Yet fortune cannot recompence me better

Than to die well, and not my mailer's debtor.

[Exew

SCENE
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SCENE changes to this Fo re st of Arden.

Enter Rofalind in Boys cloaths for Ganymed* Celia dreji

like a Shepherdefs for Aliena, and Clown.

Rof. f^\ Jupiter! how weary are my fpirits ? (n)
\J Clo. I care not for my fpirits, if rhy legs

were not weary.

Rof I could find in my heart to difgrace my
man's apparel, and cry like a woman j but I muft com-
fort the weaker vefTel, as doublet arid hofe ought to

jfhow it felfcourageous to petticoat 5 therefore, courage^
good Aliena.

CeL I pray you, bear with mej I cannot go no fur-

ther.

Clo. For my part, I had rather bear with you, than
bear you* yet I (hould bear no Crofs, if I did bear you j

for, I think, you have no mony in your purfe.

Rof Well, this is the foreft of Arden.

Clo. Ay 5 now I am in Arden, the more fool I $

when 1 was at home, I was in a better place 5 but tra-

vellers muft be content.

Rof Ay, be fo, good Touchftone: look you^ who
.tomes here j a young man and an old in folemn talk*

Enter Corin and Silvius.

Cor. That is the way to make her fcorn you ftilL

Sil. O Corin, that thou knew'ft how 1 do love her!

Cor. I partly guefs ; for I have lov'd ere now.
Sil. No, Coring being old, thou can'ft not guefs*

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

As ever figh'd upon a midnight pillow j

But if thy love were ever like to mine$

(11) O Jupiter! ho<w merry are my Spirit! f ] And yet, within
1

the
1

Space of one intervening Line, She fays, She could find in her Heart t<5

difgrace her Man's Apparel, and cry like a Woman. Sure, this is but a
very bad Symptom of the Brisknefi of Spirits : rather, a direcl Proof of
the contrary Difpofition. Mr. Warburton and I, both, concurr'd in con-
jeduring it fhould be, as I have reformed it in the Text;-

—

+hfcU&
weary are my Spirits ?

P % (As
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(As, fure, I think, did never man love fo)

How many actions moft ridiculous

Haft thou been drawn to by thy fantafie ?

Cor. Into a thoufand that I have forgotten.

Sil. O, thou didft then ne'er love fo heartily j

If thou remember'ft not the ilighteft folly,

That ever love did make thee run into $

Thou haft not lov'd. —
Or if thou haft not fate as I do now,
Wearying the hearer in thy miftrefs praife,

Thou haft not lov'd. •
• -

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

Phebe, Pbebe, Phsbe! [Exit Sil

Rof. Alas, poor Shepherd! fearching of thy wound
1 have by hard adventure found my own.

Clo. And I mine ; I remember, when I was in lov

I broke my fword upon a ftone, and bid him take thai

for coming a-nights to Jane Smile \ and I remembe
the luffing of her batlet, and the cow's dugs that he

pretty chopt hands had milk'd > and I remember th

wooing of a peafcod inftead of her, from whom I

took two cods, and giving her them again, faid withi

weeping tears, wear thefe for my fake. We, that ar

true lovers, run into ftrange capers j but as all is mo
tal in nature, fo is all nature in love mortal in folly

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

Clo. Nay, I (hall ne'er be ware of mine own wit,

'till I break my fhins againft it.

Rof. Jove! Jove! this Shepherd's paffion is much
upon my fafhion.

Clo. And mine, but it grows fomething ftale with

me.
Cel. I pray you, one of you queftion yond man,

If he for gold will give us any food j

I faint almoft to death.

Clo. Holla i you, Clown!

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

Cor. Who-Calls?

V. cm

:

!
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Clo. Your Betters, Sir.

Cor. Elfe they are very wretched.

Rof. Peace, I fay ; good Even to you, friend.

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

Rof. I pr'ythee, fhepherd, if that love or gold

Can in this defart place buy entertainment,

Bring us where we may reft our felves, and feed ;

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

And faints for fuccour.

Cor. Fair Sir, I pity her,

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

But I am Shepherd to another man,

And do not fheer the fleeces that I graze >

My mailer is of churlifh difpofition,

And little wreaks to find the way to heav'n

By doing deeds of hofpitality

:

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

Are now on fale, and at our flieep-coate now,
By reafon of his abfence, there is nothing

That you will feed on > but what is, come fee 5

And in my voice moil welcome fhall you be.

Rof. What is he, that fhall buy his flock and paf*

ture?

Cor. That young fw^in, that you faw here but ere;

while^

That little cares for buying any thing.

Rof. I pray thee, if it fland with honefty,

Buy thou the cottage, pailure, and the flock,

And thou irult have to pay for it of us.

Cel. And we will mend thy wages.

I like this place, and willingly could wafle

My time in it.

Cor. Afluredly the thing is to be fold 5

Go with me; if you like, upon report,

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

I will your very faithful feeder be 5

And buy it with your gold right fuddenly. {Exeunt.

P J
%M SCENE



H4 A you Like it.

SCENE changes to a defart Tart of the

Foreji.

£nter Amiens, Jaques> and others*

SONG.
Under the green-wood tree

y

IVho loves to lye with mey

And tune his merry note^

Unto the fweet bird's throaty

Come hither , come hither , come hither :

Here Jhall he fee

No enemy%

But winter and rough weather.

Jaq. More, more, I pr'ythee, more.
Ami, It will make you melancholy, Monfieuir

Jaques,

Jaq. I thank it; more, I pr'ythee, more; I can
fuck melancholy out of a Song, as a weazel fucks eggs :

more, I pr'ythee, more.

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

you.

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

you to ring ; come, come, another ftanzo; call you
'em ftanzo's ?

Ami. What you will, Monfieur Jaques.

Jaq. Nay, I care not for their names, they owe
me nothing.— Will you ling ?

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

Jaq. Well then, if ever I thank any man, I'll

thank you ; but That, they call Compliments, is like the

encounter of two dog-apes. And when a man thanks

me heartily, methinks, I have given him a penny, and

he renders me the beggarly thanks. Come, ling; and

you that will not, hold your tongues -

Amu
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Ami. Well, I'll end the fong. Sirs, cover the while

the Duke will dine under this tree; he hath been all

this day to look you.

jaq. And I have been all this day to avoid him.

He is too difputable for my company : I think of as

many matters as he, but I give heav'n thanks, and
make no boaft of them. Come, warble* come.

SONG.
Who doth ambition Jhun^

And loves to lye i'thl* Sun,

Seeking the food he eats,
N

)

And pleas'd with what he gets %

Come hither, come hither^ come hither $

HereJhall he fee

No enemy

\

But winter and rough weather*

Jaq. Pll give you a verfe to this note, that I mad«
yefterday in defpight of my invention.

Ami. And I'll fing it.

Jaq. Thus it goes.

If it do come to pafs9

ithat any man turn afs ;

Leaving his wealth and eafi

A ftubborn will to pkafe%
4)ucdame, ducdame, ducdamt\

Here fhall he fee

Grofs fools as he,

And if he will come to me.

Ami. What's that ducdamg ?

Jaq. 'Tis a Greek invocation, td call fools info a
circle. I'll go deep if I can ; if I cannot, Pll rail a-
gainft all the firft-born of Mgypt.

Ami. And Pll go feek the Duke : his banquet is

PrePar
'

d ' [Exeunt^ fevet-ally.

P 4 Enter
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Enter Orlando and Adam.

Adam. Dear mafter, I can go no further j O, I die

for food ! here lye I down, and meafure out my grave.

Farewel, kind mailer.

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

thee? live a little 5 comfort a little 5 cheer thy fclf a

little. If this uncouth Foreft yield any thing favage,

I will either be food for it, or bring it for food to

thee : thy conceit is nearer death, than thy powers.

For my fake be comfortable, hold death a while at

the arm's end : I will be here with thee prefently, and

if I bring thee not fomething to eat, I'll give thee

leave to die. But if thou dieft before I come, thou

art a mocker of my labour. Well faid, thou look'fl

cheerly. And I'll be with thee quickly \ yet thou lieft

in the bleak air. Come, I will bear thee to fome lhel-

ter, and thou fhalt not die for lack of a dinner, if

there live any thing in this Defart. Cheerly, good
Adam. [Exeunt,

Enter Duke Sen. and Lards. \_A table fet out.

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

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

Here was he merry, hearing of a Song.
Duke Sen. If he, compact of jars, grow mufical,

We fhall have fhortly difcord in the f pheres :

Go, feek him 5 tell him, I would fpeak with him.

ILnter Jaques.

1 Lord. He faves my labour by his own approach.

Duke Sen.- Why, how noWj Monfieur, what a life is

this,

That your poor friends mud woo your company?
What ! you look merrily.

Jaq. A fool, a fool -, I met a fool i' th' foreft,

A motley fool> a miferablc world!
As
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As I do live by food, I met a fool,

Who laid him down and bask'd him in the fun,

And rail'd on Lady Fortune in good terms,

In good fet terms, and yet a motley fool.

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

Call me not fool, 'till heaven hath fent me fortune $

And then he drew a dial from his poak,

And looking on it with lack-luftre eye,

Says, very wifely, it is ten a clock :

Thus may we fee, quoth he, how the world wags

:

'Tis but an hour ago fince it was nine,

And after one hour more 'twill be eleven ;

And fo from hour to hour we ripe and ripe,

And then from hour to hour we rot and rot,

And thereby hangs a tale. When I did hear

The motley fool tl?us moral on the time, s

My lungs began to crow like chanticleer,

That fools fhould be fo deep contemplative :

And I did laugh, fans intermiflion,

An hour by his dial. O noble fool,

A worthy fool ! motley's the only wear.

Duke Sen. What fool is this ?

Jaq. O worthy fool! one that hath been a Courtier,

And fays, if ladies be but young and fair,

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

Which is as dry as the remainder bisket

After a voyage, he hath ftrange places cram'd
With obfervation, the which he vents

In mangled forms. O that I were a fool

!

I am ambitious for a motley coat.

Duke Sen. Thou fhalt have one.

Jaq. It is my only fuitj

Provided, that you weed your better judgments
Of all opinion, that grows rank in them,
That I am wife. I mull have liberty

Withal, as large a charter as the wind,

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

And they that are mod gauled with my folly,

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

The why is plain, as way to parifh church $

(12) He
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(11) He, whom a fool doth very wifely hit,

Doth very fooliihly, although he fmart,

Not to feem fenfelefs of the bob. If not,

The wife man's folly is anatomiz'd

Even by the fquandring glances of a fool.

Inveft me in my motley, give me leave

To fpeak my mind, and I will through and through
Cleanfe the foul body Qf*th' infected world,

If they will patiently receive my medicine.

Duke Sen. Fie on thee ! I can tell what thou wouldft
do.

Jaq. What, for a counter, would I do but good ?

Duke Sen. Moft mifchievous foul fin, in chiding fin:

For thou thy felf haft been a libertine, _

As fenfual as the brutifh fting it felf

5

And all th' emboffed fores and headed evils,

That thou with licence of free foot haft caught,

Would'ft thou difgorge into the general world.

Jaq. Why, who cries out on pride,

That can therein tax any private party?

Doth it not flow as hugely as the Sea,

'Till that the very very means do ebb?
What woman in the city do I name,
When that I fay, the city-woman bears

The coft of Princes on unworthy fhoulders >

Who can come in, and fay, that I mean her>

When fuch a one as fhe, fuch is her neighbour?
Or what is he of bafeft function,

That fays, his bravery is not on my coft;

Thinking, that I mean him> but therein futes

His folly to the metal of my fpeech?

There then> how then? what then? let me fee wherein

( 1 2) He y whom a Tool doth very ivifely hit,

Doth <veryfoolifhly, although he /mart,

Seem fenfelefs of the bob. If not, &Y] Befides that the third

Verfe is defective one whole Feet in Meafure, theTenour ofwhat jaquet

continues to fay, and the Reafoning of the Paflage, fhew it is no lefs de-

fective in the Senfe. There is no Doubt, but the two little Monofylla-

bles, which I have fupply'd, were either by Accident wanting in the

Manufaipt Copy, or by Inadvertence were left out at Pre/}.

My
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*vfy tongue hath wrong'd him ; if it do him right,

Then he hath wrong'd himfelf j if he be free,

Why, then my taxing, like a wild goofe flies

Unclaimed of any man. But who comes here ?

Enter Orlando, with Sword drawn.

Orla. Forbear, and eat no more.

Jaq. Why, I have eat none yet.

OrU. Nor malt not, 'till neceffity be ferv'd.

Jaq. Of what kind fhould this Cock come of?

Duke Sen. Art thou thus bolden'd, man, by thy dif-

trefs ?

Or dfe a rude defpifer of good manners,

That in civility thou feem'ft fo empty?
Orla. You touch'd my vein at firftj the thorny point

Of bare diitrefs hath ta'en from me the fliew

Of fmooth civility > yet am I in-land bred,

And know fome nurture : but forbear, I fay :

He dies, that touches any of this fruit,

'Till I and my affairs are anfwered.

Jaq. If you will not

Be anfwered with reafon, I muft die.

Duke Sen. What would you have ? Your gentlenck
fhall force,

More than your force move us to gentlenefs.

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

Duke Sen. Sit down and feed, and welcome to our
table.

Orla. Speak you fo gently? pardon me, I pray you

5

I thought, that all things had been favage here j

And therefore put I on the countenance

Of ftern commandment. But whate'er you are^

That in this defart inacceffible,

Under the made of melancholy boughs,
Lofe and negledfc the creeping hours of time;
If ever you have look'd on better days 3

If ever been where bells have knoll'd to church \

If ever fate at any good man's feaft j

If ever from your eyelids wip'd a tear,

And know what 'tis to pity, and be pitied \

Let;
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Let gentlenefs my ftrong enforcement be,

In the which hope I blufh, and hide my fword.

Duke Sen. True is it, that we have feen better days -

9
And have with holy bell been knoll'd to church *

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

Of drops, that facred pity hath engender'd :

And therefore fit you down in gentlenefs,

And take upon command what help we have,

That to your wanting may be miniftred.

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

And give it food. There is an old poor man,
Who after me hath many a weary ftep

Limp'd in pure love ; 'till he be flrft fuffic'd,

Opprefs'd with two weak evils, age and hunger,

I will not touch a bit.

Duke Sen. Go find him out,

And we will nothing wafte *till you return.

Orla. I thank ye j and be blefs'd for your good com-
fort

!

[Exit.

Duke Sen. Thou feed, we are not all alone unhappy

:

This wide and univerfal Theatre
Prefents more woful pageants, than the fcene

Wherein we play in.

Jaq. All the world's a Stage,

And all the men and women meerly Players j

They have their exits and their entrances,

And one man in his time plays many parts:

His acts being feven ages. At firft the infant,

Mewling and puking in the nurfe's arms:

And then, the whining fchool-boy with his fatchel,

And fhining morning-face, creeping like fnail

Unwillingly to fchool. And then, the lover ;

Sighing like furnace, with a woful ballad

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

Full of ftrange oaths, and bearded like the pard,

Jealous in honour, fudden and quick in quarrel j

Seeking the bubble reputation

Even in the cannon's mouth. And then, the juftice

In fair round belly, with good capon lin'd,

With
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With eyes fevere, and beard of formal cut,

Full of wife faws (13) and modern inftances,

And fo he Plays his part. The fixt hage fliifts

Into the lean and flipper'd pantaloon,

With fpeftacles on nofe, and pouch on fide

;

His youthful hofe well fav'd, a world too wide

For his fhrunk flhank; and his big manly voice,

Turning again toward childifh treble, pipes,

And whittles in his found. Laft Scene of all,

That ends this ftrange eventful Hiftory,

Is fecond childifhnefs, and meer oblivion,

Sans teeth, fans eyes, fans tafte, fans every thing.

Enter Orlando, with Adam.

Duke Sen. Welcome : fet down your venerable bur-

then,

And let him feed.

Orla. I thank you moft for him.

Adam. So had you need,

I fcarce can fpeak to thank you for my felf.

Duke Sen. Welcome, fall to : I will not trouble you,
As yet to queftion you about your fortunes.

Give us fome mufickj and, good coufin, fing.

SO N G.

Blow j blowiy thou winter wind,

Thou art not fo unkind

As man's ingratitude ;

Vthy tooth is not fo keen,

Becaufe thou art not feen9

Althd1

thy breath be rude.

Heigh ho ! fing, heigh ho ! unto the green holly ;

Moft friendjhip is feigning ; moft loving meer folly

:

'Then heigh ho, the holly !

This life is moft jolly.

(*3)
* an& modern Inftances^\ It is very obfervable that

^hake/peare ufes modem exa&ly in the manner the Greeks ufed icuvqs ;

vhich fignijies fometiines in their Writings novus, recens ; and fometimes

ibfurdus. Mr. Warburton.
Freeze,
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Freeze^ freeze^ thou bitter sky$

That doft not bite fo nigh

As benefits forgot:

Tho* thou the waters warf)
Thy fting is not fo Jharp

As friend remembred not,,

Heigh ho! Jing, &c.
i

Duke Sen. If that you were the good Sir Rowlands
Son,

As you have whifper'd faithfully you were^
And as mine eye doth his effigies witneft,

Moft truly limn'dj and living in your face,

Be truly welcome hither. I'm the Duke,
That lov'd your Father. The refidue of your fortune

Go to my cave and tell me. Good old Man,
Thou art right welcome, as thy matter is 5

Support him by the arm 5 give me your hand,

And let me all your fortunes underftand. [Exeunt

i

ACT III.

SCENE, ^Palace,
Enter Duke, Lords> and Oliver.

Duke.

NOT fee him fince? Sir, Sir, that cannot be:

But were I not the better part made mercy,

I fliould not feek an abfent argument
Of my revenge, thou prefent : but look to it>

Find out thy brother, wherefoe'er he is -,

Seek him with candle : bring him dead or living,

Within this twelvemonth ; or turn thou no more
To feek a living in our territory.

Thy
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Thy lands and all things that thou ddft call thine.

Worth feizure, do we feize into our hands

;

'Till thou canft quit thee by thy brother's mouth,

Of what we think againft thee.

QIL Oh, that your Highnefs knew my heart in this:

I never lov'd my Brother in my life.

Duke. More villain thou. Well, pufh him out of
doors 5 ^

And let my officers of fuch a nature

Make an Extent upon his houfe and lands :

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

SCENE changes to the Forest.

Enter Orlando.

Orla. TTAng there, my verfe, in witnefs ofmy love*

XT! And thou thrice-crowned Queen of Night
furvey,

With thy chafte eye, from thy pale fphere above,

Thy huntrefs' name that my full life doth fway.

O Rofalind! thefe trees fhall be my books,

And in their barks my thoughts I'll chara&er \

That every eye, which in this Foreft looks,

Shall fee thy virtue witnefs'd every where.

Run, run, Orlando^ carve, on every tree,

The fair, the chafte, and unexpreflive She. [Exit.

Enter Corin and Clown.

Cor. And how like you this fhepherd's life, Mr.
foucbftone ?

Clo. Truly, fhepherd, in refpect of it felf, it is a

good life j but in refpefl: that it is a fhepherd's life, it

is naught. In refpeft that it is folitary, I like it very
well 5 but in refpect that it is private, it is a very vile

life. Now in refpect it is in the fields, it pleafeth me
well ; but in refpeft it is not in the Court, it is te-

dious. As it is a fpare life, look you, it fits my hu-
mour well 3 but as there is no more plenty in it, it

goes much againft my ftomach. Haft any philofophy
in thee, fhepherd ?

Cor.
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Cor. No more, but that I know, the more one
fickens, the worfe at eafe he is : and that he, that

wants mony, means, and content, is without three

good friends. That the property of rain is to wet,
and fire to burn : that good pafture makes fat fheep -,

and that a great caufe of the night, is lack of the Sun :

that he, that hath learned no wit by nature nor art,

may complain of good breeding, or comes of a very

dull kindred.

Clo. Such a one is a natural philofopher. Waft ever

in Court, fliepherd ?

Cor. No, truly.

Clo. Then thou art damn'd.
Cor. Nay, I hope
Clo. Truly, thou art damn'd, like an ill-roafted egg,

all on one fide.

Cor. For not being at Court? your reafon.

Clo. Why, if thou never waft at Court, thou never

faw'ft good manners ; if thou never faw'ft good man-
ners,- then thy manners mult be wicked > and wicked-
nefs is fin, and fin is damnation: thou art in a parlous

ftate, fliepherd.

Cor. Not a whit, Touchftone : thofe, that are good
manners at the Courr, are as ridiculous in the Coun-
try, as the behaviour of the Country is moft mockable
at the Court. You told me, you faluce not at the

Court, but you kifs your hands ; that courtefie would

be uncleanly, if Courtiers were fhepherds.

Clo. Inftance, briefly \ come, inftance.

Cor. Why, we are ftill handling our ewes ; and their

fels, you know, are greafie.

Clo. Why, do not your Courtiers hands fweat? and

is not the greafe of a mutton as whoifome as the fweat

of a man? fliallow, fliallow $ a better inftance, I

fay : come.
Cor. Befides, our hands are hard.

Clo. Your lips will feel them the fooner. Shallow

again: a more founder inftance, come.

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

of our fheep -> and would you have us kifs tar ? the

Courtier's hands are perfumed with civet. Clo.
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Clo: Moft fhallow man ! thou worms- meat, in re-

fpect of a good piece of fleih, indeed ! learn of the

wife and perpend , civet is of a bafer birth than tar

;

the very uncleanly flux of a cat. Mend the inftance,

fhepherd.

Cor. l£ou hwQ t00 courtly a wis for me y I'll reft*

Clo. Wilt thou reft damn'd ? God help thee, {hal-

low man y God make incifion in thee, thou art raw.
Cor. Sir, I am a true labourer, I earn that I eat

;

get that I wear; owe no man hate, envy no man's
happinefs 3 glad of other men's good, content with
my harm y and the greateft of my pride is, to fee my
ewes graze, and my lambs fuck.

Clo. That is another fimple fin in you, to bring the
ewes and the rams together 5 and to offer to get your
living by the copulation of cattle y to be a bawd to a

bell-weather ; and to betray a Ihe-lamb of a twelve-

month to a crooked-pated old cuckoldly ram^ out of
all reafonable match. If thou be'ft: not damn'd for

thisj the devil himfelf will have no ihepherds , I can-

not fee elfe how thou ftiould'ft 'fcape.

Cor. Here comes young Mr. Ganymed^ my new mi-
ftrefs's brother.

Enter Rofalind, with a paper.

Kof. Prom the eaji to weftern Inde,

No jewel is like Rofalind.

Her worthy being mounted on the wind$

Through all the world bears Rofalind,

All the piclures faireft litfdy

Are but black to Rofalind j

Let no face be kept in mindj

But the face of Rofalind.

Clo. I'll rhime you fo, eight years together ; din-

ners, and fuppers, and fleeping hours excepted i it is

the right butter-women's rank to market*

Rof. Out, fool!

Clo. For a tafte* <

Vol. II. CL 04) V
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(14) If a hart doth lack a hind^

Let him feek. out Rofalind*

If the cat will after kind,

So^ be fure^ will RofalincL

Winter garments muft he lin'd9

So muft fender Rofalind.

fthey
9 that reap, muft ftoeaf and bind%

Then to Cart with Rofalind.

Sweeteft nut hath fowreft rind^

Such a nut is Rofalind,

He that fweeteft rofe will findj

Muft find love's prick, and Rofalind.

This is the very falfe gallop of verfesj why do you
infect your felf with them ?

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

Clo. Truly, the tree yields bad fruit*

Roft I'll graff it with you, and then I fhall graff it

with a medler ; then it will be the earlieft fruit i' th'

country ; for you'll be rotten ere you be half ripe,

and that's the right virtue of the medler.

Clo. You have faid j but whether wifely or no, let

the Foreft judge.

Enter Celia, with a writing*

Roft Peace, here comes my Sifter reading ; ftand

afide.

Cel. Why fhould this a Defart bt%

For it is unpeopled ? No ;

Tongues I'll hang on every tree,

That ftall civil fayings Jhow.
Some, how brief the life of man
Runs his erring pilgrimage %

(14) If a Hart doth lack a bind, &c] The Poet, in arraigning this

Species of Verification, feems not only to fatirize the Mode, that fa

much prevail'd in his Time, of writing Sonnets and Madrigals ; but ta-

citly to fneer the Levity of Dr. Thomas Lodge, a grave Phyfician in Queen

Elizabeths Reign, who -was very fertil of PaTtoral Songs ; and who
wrote a whole Book of Poems in the Praife of his MiiUefs, whom he

calls Rofalind,

that
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float the flretching of a fpan
Buckles in his fum of age \

Some of violated vows^

'Twixt the fouls of friend and friend$
But upon the faireft boughs*

Or at every fentence end^

Will I Rofalinda write ;

'Teaching all, that read, to know*

This ^uintefjence of every Sprite

Heaven would' in little Jhow,

Therefore heaven nature charged.

That one body fhould be filFd

With all graces wide enlarged ;

Nature prefently diftilVd

Helen'* cheeks, but not her heart *

Cleopatra'* majefty ;

AtalantaV better part j

Sad Lucretia'* modefty.

Thus Rofalind of many parts

By heavenly fynod was devised %

Of many faces y
eyes and hearts^

To have the Touches deareft prized.

Heaven would that Jhe thefe gifts fhould have$

And I to live and die her Jlave.

Rof. O moft gentle Jupiter /— what tedious homily
of love have you wearied your Parifhioners withal, and
never cry'd, have patience, good people?

CeL How now ? back-friends ! fhepherd, go off a

little: go with him, firrah.

Clo. Come, fhepherd, let us make an honourable re*

treat \ tho' not with bag and baggage, yet with fcrip

and fcrippage, [Exeunt Cor. and Clown.
CeL Didft thou hear thefe verfes?

Rof O yes, I heard them all, and mbre too j for

fome of them had in them more feet than the verfes

would bear.

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

Rof. Ay, but the feet were lame, and could not bear
themfelves without the verfe, and therefore flood lame-
ly in the verfe.

0. *
,

CeL
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Cel. But didft thou hear without wondrifig, how thy
name mould be hang'd and carv'd upon thefe trees?

Rof I was feven of the nine days out of wonder,
before you came : for, look here, what I found on a

palm-tree ; I was never fo be-rhimed fince Pythagoras'*

time, that I was an Irijb rat, which I can hardly re-

member.
Cel. Tro you, who hath done this ?

Rof Is it a man ?

Cel. And a chain, that you once wore, about his

neck : Change you colour ?

Rof. I pr'ythee, who ?

Cel. O Lord, Lord, it is a hard matter for friends

to meet ; but mountains may be removed with earth-

quakes, and fo encounter.

Rof Nay, but who is it?

Cel. Is it poffible ?

Rof. Nay, I pr'ythee now, with moft petitionary

vehemence, tell me who it is.

CeL O wonderful, wonderful, and moft wonderful
wonderful, and yet again wonderful, and after that out

of all whooping
Rof (if) Odd's, my complexion! doft thou think,

though I am caparifon'd like a man, I have a doublet

and hofe in my difpofition ? (16) One inch of delay

more is a South-fea off difcovery. I pr'ythee, tell me,

who is it $ quickly, and fpeak apace; I would thou,

could'ft flammer, that thou might'fl pour this con-

cealed man out of thy mouth, as wine comes out of

a narrow-mouth'd bottle -

9 either too much at once, or

(15) Good my Complexion, doji thou think &c. — ] This is a IVlode of

Kxprefiion, that I could not reconcile to Common Senfe ; I have there-

fore ventured, by a (light Change to read, Odd's, my Complexion ! So, in

another Scene of this Comedy, Rofalind again fays

;

Odd's, my little Life !

And, again ;

'Odd's, my Willi

Her Love is not the Hare that I do hunt.

(16) One Inch cf Delay more is a South fea of Difcovery {\ A South-fea

of Difcovery : This is ltark Nonfenfe ; We muft read — ^"Difcovery.

i e. from Difcovery. " If" you delay me one Inch of Time longer, I

" lhali tkink this Secret as far from Difcovery as the South-fea is."

none
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none at all. I pr'ythee, take the cork out of thy

mouth, that I may drink thy tidings.

Cel. So you may put a man in your belly.

Rof Is he of God's making? what manner of man?
is his head worth a hat? or his chin worth a beard?

Gel Nay, he hath but a little beard.

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

thankful ; let me ftay the growth of his beard, if thou

delay me not the knowledge of his chin.

Cel. It is young Orlando^ that tripp'd up the wrefller's

heels and your heart both in an inftant.

Rof Nay, but the devil take mocking \ fpeak, fad

brow, and true maid.

Cel. Ffaith, coz, 'tis he,

Rof. Orlando I

Cel. Orlando.

Rof Alas the day, what {hall I do with my doublet

and hofe? what did he, when thou faw'fl: him? what
faid he ? how look'd he? wherein went he? what
makes he here ? did he ask for me ? where remains he ?

how parted he with thee ? and when fhalt thou fee

him again? anfwer me in one word.
Cel. You mud borrow me Garagantua's mouth firft$

'tis a word too great for any mouth of this age's fize ;

to fay, ay, and no, to thefe particulars, is more than
to anfwer in a catechifm.

Rof But doth he know that I am in this Foreft, and
in man's apparel? looks he as freihly as he did the day
he wreftled ?

Cel. It is as eafie to count atoms, as to refolve the

propofitions of a lover : but take a tafte of my finding

him, and relifh it with good obfervance, I found him
under a tree like a dropp'd acorn.

Rof. It may well be call'd Jove's tree, when it drops
forth fuch fruit.

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

Cel. There lay he flretch'd along like a wounded
Knight.

Rof. Tho 5

it be pity to fee fuch a fight
5 it well be-*

Comes the groun,d v Q^ j
" Cel
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Cel. Cry, holla! to thy tongue, Ipr'ythee* ic cur-

vets unfeafonably. He was furnifti'd like a hunter.

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

Cel. I would fing my fong without a burthen 5 thou
bring'ft me out of tune.

Rof Do you not know I am a woman ? when I

think, I muftfpeak: Sweet, fay on.

Enter Orlando and Jaques.

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

Rof. 'Tis he 5 flink by, and note him.

[Cel. and Rof. retire.

Jaq. I thank you for your company ; but, good
faith, I had as lief have been my felf alone.

Orla. And fo had I \ but yet for fafhion fake, I

thank you too for your fociety.

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

Orla. I do defire we may be better ftrangers.

Jag. I pray you, marr no more trees with writing

love-fongs in their barks.

Orla. (17) I pray you, marr no more of my Verfes

with reading them ill-favouredly.

Jaq. Rofalindy is your love's name ?

Orla. Yes, juft.

Jaq. I do not like her name.
Orla. There was no thought of pleafing you, when

ihe was chriften'd.

Jaq. What ftature is fhe of?

Orla. Juft as high as my heart.

Jaq. You are full of pretty anfwers ; have you not

been acquainted with goldfmiths wives, and conn'd

them out of rings ?

Orla. Not fo: (18) but I anfwer you right painted

cloth, from whence you have ftudied your queftions.

Jaq.
(17) I pra\' You, marr no more of my Verfes nvitb reading them ill-fa-

vouredly.] The Poet feems to have had in his Eye this Diilich of Mar-
tial', Lib. I. Epigr. 39.

Quem rccitas, msus ejf, o Fidentine, libcllus\

Sed male dum recitas, incipit effe tuus.

(18) But I a??fiver you right painted Cloth.] This alludes to the

Fafhion, in old Tapeitry Hangings, of Motto's and moral Sentences from

the
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Jaq. You have a nimble wit 5 I think, it was made
of Atalanta'% heels. Will you fit down with me, and
we two will rail againft our miftrefs, the world, and
all our mifery.

Orla. I will chide no breather in the world but my
felf, againft whom I know mod faults.

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

Orla. 'Tis a fault I will not change for your beft

virtue > I am weary of you.

Jaq. By my troth, I was feeking for a fool,, when I

found you.

Orla. He is drown'd in the brook 5 look but in, and
you fhall fee him.

Jaq. There I mail fee mine own figure.

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

Jaq. I'll flay no longer with you 5 farewel, good
Signior love ! [_Exit.

Orla. I am glad of your departure \ adieu, good
Monfieur melancholy ! [Cel. and Rof. come forward.

Rof. I will fpeak to him like a fawcy lacquey, and
under that habit play the knave with him ; do you
hear, forefter?

Orla. Very well ; what would you?
Rof. I pray you, what is't a clock?

Orla. You mould ask me, what time o* day 5 there*s

no clock in the Foreft.

Rof. Then there is no true lover in the Foreft $ elfe,

fighing every minute, and groaning every hour, would
detect the lazy foot of time, as well as a clock.

Orla. And why not the fwift foot of time ? had nat
that been as proper?

Rof By no means, Sir : time travels in divers pa^

ces, with divers perfons ; Til tell you who time ambles,

withal, who time trots withal, who time gallops with^.

al, and who he ftands ftill withal?

Orla. I pr'ythee, whom doth he trot withal?

the Mouths of the Figures work'd or painted in them. The Poet a.gai'%

hints at this Cuftom in his Poem,, call'd, Tarquin and Lucrece ;

Who fears a Sentence., or an Old Mans Saiju^

Shall by a painted Cloth be kept in Awe..

QL4 M<?A
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Rof Marry, he trots hard with a young maid, be-

tween the contract of her marriage, and the day it is

folemniz'd : if the interim be but a fennight, time's

pace is fo hard that it feems the length of feven years.

Orla. Who ambles time withal ?

Rof. With a pried that lacks Latine^ and a rich man
that hath not the gout) for the one (leeps eafily, be-

caufe he cannot ttudy$ and the other lives merrily, be-

caufe he feels no pain; the one lacking the burthen of

lean and wafteful learning ; the other knowing no bur-

then of heavy tedious penury. Thefe time ambles

withal.

Orla. Whom doth he gallop withal?

Rof, With a thief to the gallows : for though he

go as foftly as foot can fall, he thinks himfelf too foon

there.

Orla. Whom frays it ftill withal?> /

Rof With lawyers in the vacation $ for they ileep

between term and term, and then they perceive not

how time moves.

Orla. Where dwell you, pretty youth?

Rof With this fhepherdefs, my fitter; here in the

skirts of the foreft, like fringe upon a petticoat.

Orla. Are you native of this place?

Rof As the cony, that you fee dwell where fhe is

kindled.

Orla. Your accent is fomething finer, than you could

purchafe in Co removed a dwelling.

Rof I have been told fo of many *, but, indeed, an

old religious Uncle of mine taught me to fpeak, who
was in his youth an inland man, one that knew court-

fhip too well y for there he fell in love. I have heard

him read many leftures againft it j I thank God, I am
not a woman, to be touch'd with fo many giddy offen-

ces as he hath generally tax'd their whole fex withal.

Orla. Can you remember any of the principal evils,

that he laid to the charge of women ?

Rof. There were none principal, they were all like

one another, as half pence are , every one fault fecm-

ing monftrous, 'till his fellow fault came to match it.

Vn'a.
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Orla. I pr'ythee, recount fomc of them.

Rof No j I will not caft away my phyfick, but on
thofe that are. lick. There is a man haunts the Foreft,

that abufes our young Plants with carving Rofalind on
their barks 5 hangs Odes upon hawthorns, and Elegies

on brambles ; all, forfooth, deifying the name of Ro-

falind. If I could meet that fancy-monger, I would
give him fome good counfel, for he feems to have the

Quotidian of love upon him.

Orla. I am he, that is fo love-fhak'd ; I pray you,

tell me your remedy.

Rof. There is none of my Uncle's marks upon you j

he taught me how to know a man in love ; in which
cage of rufhes, I am fure, you are not prifoner.

Orla. What were his marks?

Rof A lean cheek, which you have not j a blue eye

and funken, which you have not 5 an unqueftionable

fpirit, which you have not ; a beard neglected, which
you have not > but I pardon you for that, for Am-
ply your Having in beard is a younger Brother's re-

venue; then your hofe fhould be ungarter'd, your
bonnet unbanded, your ileeve unbutton'd, your fhdo
untied, and every thing about you demonftrating a

carelefs defolation 5 but you are no fuch man, you are

rather point-device in your accoutrements, as loving
your felf, than feeming the lover of any other.

Orla. Fair youth, I would I could make thee be-
lieve I love.

Rof Me believe it? you may as foon make her, that

you love, believe it 5 which, I warrant, fhe is apter to
do, than to confefs fhe does 5 that is one of the points,

in the which women ftill give the lie to their confiden-

ces, But, in good footh, are you he that hangs the
Verfes on the trees, wherein Rofalind is fo admired ?

Orla. I fwear to thee, youth, by the white hand of
Rofalind^ I am That he, that unfortunate he.

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

Orla. Neither rhime nor reafon can exprefs how
much.

Rof
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Rof Love is meerly a madnefs, and, I tell you, de««

ferves as weli a dark houfe and a whip, as mad mea
do : and the reafon why they are not fo punifh'd and
cured, is, that the lunacy is fo ordinary, that the whip-
pers are in love too : yet I profefs curing it by counfel.

Orla. Did you ever cure any fo ?

Rof Yes, one, and in this manner. He was to ima-
gine me his love, his miftrefs : and I fet him every day
to wooe me. At which time would J, being but a

moonifh youth, grieve, be effeminate, changeable^

longing, and liking $ proud, fantaftical, apifh, mal-

low, inconftant, full of tears, full of fmiles ; for every

paffion fomething, and for no paffion truly any thing,

as boys and women are for the moft part cattle of this

colour ; would now like him, now loath him y then

entertain him, then forfwear him j now weep for him x

then fpit at him 5 that I drave my fuitor from his mad
humour of love, to a living humour of madnefs $ which

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

live in a nook meerly monaflick ; and thus -I cur'd

him, and this way will I take upon me to wafh your

liver as clear as a found fheep's heart, that there fhall

not be one fpot of love in't.

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

Rof I would cure you if you would but call me Ro*

falind, and come every day to my cotte, and wooe me.

Orla. Now, by the faith of my love, I will 3 tell

me where it is.

Rof. Go with me to it, and I will fhew it you ; and,

by the way, you fhall tell me where in the Foreft yoi*

live : will you go ?

Orla. With all my heart, good youth.

Rof. Nay, nay, you mult call me Rofalind: come,,

filler, will you go? [Exeunt,

Enter Clown, Audrey and Jaques.

Clo. Come apace, good Audrey, I will fetch up your

goats, Audrey ; and now, Audrey, am I the man yet ?

doth my fimple feature content you?

Aud. Your features, lord warrant usj what features!
1

c.
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Clo. I am here with thee and thy goats, as the moft
capricious poet honeft Ovid was among the Goths.

Jaq. O knowledge ill-inhabited, worfe than Jove in

a thatch'd houfe

!

Clo. When a man's verfes cannot be underftood, nor

a man's good Wit feconded with the forward child,

Understanding j it ftrikes a man more dead than a great

reckoning in a little rooms truly, I would the Gods
had made thee poetical.

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

in deed and word > is it a true thing ?

Clo. No, truly ; for the trueft poetry is the moft
feigning \ and lovers are given to poetry ; and what
they fwear in poetry, may be faid, as lovers, they do
feign.

Aud. Do you wifli then, that the Gods had made
me poetical ?

Clo. I do, truly ; for thou fwear'ft to me, thou art

honeft : now if thou wert a poet, I might have fomc
hope thou didft feign.

Aud. Would you not have me honeft ?

Clo. No, truly, unlefs thou wert hard-favour'd; for

honefty coupled to beauty, is, to have honey a fawce
to fugar.

Jaq. A material fool

!

Aud. Well, I am not fair 5 and therefore I pray the

Gods make me honeft

!

Clo. Truly, and to caft away honefty upon a foul

flut, were to put good meat into an unclean difh.

Aud. I am not a flut, though I thank the Gods I am
foul.

Clo. Well, praifed be the Gods for thy foulnefs;

fluttifhnefs may come hereafter : but be it as it may
be, I will marry thee j and to that end I have been
with Sir Oliver Mar-text, the vicar of the next village,

who hath promis'd to meet me in this place of the

foreft, and to couple us.

Jaq. I would fain fee this meeting,

Aud. Well, the Gods give us joy.

Ch.
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Clo. Amen. A man may, if he were of a fearful

heart, ftagger in this attempt \ for here we have no
temple but the wood, no affembly but horn-beafts.

But what tho' ? courage. As horns are odious, they
are neceflary. It is faid, many a man knows no end
of his goods: right: many a man has good horns, and
knows no end of them. Well, that is the dowry of
his wife, 'tis none of his own getting ; horns? even

f -poor men alone?—-— no, no, the nobleft

deer hath them as huge as the rafcal; is the Angle man
therefore blefled? no. As a wall'd town is more wor-

thier than a village, fo is the forehead of a married

man more honourable than the bare brow of a bat-

chelorj and by how much defence is better than no.

skill, fo much is a horn more precious than to want,

Enter Sir Oliver Mar- text.

Here comes Sir Oliver: Sir Oliver Mar-text9 you are

well met. Will you difpatch us here under this tree,

or mail we go with you to your Chappel?
Sir OIL Is there none here to give the woman?
Clo. I will not take her on gift of any man.

Sir Oli. Truly, fhe muft be given, or the marriage

is not lawful.

Jaq. Proceed, proceed ! I'll give her.

Clo. Good even, good mafter what ye call : how do
you, Sir? you are very well met: God'ild you for your
lafl: company, I am very glad to fee you ; even a toy

in hand here, Sir: nay; pray, be covered.

Jaq. Will you be married, Motley ?

Clo. As the ox hath his bow, Sir, the horfe his curb, .

and the faulcon his bells, fo man hath his defire} and

as pidgeons bill, fo wedlock would be nibling.

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

be married under a bum like a beggar ? get you to

church, and have a good prieft that can tell you what
marriage is -, this fellow will but join you together,

as they join wainfcot; then one of you will prove a

fhrunk panncl, and like green timber, warp, warp.
Clo.
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Clo. I am not in the mind, but I were better to be
married of him than of another $ for he is not like to

marry me well •, and not being well married, it will be
a good excufe for me hereafter to leave my wife.

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

Clo. Come, fweet Audrey^ we muft be married, or

we muft live in bawdry : farewell, good Mr. Oliver %

not O fweet Oliver^ O brave Oliver^ leave me not be-

hind thee : but wind away, begone I fay, I will not to

wedding with thee.

Sir Oli. 'Tis no matter ; ne'er a fantaftical knave of
them all mall flout me out of my Calling. [Exeunt.

SCENE changes to a Cottage in the Foreft.

Enter Rofalind and Celia.

Rof ^{Ever talk to me, I will weep.

JJN Cel. Do, I pr'ytheej but yet have the

grace to confider, that tears do not become a man.

Rof But have I not caufe to weep ?

Cel. As good caufe as one would defire, therefore

weep.

Rof. His very hair is of the diflembling colour.

Cel. Something browner than Judas* s : marry, his

Rifles are Judas'
1

* own children.

Rof. I'faith, his hair is of a good colour.

Cel. An excellent colour : your chefnut was ever

the only colour.

Rof. (19) And his luffing is as full of fan&ity, as the

touch of holy Beard.

(19) And his kijjing is as full of Sandity, as the Touch of holy Bread.]

The1

this be the Reading of the oldeft Copies, I have made no Scruple

to fubftitute an Emendation of Mr. Warburton, which mightily adds to

the Propriety of the Similie. What can the Poet be fuppos'd to mean by
holy Bread ? Not the Sacramental, fure ; that would have been Propha-
nation, upon a Subject of fo much Levity. Bat holy Beard very beauti-

fully alludes te the Kifs of a holy Saint, which the Antients call'd the

Kifs of Charity. And for Rofalind to fay, that Orlando kifs'd as holily

as a Saint, renders the Comparifon very juft.

Cel.
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Cel. (2.0) He hath bought a pair of caft lips of Dia-
na; 2. nun of Winter's fiflerhood kifles not more reli-

gioufly$ the yery ice of chaftity is in them.

Rof But why did he fwear he would come this

morning, and comes not?

Cel. Nay, certainly, there is no truth in him.

Rof. Do you think lb?

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

horfe-ftealer ; but for his verity in love, I do think

him as concave as a cover'd goblet, or a worm-eaten
nut.

Rof. Not true in love ?

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

Rof. You have heard him fwear downright, he was*

Cel. Was, is not is ; befides, the oath of a lover is

no ftronger than the word of a tapfter j they are both

the confirmers of falfe reckonings ; he attends here in

the Forefl on the Duke your Father.

Rof I met the Duke yefterday, and had much que-

flion with him : he askt me, of what parentage I was ;

I told him, of as good as he ; fo he laugh'd, and let

me go. But what talk we of fathers, when there is

fuch a man as Orlando ?

Cel. O, that's a brave man ! he writes brave verfes,

fpeaks brave words, fwears brave oaths, and breaks

them bravely, quite travers athwart the heart of his

lover} as a puifny tilter, that fpurs his horfe but one

(20) He hath bought a pair o/*chaft Lips ^Diana; a Nun of Winter's

Sifterhood kijfes not more religioujly ; the -very Ice of Chaftity is in them ]

This Pair of chaft Lips is a Corruption as Old as the iecond Edition in

Folio y I have reitor'd with the firft Folio, a Pair of caft Lips, i. e. a Pair

left off by Diana. Again, what Idea does a Nun of Winters Sifter-

hood give us ? Tho' I have not ventured to difturb the Text, it fecms

more probable to me that the Poet wrote >

A Nun 0/Winifred'j Sifterhood, Sec.

Not, indeed, that there was any real religious Order of that Denomina-

tion : but the Legend of St. Winifred is this. She was a Chriitian Vir-

gin at Holywell a fmall Town in Flint/hire, fo tenacious of her Chaitity,

that when a tyrannous Governour laid Siege to her, he could not reduce

her to Compliance, but was oblig'd to ravifh, and afterwards beheaded

her in Revenge of her Obftinacy. Vid. Cambden'j Britannia by Dr. Gib-

fon. p. 688. This Tradition forts very well with our Poefs Allufion.

fide,
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fide, breaks his ftaff like a .noble goofe y but all's brave
that youth mounts, and folly guides : who comes here?

Enter Corin.

Cor. Miftrefs and mafter, you have oft enquir'd

After the fhepherd that complain'd of love,

Whom you faw fitting by me on the turf,

Praifing the proud diidainful fhepherdefs

That was his miftrefs.

Cel. Well; and what of him?
Cor. If you will fee a pageant truly plaid,

Between the pale complexion of true love,

And the red glow of fcorn and proud difdain$

Go hence a little, and I ihall conduct, you,
If you will mark it.

Rof. O come, let us remove

;

The fight of lovers feedeth thofe in love :

Bring us but to this fight, and you (hall fay

I'll prove a bufy Actor in their Play. \Exeunt.

SCENE changes to another fart of the Foreft.

Enter Silvius and Phebe.

Sit. CWeet Phehe^ do not fcorn me ; do not, Phebe jO Say, that you love me not 5 but fay not fo

In bitternefs 5 the common executioner,

Whofe heart th' accuftom'd fight of death makes hard,
Falls not the ax upon the humbled neck,

But firft begs pardon : (2,1) will you fterner be
Than he that deals, and lives by bloody drops ?

Enter Rofalind, Celia and Corin.

Phe. I would not be thy executioner 5

I fly thee, for I would not injure thee.

(21) — - — nvillyou Jlerner be,

'Than He that dies and lives by bloody Drops f]

This is fpoken of the Executioner. He lives, indeed, by bloody Drops,

if you will : but how does he dye by bloody Drops ? The Poet rauft cer-

tainly have wrote— that deals and lives &c. i. e. that gets his Bread,

aad makes a Trade of cutting off Heads. Mr. Warburton.

Thou
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Thou telPfl: me, there is murther in mine eyes 5

'Tis pretty, fure, and very probable,

That eyes, that are the fraiPft and fofteft things,

Who {hut their coward gates on atomies,

Should be call'd tyrants, butchers, murtherers ! »

Now I do frown on thee with all my heart,

And if mine eyes can wound, now let them kill thee

:

Now counterfeit to fwoon; why, now fall down;
Or if thou can' ft not, oh, for lhame, for fhame,

Lie not, to fay mine eyes are murtherers.

Now fhew the wound mine eyes have made in thee;

Scratch thee but with a pin, and there remains

Some fear of it; lean but upon a rtffh,

The cicatrice and capable impfefiure

Thy palm fome moment keeps : but now mine eyes,

Which I have darted at thee, hurt thee not

;

Nor, I am fure, there is.no force in eyes

That can do hurt.

SiU O dear Phebe,

If ever (as that ever may be near)
\

You meet in fome frefh cheek the power of fancy?

Then fhall you know the wounds invifible

That love's keen arrows make.

Phe. But* 'till that time,

Come not thou near me ; and when that time comes,

Afflidt me with thy mocks, pity me not;

As, 'till that time, I fhall not pity thee.

Rof. And why, I pray you? who might be your mo-
ther,

(11) That you infulty exult$ and rail, at once

Over the wretched ? (i$) what though you have beau-

ty, (As,

(22) That you infulty exult , and all at once

Over the wretched?} If" the Speaker only intended to accufe the'

Perfonfpoken to, for infulting and exulting, inflead of all at once,

it ought to have been, both at once. But on examining, according to

Fact, the Crime of the Perfon accused, we fhall find, We ought to read

the Line thus

;

That you infult* exult, and rail, at once &C.

For thefe three things Phebe was guilty of. Mr. Warburtm*

(
2 ^j fc— What though you ha-ve no Beauty^] Tho' all the primed

Copies agree in this Reading, it is very accurately obferv'd to me by an

inge-
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(As, by my faith, I fee no more in you
Than without candle may go dark to bed,)

Mud you be therefore proud and pitilefs?

Why, what means this? why do you look on me?
I fee no more in you than in the ordinary

Of nature's fale-work : odds, my little life !

I think, fhe means to tangle mine eyes too :

No, faith, proud miftrefs, hope not after it

;

'Tis not your inky brows, your black filk hair,

Your bugle eye-balls, nor your cheek of cream,

That can entame my fpirits to your worfhip.

You foolifh fhepherd, wherefore do you follow her

Like foggy South puffing with wind and rain ?

You are a thoufand times a properer man,
Than fhe a woman. 'Tis fuch fools as you,

That make the world full of ill-favour'd children 5

'Tis not her glafs, but you, that flatter her

;

And out of you fhe fees her felf more proper,

Than any of her lineaments can fhow her.

But, miftrefs, know your felf; down on your knees,

And thank heav'n, fading, for a good man's love j

For I muft tell you friendly in your ear,

Sell when you can, you are not for all markets.

Cry the man mercy, love him, take his offer,

Foul is moil foul, being foul to be a fcoffer

:

So take her to thee, fhepherd ; fare you well.

Pbe, Sweet youth, I pray you, chide a year toge-

ther 5

I had rather hear you chide, than this man woo.
Rof. He's fallen in love with your foulnefs, and flie'll

fall in love with my anger. If it be fo, as faft as fhe

anfwers thee with frowning looks, I'll fauce her with

bitter words: Why look you fo upon me?
Pbe. For no ill will I bear you.

Rof. I pray you, do not fall in love with me,
For I am falfer than vows made in wine;

Befides, I like you not. If you will know my houfe,

ingenious unknown Corrcfpondent, who %ns himfelf L. H. (and to

Whom I can only here make my Acknowledgments ) that the Negative
ought to be left out.

Vol. II. R 'Tis N
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'Tis at the tuft of olives, here hard by:
Will you go, fitter ? fhepherd, ply her hard

:

Come, fitter -, fliepherdeis, look on him better,

And be not proud ; tho' all the world could fee,

None could be fo abus'd in fight as he.

Come, to our flock. [Exit.

Phe. Dead fhepherd, now I find thy Saw of might

;

Who ever lov'd, that lov'd not at firft fight?

Sil. Sweet Phebef

Phe. Hah : what fay'ft thou, Silvius?

Sil. Sweet Phebe, pity me.

Phe. Why, I am lorry for thee, gentle Sifoius.

Sil. Where-ever forrow is, relief would be*
If you do forrow at my grief in love,

By giving love, your forrow and my grief

Were both extermin'd.

Phe. Thou haft my love 5 is not that neighbourly ?

Sil. I would have you.

Phe. Why, that were Covetoufnefs.

Silvius, the time was, that I hated thee >

And yet it is not, that I bear thee love;

But fince that thou canft talk of love fo well,

Thy company, which erft was irkfome to me,
I will endure > and Til employ thee too :

But do not look for further recompence,
Than thine own gladnefs that thou art employed.

Sil. So holy and fo perfect is my love,

And I in fuch a poverty of grace,

That I fhall think it a moft plenteous crop
To gican the broken ears after the man
Thau the main harveft reaps : loofe now and then

A fcatter'd fmile, and that I'll live upon.

Phe. Know'ft thou the youth, that fpoke to me ere-

while?

Sil. Not very well, but I have met him oft j

And he hath bought the cottage and the bounds,
That the old Carlot once was matter of.

Phe. Think not, I love him, tho' I ask for him ;

'Tis but a peevifh boy, yet he talks well.

But what care I for words? yet words do well,

When
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When he, that fpeaks them, pleafes thofe that hear :

It is a pretty youth, not very pretty -

y

But, fure, he's proud > and yet his pride becomes him*
He'll make a proper man > the beft thing in him
Is his complexion; and fafter than his tongue

Did make offence, his eye did heal it up :

He is not very tall, yet for his years he's tall 5

His leg is but fo fo, and yet 'tis well*

There was a pretty rednefs in his lip,

A little riper, and more lufty red

Than that mix'd in his cheek 5 'twas jufl the difference

Betwixt the conftant red and mingled damask.

There be fome women, Silvius^ had they mark'd him
In parcels as I did, would have gone near

To fall in love with him j but, for my part,

I love him not, nor hate him not * and yet

I have more caufe to hate him than to love him j

For what had he to do to chide at me ?

He faid, mine eyes were black, and my hair black

:

And, now I am remembred, fcorn'd at me 5

I marvel, why I anfwer'd not again

;

But that's all one 5 omittance is no quittance.

I'll write to him a very taunting letter,

And thou fhalt bear it ; wilt thou, Silvius ?

SiL Phebe^ with all my heart.

Phe. I'll write it ftraight

;

The matter's in my head, and in my heart,

I will be bitter with him, and paffing fhort

:

Go with me, Silvius. [Exeunt*

R * ACT
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a c T IV.

SCENE continues in the Forest.

Enter Rofalind, Celia, and Jaques.

J A qjj e s.

IPr'ythee, pretty youth, let me be better acquainted

with thee.

Rof. They fay, you are a melancholy fellow.

Jaq. I am fbj I do love it better than laughing.

Rof Thofe, that are in extremity of either, are a-

bominable fellows ; and betray themfelves to every

modern cenfure, worfe than drunkards.

Jaq. Why, 'tis good to be fad, and fay nothing.

Rof. Why then, 'tis good to be a poft.

Jaq. I have neither the fcholar's melancholy, which

is emulation 5 nor the mufidan's, which is fantaftical *

nor the courtier's, which is proud ; nor the foldier's,

which is ambitious 5 nor the lawyer's, which is poli-

tick; nor the lady's, which is nice 5 nor the lover's,

which is all thefe ; but it is a melancholy of mine own,
compounded of many fimples, extradted from many
objects, and, indeed, the fundry contemplation of my
travels, in which my often rumination wraps me in a

moil humorous fadnefs.

Rof A traveller! by my faith, you have great reafon

to be fad : I fear, you have fold your own lands, to

fee other mens* then, to have feen much, and to have

nothing, is to have rich eyes and poor hands.

Jaq. Yes, I havegain'd my experience.

Enter Orlando.

Rof. And your experience makes you fad: I had ra-

ther have a fool to make me merry, than experience

.to make mc fad, and to travel for it too.
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Orla. Q-ood day, and happinefs, dear Rofalind/

Jaq. Nay, then Godb'w'yyou, an you talk in blank
verfe. [Exit.

Rof. Farewel, monfieur traveller ; look, you lirp,and

wear ftrange fuits 5 difable all the benefits of your own
Country j be out of love with your nativity, and almofl

chide God for making you that countenance you are 5

or I will fcarce think, you have fwam in a Gondola.
Why, how now, Orlando^ where have you been all this

while? You a lover? an you ferve me fuch another

trick, never come in my fight more.
Orla. My fair Rofalind) I come within an hour of

my promife.

Rof. Break an hour's promife in love? he that will

\
divide a minute into a thoufand parts, and break but

a part of the thoufandth part of a minute in the affairs

of love, it may be faid of him, that Cupid hath clapt

him o'th' moulder, but I'll warrant him heart-whole*

Orla. Pardon me, dear Rofalind.

Rof Nay, an you be fo tardy, come no more in

my fight j I had as lief be woo'd of a fnail.

Orla. Of a fnail?

Rof Ay, of a fnail 5 for tho' he comes flowly, he
carries his houfe on his head; a better jointure, I

thinks than you make a woman 5 befides, he brings his

deftiny with him.

Orla. What's that?

Rof Why, horns > which fuch as you are fain to be
beholden to your wives for j but he comes armed in

his fortune, and prevents the flander of his wife.

Orla. Virtue is no horn^maker j and my Rofalind is

virtuous.

Rof And I am your Rofalind.

Cel. It pleafes him to call you foj but he hatha,
Rofalind of a better leer than you.

Rof. Come, woo me, woo me> for now I am in a

holyday humour, and like enough to confent : what
would you fay to me now, an I were your very, ve-
ry Rofalind?

'

k Orla. I would kifs, before I fpojke.

R i Rof
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Rof Nay, you were better fpeak firft, and when
ycu were gravell'd for lack of matter, you might take

occaiion to kifs. Very good orators, when they are

out, they will {pit ; and for lovers lacking, God warn
us, matter, the cleanliefl fhift is to kifs.

Orla. How if the kifs be denied?

Rof. Then fhe puts you to entreaty, and there be-

gins new matter.

Orla. Who could be out, being before his beloved
miftrefs ?

Rof. Marry, that ihould you, if I were your miftrefs 5

or I fhould think my honefty ranker than my wit.

Orla. What, ofmyfuit?
Rof. Not out of your apparel, and yet out of your

fuir. Am not I your Rofalind?

Orla. I take fome joy to fay, you are* becaufe I

would be talking of her.

Rof. Well, in her perfon, I fay, I will not have you.

Orla. Then in mine own perfon I die.

Rof No, faith, die by attorney 5 the poor world is

almoir, fix thoufand years old, and in all this time there

was not any man died in his own perfon, videlicet, in

a love-caufe : Troilus had his brains dafh'd out with a,

Grecian club, yet he did what he could to die before,

and he is one of the patterns of love. Leander, he
would have liv'd many a fair year, tho' Hero had turn'd

nun, if it had not been for a hot midfummer night

;

for, good youth, he went but forth to warn in the

Hellefpont, and, being taken with the cramp, was
drawn'd 5 and the foolifh chroniclers of that age found

it was,- Hero ofSeftos. But thefe are all lies 5 men
have died from time to time, and worms have eaten

them, but not for love.

Orla. I would not have my right Rofalind of this

mind j for, I proteil, her frown might kill me.

Rof By this hand, it will not kill a flie ; but come;
now I will be your Rofalind in a more coming-on dif-

pofition -, and ask me what you will, I will grant it.

Orla. Then love me, Rofalind.

Rof. Yes, faith, will I, Fridays and Saturdays, and all.

Orla.
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Orla. And wilt thou have me?
Rof. Ay, and twenty fuch.

Orla. What fay'ft thou?
Rof. Are you not good ?

Orla. I hope fo.

Rof. Why then, can one defire too much of a go^d
thing? come, fitter, you mall be the prieft, and mar-
ry us. Give me your hand, Orlando: what do you fay,

Sifter?

Orla. Pray thee, marry us.

Cel. I cannot fay the words.

Rof. You muft begin, Will you, Orlando—
Cel. Go to j will you, Orlando^ have to wife this

Rofalind ?

Orla. I will.

Rof. Ay, but when ?

Orla. Why now, as faft as flie can marry us,

Rof. Then you muft fay, I take thee Rofalind fcr

wife.

Orla. I take thee Rofalind for wife.

Rof I might ask you for your commiflion, but I
do take thee Orlando for my husband : there's a girl

goes before the prieft, and certainly a woman's thought
runs before her a&ions.

Orla. So do all thoughts 3 they are wing'd.

Rof. Now tell me, how long you would have her,

after you have pofteft her.

Orla. For ever and a day.

Rof Say a day, without the ever : no, no, Orlando%
men are April when they woo, December when they
wed : maids are May when they are maids, but the sky
changes when they are wives j I will be more jealous

of thee than a Barbary cock-pidgean over his hen y

more clamorous than a parrot againft rain t more new-f

fangled than an ape*, more giddy in my defires than a

monkey } I will weep for nothing, like Diana in the

fountain j and I will do that, when you are difpos'd

to be merry $ I will laugh like a hycn, and that when
you are inclin'd to deep.

Orla. But will my Rofalind do fo J

R 4 '9*£
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Rof By m^ life, fhe will do as I do.

Orla. O, but fhe is wife.

Rof Or elfe fhe could not have the wit to do this j

the wifer, the waywarder : make the doors faft upon
a woman's wit, and it will out at the cafement 5 fhut

that, and 'twill out at the key-hole
5
'flop that, it will

fly with the fmoak out at the chimney.

Orla. A man that had a wife with fuch a wit, he
might fay, Wit, whither wilt ?

Rof Nay, you might keep that check for it, 'till

you met your wife's wit going to your neighbour's bed.

Orla. And what wit could wit have to excufe that?

Rof Marry, to fay fhe came to feek you there : you
fliall never take her without her anfwer, unlefs you
take her without her tongue. O that woman, that

cannot make her fault her husband's occafion, let her

never nurfe her child her felf, for fhe will breed it

like a fool

!

Orla. For thefe two hours, Rofalind9 I will leave

thee.

Rof Alas, dear love, I cannot lack thee two hours.

Orla. I muft attend the Duke at dinner 5 by two
o'clock I will be with thee again.

Rof Ay, go your ways, go your ways 5 I knew
what you would prove, my friends told me as much,
and I thought no lefs j that flattering tongue of yours

won me -, 'tis but one caft away, and fo come death

:

two o'th' clock is your hour!

Orla. Ay, fweet Rofalind.

Rof By my troth, and in good earned, and fo God
mend me, and by all pretty oaths that are not dange-

rous, if you break one jot of your promife, or come
one minute behind your hour, I will think you the

moft pathetical break-promife, and the mod hollow
lover, and the mod unworthy of her you call Rofa-

Una
1

, that may be chofen out of the grofs band of

the unfaithful > therefore beware my cenfure, and keep

your promife.

Orla. With no lefs religion, than if thou wert in-

deed my Rofalind > fo adieu.

Rof
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Rof. Well, time is the old Juftice that examines all

fuch offenders, and let time try. Adieu ! [Exit Orla.

Cel. You have firriply mifus'd our fex in your love-

prate: we muft have your doublet and hole pluck'd

over your head, and fhew the world what the bird

hath done to her own neft.

Rof. O coz, coz, coz, my pretty little coz, that

thou didft know how many fathom deep I am in love j

but it cannot be founded: my affection hath an un-
known bottom, like the Bay of Portugal.

Cel. Or rather, botromlefs* that as faft as you pour
affection in, it runs out.

Rof. No, that fame wicked baftard of Venus^ that

was begot of thought, conceiv'd of fpleen, and
born of madnefs, that blind rafcally boy, that abufes

every one's eyes, becaufe his own are out, let him be
judge, how deep I am in love > I'll tell thee, Aliena, I

cannot be out of the fight of'Orlando \ I'll go find a

fhadow, and figh 'till he come.
Cel. And I'll fleep, [Exeunt.

Enter Jaques, Lords, and Forefters.

Jaq. Which is he that kiil'd the deer?

Lord. Sir, it was I.

Jaa. Let's prefent him to the Duke, like a Roman
Conqueror 5 and it would do well to fet the deer's horns
upon his head, for a branch of victory 5 have you no
Song, Forefter, for this purpofe?

For. Yes, Sir,

Jaq. Sing it; 'tis no matter how it be in tune, fo

it make noife enough.

Mufick, Song.

What Jhall he have that kilVd the deer ?

His leather skin and horns to wear 5

Ihen fwg him home :— take "Thou no Scorn (24)

'ri

(24) Then Jing htm home, the reftJball hear this Burthen.'] This is am

admirable Inftance of the Sagacity of our preceding Editors, to fay

Nothing
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To wear the horn, the horn, the horn

:

5 The Reft fhall

It was a creft ere thou waft born* c b*ar **"» Bur"

Thy father's father wore ity
J

And thy father bore it,

The horn, the horn, the lufty horn,

Is not a thing to laugh to fcorn. [Exeunt.

Enter Rofalind and Cclia.

Rof. How fay you now, is it not paft two o'clock ?

I wonder much, Orlando is not here.

Cel. I warrant you, with pure love and troubled

brain, he hath ta'en his bow and arrows, and is gone

forth to fleep : look, who comes here.

Enter Silvius.

Sil. My errand is to you, fair youth,

My gentle Phebe bid me give you this

:

I knew not the contents 5 but, as I guefs,

By the ftern brow, and wafpifh a&ion
Which fhe did ufe as fhe was writing of it,

It bears an angry tenour ; pardon me,
I am but as a guiltlefs meflenger.

Rof. Patience her felf would ftartle at this letter,

And play the fwaggerer ; bear this, bear all.

She fays, I am not fair j that I lack manners

;

She calls me proud, and that flie could not love me
Were man as rare as phscnix : 'odds my will!

Her love is not the hare that I do hunt.

Why writes fhe fo to me? well, fhepherd, well,

This is a letter of your own device.

Sil. No, I proteft, I know not the contents

;

Nothing worfe. One fhould expedt, when they were Poets, they would

at leaft have taken care of the Rhymes, and not foifted in what has

Nothing to anfwer it! Now, where is the Rhyme to, the rejijhall bear

this Burthen ? Or, to ask another Queftion, where is the Senfe of it ?

Does the Poet mean, that He, that kilTd the Deer, fhall be fung home,

and the Reft fhall bear the Deer on their fcacks. This is laying a

Burthen on the Poet, that We muft help him to throw off. In fhort,

the Myllery of the Whole is, that a Marginal Note is wifely thruft into

the Text : the Somg being defign'd to be fung by a fingle Voice, and

Che Stanza's to elite with a Burthen to be fung by the wjiole Company,

Phebe
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1

phebe did write it.

Rof Come, come, you're a fool,

And turn'd into th' extremity of love.

I faw her hand,, {he has a leathern hand,

A free- (tone-coloured hand ; I verily did think,

That her old gloves were on, but 'twas her hands j

She has a hufwife's hand, but that's no matter j

I fay, ftie never did invent this letter;

This is a man's invention, and his hand.

SiL Sure, it is hers.

Rof. Why, 'tis a boifterous and a cruel ftile,

A ftile for challengers ; why, fhe defies me,
Like Turk to Chriltian ; woman's gentle brain

Could not drop forth fuch giant rude invention 5

Such Ethiop words, blacker in their effeft

Than in their countenance; will you hear the letter?

SiL So pleafe you, for I never heard it yet j

Yet heard too much of Phebe's cruelty.

Rof. She Phebe's mej mark how the tyrant writes.

[Reads.] Art thou God to Jhepherd turrfdy

Ithat a maiden 's heart hath burtfd?

Can a woman rail thus ?

SiL Call you this railing?

Rof [Reads.] Why, thy Godhead laid apart^
Warr*ft thou with a woman's heart?

Did you ever hear fuch railing ?

Whiles the eye of man did woo me^

I'fyat could do no vengeance to me.

Meaning m®, a beaft !

If the /corn of your bright eyne

Have power to raife fuch love inmine
y

Alack, in me, what firange effect

Would they work in mild afpecl ?

Whiles you chid me, I did love ;

How then might your prayers move ?

He, that brings this love to thee9
Little knows this love in me ;

And by him feal up thy mind^

Whether that thy Touth and Kind

Will
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Will the faithful offer take

Of me^ and all that I can make \

Or elfe by him my love deny^

And then Pll fiudy how to die.

Sil. Call you this chiding ?

Cel. Alas, poor fhepherd!

Rof. Do you pity him ? no, he deferves no pity

:

wilt thou love fuch a woman? what, to make thee

an inftrument, and play falfe ftrains upon thee ? not

to be endured! weli, go your way to her j (for I fee,

love hath made thee a tame fnake,) and fay this to her;

that if fhe love me, I charge her to love thee : if (he

will not, I will never have her, unlefs thou entreat for

her. If you be a true lover, hence, and not a word j

for here comes more company. \_Exit Sil.

Enter Oliver.

Oli. Good morrow, fair ones: pray you, if you
know,

Where in the purlews of this foreft ftands

A fheep-cote fenc'd about with olive-trees?

Cel. Weft of this place, down in the neighbour
bottom,

The rank of oilers, by the murmuring dream,

Left on your right-hand, brings you to the place 5

But at this hour the houfe doth keep it (elf,

There's none within.

Oli. If that an eye may profit by a tongue,

Then mould I know you by defcription,

Such garments, and fuch years :
u the boy is fair,

u Of female favour, and beftows himfelf
" Like a ripe Sifter: but the woman low,
" And browner than her brother." Are not you
The owner of the houfe, I did enquire for ?

Cel. It is no boaft, being ask'd, to fay, we are.

Oli. Orlando doth commend him to you both,

And to that youth, he calls his Rofalind,

He fends this bloody napkin. Are you he?

Rof. I am j what mult we underftand by this?

Oli. Some of my fliame, if you will know of me
Wl
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What man I am, and how, and why, and where
This handkerchief was ftain'd.

CeL I pray you, tell it.

OIL When laft the young Orlando parted from you.

He left a promife to return again

Within an hour 5 and pacing through the foreft,

Chewing the food of fweet and bitter fancy,

Lo, what befel ! he threw his eye afide,

And mark what objeft did prefent it felf.

Under an oak, whofe boughs were mofs'd with age,

And high top bald with dry antiquity}

A wretched ragged man, o'er-grown with hair,

Lay fleeping on his back ; about his neck
A green and gilded fnake had wreath'd it felf,

Who with her head, nimble in threats, approach'd
The opening of his mouth, but fuddenly

Seeing Orlando, it unlink'd it felf,

And with indented glides did flip away
Into a bufli, under which bufli's fhade

A Lionefs, with udders all drawn dry,

Lay couching head on ground, with cat-like watch
When that the fleeping man fliould ftirj for 'tis

The royal difpofition of that beaft

To prey on nothing that doth feem as dead :

This feen, Orlando did approach the man,
And found it was his brother, his elder brother.

CeL O, I have heard him fpeak of that fame brother,

And he did render him the moft unnatural

That liv'd *mongft men.
Oli, And well he might fo do ;

For, well I know, he was unnatural.

Rof. But to Orlando j did he leave him there

Food to the fuck'd and hungry lionefs ?

OIL Twice did he turn his back, and purpos'd fo :

But kindnefs, nobler ever than revenge,

And nature ftronger than his juft occafion,

Made him give battel to the lionefs,

Who quickly fell before him ; in which hurtling

From miferable llumber I awak'd.

CW. Are you his brother?

Rof,
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Rof. Was't you be refcu'd ?

Cel. Was't you that did fo oft contrive to kill him ?

Oli. 'Twas 1 5 but 'tis not I ; I do not ihame
To tell you what I was, fince my converfion

So fweetly taftes, being the thing I am.

Rof. But for the bloody napkin ?

Oli. By and by.

When from the firft to laft, betwixt us two,
Tears our recountments had moft kindly bath'd,

As how I came into that defart place

;

In brief, he led me to the gentle Duke,
Who gave me freih array and entertainment,

Committing me unto my brother's love*

Who led me inftantly unto his cave,

There ftrip'd himfelf, and here upon his arm
The lionefs had torn fome fleiTi away,
Which all this while had bled ; and now he fainted,

And cry'd in fainting upon Rofalind.

Brief, I recover'd him * bound up his wound j

And, after fome fmall fpace, being ilrong at heart,

He fent me hither, ftranger as I am,
To tell this ftory, that you might excufe

His broken promife $ and to give this napkin,

Dy'd in his blood, unto the fhepherd youth,

That he in fport doth call his Rofalind.

Cel. Why, how now Ganymed^ Sweet Ganymed?
[Rof.faints.

Oli. Many will fvyoon, when they do look on blood.

Cel. There is more in it :— coufin Ganymed!
Oli. Look, he recovers.

Rof. Would I were at home!
Cel. We'll lead you thither.

I pray you, will you take him by the arm ?

Oli. Be of good cheer, youth j you a man? you lack

a man's heart.

Rof I do fo, I confefs it. Ah, Sir, a body would
think, this was well counterfeited. I pray you, tell your

brother how well I counterfeited: heigh-ho! •

Oli. This was not counterfeit, there is too great

teftimony in your complexion, that it was a paflion of

earned. Rof-
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Rof Counterfeit, I afllire you.

Oli. Well then, take a good heart, and counterfeit

to be a man.

Rof So I do : but, i' faith, I fhould have been a

woman by right.

CeL Come, you look paler and paler \ pray you,
draw homewards \ good Sir, go with us.

Oli. That will I ; for I muil bear anfwer back,

How you excufe my brother, Rofalind.

Rof I fhall devife fomething j but, I pray you,
commend my counterfeiting to him : will you go ?

[Exeunt.

A C T V.

SCENE, the Forest.

Enter Clown and Audrey.

Clown.WE fhall find a time, Audrey > patience, gen-
tle Audrey.

Aud. Faith, the Prieft was good enough,
for all the old Gentleman's faying.

Clo. A molt wicked Sir Oliver, Audrey, a moft vile

Mar-text ! but, Audrey, there is a youth here in the
Foreft lays claim to you.

Aud. Ay, I know who 'tis, he hath no intereft in

Me in the world 5 hqre comes the man you mean.

Enter William.

Clo. It is meat and drink to me to fee a Clown ; by
my troth, we, that have good wits, have much to an*
fwer for: we fhall be flouting $ we cannot hold.

Will. Good ev'n, Audrey.

Aud. God ye good ev'n, William.

Will.
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Will And good ev'n to you, Sir.

Clo. Good ev'n, gentle friend. Cover thy head
cover thy head* nay, pr'ythee, be cover'd. How old

are you, friend ?

Will. Five and twenty, Sir.

Clo. A ripe age : is thy name William ?

Will. William^ Sir.

Clo. A fair name. Waft born i'th' forcft here ?

Will. Ay, Sir, I thank God.
Clo. Thank God : a good anfwer : art rich?
Will 'Faith, Sir, fo, fo.

Clo. So fo, is good, very good, very excellent good

;

and yet it is not \ it is but fo, fo. Art thou wife?
Will. Ay, Sir, I have a pretty wit.

Clo. Why, thou fay'ft well; I do now remember
a Saying •, the fool doth think he is wife, but the wife
man knows himfelf to be a fool, (if) The heathen phi-

lofophcr, when he had a defire to eat a grape, would
open his lips when he put it into his mouth ; meaning
thereby, that grapes were made to eat,and lips to open.

You do love this maid?
Will I do, Sir.

Clo. Give me your hand : art thou learned ?

Will No, Sir..

Clo. Then learn this of me ; to have, is to have.

For it is a figure in rhetorick, that drink being poured

out of a cup into a glafs, by filling the one doth emp-
ty the other. For all your writers do confent, that

ipfe is he : now you are not ijpfe-, for I am he.

Will Which he, Sir?

Clo. He, Sir, that jnuft marry this woman * there-

fore you, Clown, abandon, which is in the vulgar,

leave the fociety, which in the boorifh, is company,
of this female j which in the common, is woman j

(25) The heathen Pbilofopher, *whcn he had a Dejign to eat a Grape]
This is certainly defignM as a Sneer on the feveral trifling, iniignificam,

A&ions and Sayings, recorded in the Lives of the Philofophers as Things

of great Moment. We need only reflect upon what we meet with in

Diogenes Laertius, to be of this Opinion : efpecially, when We obferve

that it is introduced by One of their fpHc Sayings that precedes it.

Mr. Warburttn*

which
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which together is, abandon the fociety of this female

;

or C:)wn, thou perifheftj or, to thy better under-

ftanding, dieft; or, to wit> I kill thee, make thee a-

way, translate thy life into death, thy liberty into bon-
dage; will dea 1

in poifon with thee, or in baflinado,

or in fteel ; I will bandy with thee in faction *, I will

o'er-run thee with puhcy * I will kill thee a hundred
and fifty ways; therefore tremble and-depart.

And. Do, good IVilliam.

V ill. God reft you merry. Sir. [Exit.

Enter Conn.

Cor. Our mafter and raiflxefs feek you 5 come away,
away.

Clo. Trip, Audrey $ trip, Audrey > I attend, I attend.

[Exeunt.

Enter Orlando and Oliver.

Orla. Is't poffible, that on fo little acquaintance

you ihould like her? that, but feeing, you fhould love

her? and loving, woo? and wooing, flie fhould grant?
and will you perfevere to enjoy her ?

OH. Neither call the giddinefs of it in queftion, the
poverty of her, the fmall acquaintance, my fudden
wooing, nor her fudden contenting > but fay with me,
I love /flicna-y fay with her, that ihe loves me$ con-

fenr with both, that we may enjoy each other j it fhall

be to your Good 5 for my father's houfe, and all the

revenue that was old Sir Rowland's, will I eftate upon
you, and here live and die a fhepherd.

Enter Rofalind.

Orla. You have my confent. Let your wedding be
to morrow y thither will I invite the Duke, and all

his contented followers : go you, and prepare Aliem$
for, look you, here comes my Rofalind.

Rof God fave you, brother.

Oil. And you, fair filter.

Rof. Oh, my dear Orhndof^ how it grieves me to
fee thee wear thy heart in a fcarf.

Vol. II. S Orla.
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Orla. It is my arm.

Rof I thought, thy heart had been wounded with
the claws of a lion.

Orla, Wounded it is, but with the eyes of a lady.

Rof Did your brother tell you how I counterfeited

to fwoon, when he lhew'd me your handkerchief?

Orla. Ay, and greater wonders than that.

Rof. O, I know where you are: nay, 'tis true:

there was never any thing fo fudden, but the fight of
two rams, and C<efar*s thrafonical brag of I came,

Jaw and overcame : for your brother and my fitter no
fooner met, but they look'd ; no fooner look'd, but
they lov'd j no fooner lov'd, but they figh'd \ no
fooner figh'd, but they ask'd one another the reafon >

no fooner knew the reafon, but they fought the re-

medy ; and in thcfe degrees have they made a pair of

ftairs to marriage, which they will climb incontinent,

or elfe be incontinent before marriage; they are in

the very wrath of love, and they will together. Clubs
cannot part them.

Orla. They ihall be married to morrow; and I will

bid the Duke, to the Nuptial. But, O, how bitter a

thing it is to look into happinefs through another

man's eves! by To much the more (hall I to morrow
be at the height of heart-heavinefs, by how much I

fhall think my brother happy, in having what he

wimes for.

Rof Why, then to morrow I cannot ferve your turn

for Rofalind.

Orla. I can live no longer by thinking.

Rof. 1 will weary you then no longer with idle

talking. Know of me then, for now I fpeak to fome

purpoie, that I know, you are a gentleman of good

conceit. I fpeak not this, that you fhould bear a good

opinion of my knowledge; infomuch, I fay, I know

whit you are-, neither do I labour for a greater e-

Ikem than may in fome little meafure draw a belief

from you to do your felf good, and not to grace me.

Believe then, if von pleafe, that I can do itrange

things ; 1 have, fincc I was three years old, convert*
& with
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with a magician, moft profound in his Art, and yet

not damnable. If you do love Rofalind fo near the

heart, as your gefture cries it out, when your brother

marries Aliena^ you fliall marry her. I know into

what ftreights of fortune fhe is driven, and it is not

impoflible to me, if it appear not inconvenient to you,

to fet her before your eyes to morrow 3 human as ihe

is, and without any danger.

Orla. Speak'ft thou in fober meanings?

Rof. By my life, I do 5 which I tender dearly, tho*

I fay, I am a magician : therefore put you on your
belt array, bid your friends, for if you will be mar-
ried to morrow, you fhall 5 and to Rofalind^ if you
will.

Enter Silvius and Phebe*

Look, here comes a lover of mine, and a lover of hers.

Phe. Youth, you have done me much ungentlenefs,

To fhew the letter that I writ to you.

Rof. I care not, if I have : it is my ftudy

To feem defpiteful and ungentle to you

:

You are there follow'd by a faithful friepherd>

Look upon him, love him j he worfhips you.

Phe. Good fhepherd, tell this youth what 'tis to

love.

Sil. It is to be made all of fighs and tears,

And fo am I for Phebe.

Phe. And I for Ganymed.
Orla. And I for Rofalind.

Rof. And I for no woman,
Sil.

Q4Lt is to be made all of faith and fervicej
' And fo am I for Phebe.

Phe. And I for Ganymed.
Orla. And I for Rofalind.

Rof. And I for no woman.
Sil. It is to be all made of fantafie,

All made of paffion, and all made of wifhes,
All adoration, duty and obfervance,

All humblenefs, all patience, and impatience.

All purity, all trial, all obfervance j

S z And
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._ And fo am. I for Phebe.

Phe. And fo am I for Ganpned.
Orla. And fo am I for Rofalind.

Rof. And foam 'I for no woman.
Phe. If this be fo, why blame you me to love you ?

[r*Rof.
Sil. If this be fo, why blame you me to love you ?

[To Phe.

Orla. If this be fo, why blame you me to love you?

Rof. Who do you fpeak to, why blame you me to

love you ?

Orla. To her that is not here, nor doth not hear ?

Rof Pray you, no more of this > 'tis like the how-
ling of Irijh wolves againfl: the moonj I will help you
if 1 can 5 I would love you, if I could : to morrow
meet me all together -

y I will marry you, if ever I

marry woman, and I'll be married to morrow -, [To

Phe.] I will fatisfy you, if ever I fatisfy'd man, and

you mall be married to morrow ; [To OrL] I will

content you, if, what pleafes you, contents youj and

you mall be married to morrow. [To Sil ] As you
love Rofalind\ meet j as you love Phebe, meet $ and as I

love no woman, I'll meet. So fare you wellj I have

left you commands.
Sil I'll not fail, if I live.

Phe. Nor I.

Orla. Nor I. [Exeunt.

Enter Clown and Audrey.

Clo. To morrow is the joyful day, Audrey : to

morrow we will be married.

Aud. I do defire it with all my heart ; and, I hope,

it is no difhoneft defire, to defire to be a woman of

the world. Here come two of the baniih'd Duke's

pages.

Enter two pages.

1 Page. Well met, honeft gentleman.

Clo. By my troth, well met: come, fit, fit, and a

Song.

z Page. We are for you, fit i'th' middle.

1 Page*
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1 Page. Shall we clap into't roundly, without hawk-
ing, or fpitting, or faying we are hoarfe, which are

the only prologues to a bad voice ?

z Page. I'faith, ifaith, and both in a tune
3
like two

Gypfies on a horfe.

SONG.
It was a lover and his lafs,

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino,

'that o'er the green corn-field did pafs

In the fpring time ; the pretty fpring time^

When birds do fing, hey ding a ding, ding,

Sweet lovers love the fpring.

And therefore take the prefent time,

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino 5

For love is crowned with the prime.

In the fpring time, &c.

Between the acres of the rye,

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino>

Thefe pretty countryfolks would lye,

In the fpring time^ &c.

ihe Carrol they began that hour,

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino*,

How that a life was but a flower,

In the fpring time, &c.

Clo. Truly, young gentleman, though there was no
great matter in the ditty, yet the note was very un-

timeable. (16)

1 Page. You are deceiv'd, Sir, we kept time, we
loft not our time.

Clo. By my troth, yes: I count it but time lofl: to

hear fuch a foolifh Song. God b'w'y you, and God
mend your voices. Come, Audrey. [Exeunt,

(26) Truly, young Gentleman, tho there w:as no great Matter in the

Ditty, yet the Note nvas very untunablc ] Tho' it is thus in ail the printed

Copies, it is evident from the fcquel of the Dialogue, that the Poet

wrote as I have reform'd in the Text, untimeable.

S3 SCENE
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SCENE changes to another 7art of the

Forest.

Enter Duke Senior, Amiens, Jaques, Orlando, Oliver,

and Celia.

Duke Sen. T"\ O ST thou believe, Orlando, that theU boy
Can do all this that he hath promifed ?

Orla. I fometimes do believe, and fometimes do not*
As thofe that fear they hope, and know they fear.

Enter Rofalind, Silvius, and Phebe.

Rof. Patience once more, whiles our compact is

urg'd :

You lay, if I bring in your Rofalind, {to the Duke.
You will beftow her on Orlando here?

Duke Sen. That would I, had I Kingdoms to give
with her.

Rof. And you fay, you will have her when I bring

her? [To Orlando.

Orla. That would I, were I of all Kingdoms King.

Rof. You fay, you'll marry me, if I be willing.

[To Phebe.

Phe. That will I, fhould I die the hour after.

of. But if you do refufe to marry me,
You'll give your felf to this molt faithful fhepherd.

Pl.e. So is the bargain.

Rof. You fay, that you'll have Phebe, if fhc will?

[To Silvius.

Sil Tho to have her and death were both one thing.

Rof. I've promised to make all this matter even ;

Keep you your word, O Duke, to give your daughter*

You yours, Orlando, to receive his daughter :

Keep your word, Phebe, that you'll marry me,

Or elie, refuting me, to wed this fhepherd.

Keep your word, SilviuS, that you'll marry her,

If fhc refufes me-, and from hence I go

To make thefe doubts all even. [Ex. Rof. and Celia.

Duke
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Duke Sen. I do remember in this fhepherd boy

Some lively touches of my daughter's favour.

Orla. My Lord, the firft time that I ever faw him,

Methought, he was a brother to your daughter -,

But, my good Lord, this boy is foreft-born,

And hath been tutor'd in the rudiments

Of many defperate ftudies by his uncle,

Whom he reports to be a great magician,

Obfcured in the circle of this foreft.

Enter Clown and Audrey.

Jaq. There is, fure, another flood toward, and thefe

couples are coming to the Ark. Here come a pair of
very flrange beafts, which in all tongues are cali'd fools.

Clo. Salutation, and greeting, to you all.

Jaq. Good my Lord, bid him welcome. This is

the motley-minded gentleman, that I have fo often met
in the foreft : he hath been a Courtier, he fwears.

Clo. If any man doubt that, let him put me to my
purgation j J have trod a meafure, I have flatter'd a

lady, I have been politick with my friend, fmooth
with mine enemy, 1 have undone three taylors, I have
had four quarrels, and like to have fought one.

Jaq. And how was Thatta'en up?
Clo. 'Faith, we met *, and found, the quarrel was upon

the feventh caufe.

Jaq. How the feventh caufe? good my lord, like

this fellow.

Duke Sen, I like him very well.

Clo. God'ild you. Sir, I defire you of the like : I

prefs in here, Sir, amongft the reft of the country
copulatives, to fwear, and to forfwear, according as

marriage binds, and blood breaks : a poor virgin, Sir,

an ill-favour'd thing, Sir, but mine own, a poor humour
of mine, Sir, to take That that no man elfewill. Rich
honefty dwells like a mifer, Sir, in a poor houfe, as

your pearl in your foul oyfter,

Duke Sen. By my faith, he is very fwift and fenten-

tious.

S 4 Ch.
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Clo. According to the fool's bolt, 5ir5
and fuch dul-

cet difeafes.

Jaq. But, for the feventh caufej how did you find

the quarrel on the feventh cauie ?

Clo. Upon a lie feven times removed ; fbear your

body more feeming, Audrey) as thus, Sir 5 did dif-

like the cut of a certain Courtier's beard -, he sent ~ie

word, if i faid his beard was not cut well, he w. m
the mind it was. This is calPd the Retort courteous. T

f

I fent him word again, it was not well cut, he would
fend me word, he cut it to pleafe himfclf. 1 his is

call'd the Quip modeft. If again, it was nor well cut,

hedifabled my judgment. This is call'd the Reply chur-

liih. If again, it was not well cut, he w^uld aniwer,

1 fpake not true. This is call'd the Reproof valiant. If

again, it was not well cut, he would fay, f lie, This
is cali'd the Countercheck quarrelforne ; and fo the Lie
circumftantial, and the Lie direct.

Jaq. And how oft did you fay, his beard was not

well cut?

Clo. I durft go no further than the Lie circumftantial ;
j

nor he durft not give me the Lie direct, and fo we
meafur'd fwords and parted.

Jaq. Can you nominate in order now the degrees of
the Lie?

Clo. O Sir, we quarrel in print, by the book} as you
have books for good manners. (2,7) I will name you the

degrees. The fir ft, the Retort courteous 5 the fecond,

(27) O, Sir, tube quarrel in Print ; by the Book ; as You have Booh

fir good Manners .] The Poet throughout this Scene has with great Hu-
mour and Addreis- rallied the Mode, fo prevailing in his Time, of for-

mal Duelling. Nor could he treat it with a happier Contempt, than by

making his Clown fo knowing in all its Forms and Preliminaries. It

was in Queen Elizabeth's Reign, that pufhing with the Rapier, or

lmall Sword, was firft praclis'd in England. And the boifterous Gal-

lants fell into the Fafliion with fo much Zeal, that they did not content

themfelves with pracnfing at the Sword in the Schools ; but they fiudicd

1 ie Theory of" the Art, the Grounding of Quarrels, and the Procefs of

giving and receiving Challenges, from Lewis de Caranza's Treatife

of Fencing, Vincenti? Snviolah Practice of the Rapier and Dagger,

and Giaeomo Di C,ro.JJi\ Art of Defence ; with many other Inductions

upon the levci al Branches of the Science.

the
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the Quip modeft ; the third, the Reply churlifh ; the
fourth,the Reproof valiant} the fifth, the Countercheck
quarrelfomej the fixth, the Lie with circumftance ; the

leventh, the Lie direct. All thefe you may avoid, but
the Lie direct* and you may avoid that too, with an If.

I knew, whenfevenjuflices could not take up a quarrel j

but when the parties were met themfelves, one of them
thought but of an Ifj as, if you faid fo, then I faidfo;

and they (hook hands, and fwore brothers. Your If is

the only peace-maker 5 much virtue in If.

Jaq. Is not this a rare fellow, my lord ? he's good
at any thing, and yet a fool.

Duke Sen. He ufes his folly like a (talking horfe, and
under the prefentation of that he fhoots his wit.

Enter Hymen, Rofalind in woman's cloaths^ and Celia.

Still Mufick.

Hym. 'then is there mirth in heaven.

When earthly things made even

Atone together.

Good Duke receive thy daughter^

Hymen from heaven brought her9

Tea 9
brought her hither.

*fhat thou mighfft join her hand with his9

Whofe heart within his bofom is.

Rof. To you I give my felf 5 for I am yours.

\Yo the Duke.

To you I give my felf ; for I am yours. \Yo Orlando.

Duke Sen. If there be truth in fight, you are my
daughter.

Orla. If there be truth in fight, you are my Rofa-

lind.

Phe. If fight and fhape be true,

Why, then my love adieu!

Rof I'll have no father, if you be not he -

f

I'll have no husband, if you be not he -,

Nor ne'r wed woman, if you be not ihe.

Hym.
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Hym. Peace, hoa 5 I bar confufion

:

*Tis I muft make conclufion

Of thefe moft ftrange events:

Here's eight that muft take hands,

To join in Hymen's bands,

If truth holds true contents.

You and you no Crofs fhall part

;

You and you are heart in heart *

y f5"^
You to his love muft accord,

Or have a woman to your lord.

You and you are fure together,

As the winter to foul weather:
Whiles a wedlock hymn we fing,

Feed your felves with queftioning :

That reafon wonder may diminifh,

How thus we met, and thefe things finiih.

SONG.
Wedding is great JunoV Crown9

O blejfed bond of board and bed/

'Tis Hymen peoples every town, ~>

High wedlock then be honoured

:

Honoury high honour and renown
To Hymen, God of every town !

Duke Sen* O my dear neice, welcome thou art to

me,
Even daughter- welcome, in no lefs degree.

Phe. I will not eat my word, now chou art mine 5

Thy faith my fancy to thee doth combine.

Enter Jaques de Boys.

Jaq. de B. Let me have audience for a word or

two:
I am the fecond fon of old Sir Rowland,
That bring thefe tidings to this fair aflembly.

Duke Frederick, hearing, how that every day
Men of great worth reforted to this foreft,

Addrefs'd a mighty power, which were on foot

In
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In his own conduct purpofely to take

His brother here, and put him to the Tword :

And to the skirts of this wild wood he came,

Where meeting with an old religious man,

After fome quettion with him, was converted

Both from his enterprize, and from the world;

His Crown bequeathing to his banifh'd brother,

And all their lands reftor'd to them again,

That were with him exiPd. This to be true,

I do engage my life.

Duke Sen. Welcome, young man :

Thou offer'ft fairly to thy brother's wedding 5

To one, his lands with-held; and to the other,

A landut felf at large, a potent Dukedom.
Firft, in this foreft, let us do thofe ends

That here were well begun, and well begot

:

And, after, every of this happy number,
That have endur'd fhrewd days and nights with us,

Shall fhare the good of our return'd fortune,

According to the meafure of their ftates.

Mean time, forget this new-fall'n dignity,

And fall into our ruftick revelry :

Play, mufick; and you brides and bridegrooms all,

With meafure heap'd in joy, to th' meafures fall.

Jaq. Sir, by your patience : if I heard you rightly,

The Duke hath put on a religious life,

And thrown into neglecl: the pompous Court.

Jaq. de B. He hath.

Jaq. To him will I: out of thefe convertires

There is much matter to be heard and learn'd.

You to your former Honour I bequeath, [T'o the Duke.*

Your patience and your virtue well deferve it.

You to a love, that your true faith doth merit j

[To Orla.

You to your land, and love, and great allies >

[To Oli.
You to a long and well deferved bed

;

\Jto Silv.

And you to wrangling y for thy loving voyage
[to the Clown.

Is but for two months victual'd ; fo to your pleafures

:

I
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I am for other than for dancing meafures.

Duke Sen. Stay, Jaques, ftay.

Jaq. To fee no paftime, I : what you would have,

I'll ftay to know at your abandon'd Cave. \Exit.

Duke Sen. Proceed, proceed -, we will begin thefe

rites •>

As, we do truft they'll end, in true delights.

Rof. It is not the faftiion to fee the lady the Epilogue j

but it is no more unhandfom'e, than to fee the lord the

Prologue. If it be true, that good wine needs no bujh^

'tis true, that a good Play needs no Epilogue. Yet to

good wine they do ufe good bulhes 5 and good Plays

prove the better by the help of good Epilogues. Wha<
a cafe am I in then, that am neither a good Epilogue,

nor can infinuate with you in the behalf of a good
Play? I am not furnifh'd like a beggar} therefore to

beg will not become me. My way is to conjure you,
and I'll begin with the women. I charge you, O wo-
men, for the love you bear to men, to like as much
of this Play as pleafes you : and I charge y9.1l, O men,
for the love you bear to women, (as Iperceife by your
fimpring, none ofyou hate them) that between you and
the women, the Play may pleafe. If I were a woman,
I would kits as many of you as had beards that pleas'd

me, complexions that lik'd me, and breaths that I

defy'd not ;. and I am ,fure, as many as have good
beards, or good faces, ; or fweet breaths, will for my
kind offer, when I make curt'fie, bid me farewel.

[Exeunt omnen.

THE
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Characters in the Indu£Hon.

A Lord) before whom the Play is [apposed to he platfd.

•* •** Chriftopher Sly, a drunken linker.

lojtejs.

Page, Players^ Huntfmen^ and other Servants attending

on the Lord.

Dramatis Perfonse. I

Baptifta, Father to Catharina and Bianca, very rich.

Vincentio, an old gentleman of Pifa.

Lucentio, Son to Vincentio, in love with Bianca.

Petruchio, a Gentleman of Verona, a fuitor to Catha-

rina.

I > Pretenders to Bianca.
Hortenho, ^
Tramo, ? Servants to Luceatio.
Biondello, \
Grumio, Servant to Petruchio.

Pedant, an old fellow fet up to perfonate Vincentio.

Catharina, the Shrew.

Bianca, her Sifter.

Widow.

^Taylor , Haberdajhers\ with Servants attending on

Baptifta, and Petruchio.

SCENE, fometimes in Padua ; and fometimes

in PetruchioV Houfi in the Country.

THE
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Taming of the Shrew.

INDUCTION.
SCENE, before an Ale-houfe

3
on a Heath.

Enter Hoftefs and Sly,

Sly.
'LL pheefce you, in faith.

Hoft. A pair of flocks, you rogue!

Sly. Y'are a baggage > the Slies are no
rogues. Look in the Chronicles, we came
in with Richard Conqueror; therefore, pau-

€us pattabris \ (i) let the world Aide: Sejfa.

Hoft. You will not pay for the glafles you have burft ?

Sly. No, not a deniere: go by, Jeronimo -go to

thy coldbed, and warm thee, (i)

Hoft.

(i) paucus palkbris.] Sly, as an ignorant Fellow, is purpofely made
to aim at Languages out of his Knowledge, and knock the Words out
of Joint. The Spaniards fay, pocas palabras, i. e. few Words : as they

do likewife, CeJJa, i. e. be quie£.

(2) Go by S. Jeronimy, go to thy cold Bed, and warm thee."] All the

Editions have coin'd a Saint here, for Sly to fwear by. But thejPoet

had no fuch Intentions. The Pafiage has* particular Humour in it, and
muft havebeenvery pleafmg at that time of day. But I muft clear up
a Piece of Stage-hiilory, to make it underftood. There is a fuftian old

Play, call'd, Hieronymo ; Or, The Spanifh Tragedy : which, I find,

was the common But of Rallery to all the Poets of Shakefpeare's Time :

and a PafTage, that appear'd very ridiculous in that Play, is here hu-

mouroufly alluded to, Hieronymo, thinking himfelf injur'd, applies to the

King
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Hoft. I know my remedy ; I muft go fetch the

Third-borough. (5) [Exit.

Sly.

King for Juftice ; but the Courtiers, who did not defire his Wrongs fhould

be fet in the true Light, attempt to hinder him from an Audience.

Hiero. Jujlice, oh ! juftice to Hieronymo.

Lor. Back ; feeft thou not, the King is hujie ?

Hier. Oh, ishefo ?

King. Who is He, that interrupts our Bufinefs ?

Hier. Not I :
— Hieronymo, beware ; go by, go by.

So Sly here, not caring to be dun'd by the Hoftefs, cries to her in

EfFett, " Don't be troublefom, don't interrupt me, go by'; and, to fix

the Satire in his Aliufion, pleafantly calls her Jeronymo. What he fays

farther to her, go to thy cold Bed and warm thee, I take likewife to be a

Banter upon another Verfe in that Play.

Hier. What Outcry calls mefrom my naked Bed ?

But this particular Paflage of— Go, by, Hieronymo ; — was fo ftrong a

Ridicule, that moft of the Poets of that Time have had a Fling at it.

For Inftance ;

B. Jon/on, in his Every Man in his Humour ;

What new Book haveyou there ? What ! »

Go by, Hieronymo!

And Beaumont and Fletcher, in their Captain :

. ' '""" "— '-' and whoot at thee

;

And call thee Bloody-bones, and Spade, and Spitfire ;

And Gaffer Madman, and Go by, Jeronymo.

So Marfton, in the Induftion to his Antonio and Mellida ;

Nay, if You cannot bear two fubtle Fronts under one Hood, Ideoti

<70 by, go by, off this World's Stage.

For 'tis plain, tho
1

Jeronymo is not mention'd, the Paflage is here

alluded to. And Decker in his Weftward-hoe has rallied it very neatly by

way of Simily.

A Woman, when there be Rofes in her Cheeks, Cherries on her Lips,

Civet in her Breath, Ivory in her Teeth, Lilies in her hand, and Li-

quorijh in her Heart, why, fhfs like a Play ; if new, very good Com-

pany, very good Company : but if ftale, like old Jeronymo,— go by, go by.

tj\ _ .— J muft gofetch the Headborough.

Sly. Third, or fourth, or fifth Borough, &c] This corrupt Reading had

pafs'd down through all the Copies, and none of the Editors pretended

to guefs at the Poet's Conceit. What an infipid, unmeaning Reply does

Sly make to his Holtcfs ? How do third, or fourth orfifth Borough re-

late to Headborough: The Author intended but a poor Witticifm, and

even That is loll- The Holtcfs would fay, that (hell fetch a Conftable :

and this Officer (he calls by his other Name, a Third-borough : and upon

this Term Sly founds the Conundrum in his Anfvver to her. Who docs

not perceive, at a fmglc Glance, fome Conceit ltarted by this cer-

tain Correction ? There is an Attempt at Wit, tolerable enough for a

Tinker, and one drunk too. Third-Borough is a Saxon term fumcicntlv

wplain'd b> the GloJpcAies: and in our Statute-books, no farther back

than
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Sly, Third, or fourth, or fifth borough, I'll anfwer
him by law 5 I'll not budge an inch, boy; let hirn

come, and kindly. [Falls ajleep.

Wind horns. Enter a Lord from huntings with a Train.

Lord. Huntfman, I charge thee, tender well my
hounds >

(Brach, Merrimanf— the poor cur is imboft ;

)

And couple Clowder with the deep-mouth'd Brach.

Saw'lt thou not, boy, how Silver made it good
At the hedge-corner in the coldeft fault ?

I would not lofe the dog for twenty pound.
Hun. Why, Belman is as good as he, my lord $

He cried upon it at the meerefl loft,

And twice to day pick'd out the dulled fcent:

Truft: me, I take him for the better dog.

Lord. Thou art a fool ; if Eccho were as fleet,

I would efteem him worth a dozen fuch.

But fup them well, and look unto them all,

To morrow I intend to hunt again.

Hun. \ will, my Lord.
Lord. What's here? one dead, or drunk? fee, doth

he breathe ?

2 Hun. He breathes, my Lord. Were he not warm'd
with ale,

This were a bed but cold, to fleep fo foundry.

Lord. O monftrous bead ! how like a fvvine he
lies!

Grim death, how foul and loathfome is thine image!
Sirs, I will pracliife on this drunken man.

than the 28th Year of Henry Vlllth, we find it ufed, to fignify a Con-
fable. The Word continued current in People's Mouths to our Author's «

time ; and he has again employ'd it in another of his Plays <viz. Lo=ve\
Labour /of.

Dull. / my Jelf reprehend his onun Per/on ; for I am his Grace's
Tharborough.
The Word, 'tis true, is corrupted here j but This is done on purpofe.

£a// repreients the Character of an ignorant Conflablc, and to make
him appear more truly fuch, the Poet humourouily makes him corrupt
the very Name of his Office ; and blunder ThirJborough into Tharborough,
as he does reprefent into reprehend. •— I made this Emendation, when I
publifh'd my Shakespea re rcford ; and Mr. Pope has vcuchfafd
to adopt it in his laft Edition.

Vol. II. T What
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What think you, if he were convey'd to bed,

Wrapt in fweet cloaths; rings put upon his fingers;

A moil delicious banquet by his bed,

And brave attendants near him, when he wakes

;

Would not the beggar then forget himfelf ?

i Hun. Believe me, Lord, I think he cannot

chufe.

z Hun. It would feem ftrange unto him, when he

wak'd.

Lord. Even as a flatt'ring dream, or worthlefs fancy.

Then take him up, and manage well the jeft

:

Carry him gently to my faireft chamber,
And hang it round with all my wanton pictures;

Balm his foul head with warm diftilled waters,

And burn fweet wood to make the lodging fweet.

Procure me mufick ready, when he wakes,

To make a dulcet and a heav'nly found;

And if he chance to fpeak, be ready flraight,

And with a low fubmiffive reverence,

Say, what is it your Honour will command?
Let one attend him with a filver bafon

Full of rofe- water, and beftrew'd with flowers;

Another bear the ewer; a third a diaper ;

And fay, wilt pleafe your lordfhip cool your hands?

Some one be ready with a coftly fuit,

And ask him what apparel he will wear

;

Another tell him of his hounds and horfe,

And that his Lady mourns at his difeafe;

Perfwade him, that he hath been lunatick.

And when he fays he is,— fay, that he dreams;
For he is nothing but a mighty lord :

This do, and do it kindly, gentle Sirs :

It will be paftime palling excellent,

If it be husbanded with modefty.

I Hun. My Lord, I warrant you, we'll play ourpart,

As he fhall think, by our true diligence,

He is no lefs than what we fay he is

I ord. Take him up gently, and to bed with him;
And each one to his office, when he wakes.

{Some bear out Sly. Sound 'trumpets.

Sirrah*
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Sirrah, go fee what trumpet 'tis that founds.

Belike, fome noble gentleman that means, \Ex. Servant.

Travelling fome journey, to repofe him here.

Re-Enter Servant.

How now? who is it?

Ser. An't pleafe your Honour, Players

That offer fervice to your lordihip.

Lord. Bid them come near :

Enter Players.

Now, fellows, you are welcome.
Play. We thank your Honour.
Lord. Do you intend to flay with me to night?

z Play. So pleafe your Lordfhip to accept our duty.

Lord. With all my heart. This fellow I remember,
Since once he play'd a farmer's eldeft fon

;

'Twas where you woo'd the gentlewoman fo well :

I have forgot your namej but, fure, that part

Was aptly fitted, and naturally perform'd.

Sim. I think, 'twas Soto that your Honour means. (4)
Lord. 'Tis very true^ thou didft it excellent:

Well, you are come to me in happy time,

The rather for I have fome fport in hand,

Wherein your cunning can affift me much.
There is a Lord will hear you play to night j

But I am doubtful of your modefties,

Left, over-eying of his odd behaviour,

(For yet his Honour never heard a Play,)

You break into fome merry paffion,

And fo offend him : for I tell you, Sirs,

If you mould fmile, he grows impatient.

Play. Fear not, my lord, we can contain our felves;

(4) / think, 'twas Soto ] I take our Author here to be paying a
Compliment to Beaumont and Fletchers Women pleas d, in which Co-
medy there is the Character of Soto, who is a Farmer's Son, and a
very facetious Serving-man. Mr. Ronjue and Mr. Pope prefix the Name
of Sim to the Line here fpoken ; but the firft folio has it Sinckh

;

which, no doubt, was the Name of one of the Players here introduc'd,
and who had play'd the Part of Soto with Applaufe.

T z Were
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Were he the verieft antick in the world.

z Player, [to the other ] Go get a difliclout to make
clean your ilioes, and I'll fpeak for the properties.

[Exit Player.

My lord, we muft have a fhoulder ofmutton for a pro-

perty, and a little vinegar to make our devil roar.

Lord. Go firrah, take them to the buttery.

And give them friendly Wellcome, ev'ry one :

Let them want nothing that the houfe affords.

[Exit one with the Players.

Sirrah, go you to Bartholmew my page,

And fee him dreft in all fuits like a lady.

That done, conduct him to the drunkard's chamber,

And call him Madam, do him all obeifance.

Tell him from me, (as he will win my love)

He bear himfelf with honourable action,

Such as he hath obferv'd in noble ladies

Unto their lords, by them accomplifhed

;

Such duty to the drunkard let him do,

With foft low tongue, and lowly courtefiej

And fay; what is't your Honour will command,
Wherein your lady, and your humble wife,

May iliew her duty, and make known her love?

And then with kind embracements, tempting kifles,

And with declining head into his bofom,
Bid him fried tears, as being overjoy'd

To fee her noble lord reftor'd to health,

Who for twice feven years hath efteem'd himfelf (f)

(5) Whofor thefe feven years hath efleemd himfelf

No better than a poor and loathfom Beggar .]

I have ventur'd to alter a Word here, againit tne Authority of the

printed Copies; and hope, I fhall be jullified in it by two fubfequent

Paflages. That the Poet defign'd, the Tinker's fuppos'd Lunacy fhould

be of 14 years landing at leait, feems to me evident upon theie Teili-

jnonies.

Thefe fifteen Years you have been in a Dream,
Or, ivbrn you n.vak\i, fo wak 'd as if you fcpt.

Sly. Thefe fifteen years ! by my Fay, a goodly Nap.

A.* , again, S/y afterwards lays to the Page, whom he takes to be his

Lady.

Madam U 1 ifay, that 1 have dream*d and JJept above fome

fifteen I'tut s and more.
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No better than a poor and loathfomc beggar

:

And if the boy have not a woman's gift

To rain a mower of commanded tears,

An onion will do well for fuch a fhift ;

Which, in a napkin being clofe convey'd,

Shall in defpight enforce a wat'ry eye.

See this difpatch'd, with all the haft thou canft

;

Anon I'll give thee more inftructions. [_Ex. Servant.

I know, the boy will well ufurp the grace*

Voice, gate, and action of a gentlewoman.
I long to hear him call the drunkard, husband

;

And how my men will ftay themfelves from laughter,

When they do homage to this fimple peafant;

I'll in to counfel them : haply, my prefence

May well abate the over-merry fpleen

$

Which otherwife would go into extreams. [ExitLord,

SCENE changes to a .Bedchamber in the

Lord's Houfe.

Enter Sly with attendant
l

s 9 forne with apparel? hafon and

ewer? and other appurtenances. ReenterLord.

Sly. T7'OR God's fake, a pot of fmall ale.

X 1 Serv. Will't pleafe your lordfhip drink a

cup of fack ?

z Serv. Will't pleafe your Honour tafte of thefe

Confcrves ?

3 Serv. What raiment will your Honour wear to

day?
Sly. I am Chriftophero Sly? call not me Honour, nor

lordfhip : I ne'er drank fack in my life : and if you
give me any Conferves, give me Conferves of beef:

ne'er ask me what raiment I'll wear, for I have no
more doublets than backs, no more flockings than
legs, nor no more fhoes than feet 5 nay, fometimes,

more feet than fhoes ; or fuch fhoes as my toes look
through the over-leather.

Lord. Heav'n ceafe this idle humour in your Ho-
nour!

T 3 Oh
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Oh, that a mighty man of fuch Defcent,

Of fuch poffeffions, and fo high efteem,

Should be infufed with fo foul a fpirit.

Sly. What, would you make me mad ? am not I

Chriftophero Sly-, old Sty's Son of Burton-heath, by birth

a pedler, by education a card- maker, by tranfmutation

a bearherd, and now by prefent profeffion a tinker?

ask Marian Racket^ the fat ale-wite of Wincot, if Ihe

know me not $ if fhe fay, I am not fourteen pence on

the fcore for fheer ale, fcore me up for the lying'ft

knave in Chriftendom. What, I am not beftraught:

here's—

-

i Man. Oh, this it is, that makes your lady mourn.

2 Man. OK, this it is, that makes your fervants droop.

Lord. Hence comes it, that your kindred fhun your

houfe,

As beaten hence by your ftrange lunacy.

Oh, noble Lord, bethink thee of thy birth,

Call home thy ancient thoughts from banifhment,

And banifli hence thefe abjedfc lowly dreams.

Look, how thy fervants do attend on thee \

Each in his office ready at thy beck.

Wilt thou have mufick? hark, Apollo plays 5 \JMufick.

And twenty caged nightingales do fing.

Or wile thou ileep ? we'll have thee to a Couch,
Softer and fweeter than the luftful bed
On purpofe trimm'd up for Semiramis.
Say, thou wilt walk, we will beftrow the ground :

Or wilt thou ride ? thy horfes mail be trapp'd,

Their harnefs iludded all with gold and pearl.

Doft rhou love hawking? thou haft hawks, will foar

Above the morning lark. Or wilt thou hunt?
Thy hounds fhall make the welkin anfwer them,
And fetch fhrill echoes from the hollow earth.

1 Man. Say, thou wilt courle, thy greyhounds are

as fwift

As breathed ftags ; ay, fleeter than the roe.

z Man. Doit thou love pictures ? we will fetch thee

itrait

Adonis
^
painted by a running brook >

And
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And Citherea all in fedges hid

;

Which feem to move, and wanton with her breath,
Ev'n as the waving fedges play with wind.

Lord. We'll fhew thee Io 9 as fhe was a maid,
And how fhe was beguiled and furpris'd,

As lively painted as the deed was done.

3 Man. Or Daphne roaming through a thorny wood,
Scratching her legs, that, one fhall fwear, fhe bleeds 3

And at that fight mall fad Apollo weep :

So workmanly the blood and tears are drawn.
Lord. Thou art a lord, and nothing but a lord :

Thou haft a lady far more beautiful

Than any woman in this waining age.

1 Man. And 'till the tears, that fhe hath fried for
thee,

Like envious floods, o'er-ran her lovely face,

She was the faired Creature in the world,

And yet fhe is inferior to none.

Sly. Am I a Lord, and have I fuch a Lady ?

Or do I dream? or have I dreamed 'till now?
I do not fleep ; I fee, I hear, I fpeak ->

I fmell fweet favours, and I feel foft things :

Upon my life, I am a Lord, indeed >

And not a Tinker, nor Cbriftophero Sly.

Well, bring our Lady hither to our fight,

And, once again, a pot o' th
5

fmalleft ale.

z Man. Will't pleafe your Mightinefs to wafri your
hands ?

Oh, how we joy to fee your wits reftor'd !

Oh, that once more you knew but what you are

!

Thefe fifteen years you have been in a dream,
Or, when you wak'd, fo wak'd as if you ilept.

Sly. Thefe fifteen years ! by my fay, a goodly nap

:

But did I never fpeak of all that time ?

I Man. Oh, yes, my Lord, but very idle words.
For tho' you lay here in this goodly chamber,
Yet -would you fay, ye were beaten, out of door,
And rail'd upon the Holtefs of the houfej

And fay, you would prefent her at the Leer,
Becaufe the bought ftone-jugs, and no feal'd quarts :

T 4 Some-
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Sometimes, you would call out for Cicely Hacket.

Sly. Ay, the woman's maid of the houfe.

3 Man. Why, Sir, you know no houfe j nor no fuch

maid j

Nor no fuch men, as you have reckon'd up $

(6) As Stephen Sly, and old John Naps of Greece,

And Peter 7*urf9 and Henry Pimpernsll,

And twenty more fuch names and men as thefe,

Which never were, nor no man ever faw.

Sly. Now, Lord be thanked for my good amends

!

jlll. Amen.
Sly. By th' Mafs, I think, I am a Lord indeed.

What is thy name?
Man. Sim, an't pleafe your Honour.
Sly. Sim? that's as much as to lay, Simeon or Simony

put forth thy hand and fill the pot.

\jThe Servant gives him Drink.

Enter Lady, with attendants.

I thank thee -, thou malt not lofe by it.

Lady. How fares my noble Lord ?

Sly. Marry, I fare well, for here is cheer enough.
Where is my wife?

Lady. Here, noble Lord, what is thy will with her?

Sly. Are you my wife, and will not call me hus-

band ? My men mould call me lord, I am your good
man.

Lady. My husband and my lord, my lord and hus*

band 5

I am your wife in all obedience.

Sly. I know it well : what muft I call her?

(6) As Stephen Sly, and old John Naps of Greece,] An unknown
Correfpondent, (who figns himfeif L. H.) is pleas'd to propofe this very

rcafonable Conjecture,

and old John Naps 6>

th' Green.
As Sfy fays, He's the Son of old Sly of Burton-heath, and talks of the

fit Alewife of Wincot ; he thinks, he can with no Propriety have an/
itance in Greece. If, indeed, the Province of Greece were to be

here under- l

is Obfervation muft nccefiarily take place ; but I have

not difturbM t ;vj Text, becaufe I do not know, but that, in the Neigh-
bourhood of Wincot and Burtanhcath, there may be fome Village calPd

Gnect, or Greys, &c.

Lord.



The Taming of the Shrew. 281

Lord. Madam.
Sly. Alee madam, or Joan madam ?

Lord. Madam, and nothing elfe, fo lords call ladies.

Sly. Come, fit down on my knee. Sim, drink to

her. Madam wife, they fay, that I have dream'd, and
flept above fome fifteen years and more.

Lady. Ay, and the time feems thirty unto me,
Being all this time abandon'd from your bed.

Sly. 'Tis much. Servants, leave me and her alone :

—

Madam, undrefs you, and come now to bed. Sim9
-

drink to her.

Lady. Thrice-noble Lord, let me entreat of you,

To pardon me yet for a night or two :

Or, if not fo, until the Sun be fet 5

For your phyficians have exprefly charg'd,

In peril to incur your former malady,

That I fhould yet abfent me from your bed 3

I hope, this reafon ftands for my excufe.

Sly. Ay, it ftands fo, that I may hardly tarry fo

long> but I would be loath to fall into my dream a-

gain : I will therefore tarry in defpight of the flefh

and the blood.

Enter a Mejfenger.

Mejf. Your Honour's Players, hearing your amend-
ment,

Arc come to play a pleafant Comedy 5

For fo your Doctors hold it very meet,

Seeing too much fadnefs hath congeal'd your blood 5

And melancholy is the nurfe of frenzy.

Therefore, they thought it good you hear a Play,

And frame your mind to mirth and merriment >

Which bars a thoufand harms, and lengthens life.

Sly. Marry, I will 5 let them play 3 is it not a Com-
modity ? a Chriftmas gambol, or a tumbling trick ?

Lady. No, my good Lord, it is more pleafing Huff.

Sly. What, houfliold fluff?

Lady. It is a kind of hiftory.

Sly. Well, we'll fee't : come, Madam wife, fit by
my fide, and let the world flip, we fhall ne'er be
younger.
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A C T I.

SCENE,* Street in PADUA
Flourijh. Enter Lucentio and Tranio,

Luce ntio.

RaniO) fince for the great defire I had
To fee fair Padua, nurfery of arts,

I am arriv'd from fruitful Lombardy, (7)

The pleafant garden of great Italy,

And, by my father's love and leave. am
arm'd

With his good will, and thy good company:
Moil trufty fervant, well approv'd in all,

Here let us breathe, and haply inflitute

A courfe of learning, and ingenious itudies.

Pifa, renowned for grave citizens,

Gave me my Being ; and my father firfl,

A merchant of great traffick through the world

:

P
r
incentid*s come of the Bentivolii ,

Vincent10 his fon, brought up in Florence,

It {hall become to ferve all hopes conceived,

(7) / am arrbv d for fruitful Lombardy,] Tho1

all the Impreflions

concur in this, I take it to be a Blunder of the Editors, and not of the

Author. Padua is not in Lombardy, but Pifa, from which Lucentio

comes, is really in thofe Territories.

To
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To deck his fortune with his virtuous deeds

:

And therefore, Tranio^ for the time I fludy,

Virtue and that part of philofophy

Will I apply, that treats of happinefs,

By virtue fpecialjy to be atchiev'd.

Tell me thy mind, for I have Pifa left,

And am to Padua come, as he that leaves

A mallow plafh to plunge him in the deep,

And with fatiety feeks to quench his thirft.

foa. Me pardonatO) gentle mailer mine,

I am in all affected as your felf :

Glad, that you thus continue your Refolve,

To fuck the fweets of fweet philofophy :

Only, good mailer, while we do admire

This virtue, and this moral difcipline,

Let's be no Stoicks, nor no flocks, I pray ;

Or, fo devote to AriftotWs checks, %

As Ovid be an Outcaft quite abjur'd.

Talk logick with acquaintance that you have,

And praftife rhetorick in your common talk $

Mufick and Poefie ufe to quicken you ;

The Mathematicks, and the Metaphyficks,

Fall to them, as you find your ilomach ferves you :

No profit grows, where is no pleafure ta'en :

In brief, Sir, fludy what you moil affect.

Luc. Gramercies, %ramo9 well dofl thou advife •,

If, BiondellO) thou wert come afhore,

We could at once put us in readinefs ;

And take a lodging fit to entertain

Such friends, as time in Padua fhall beget.

But flay a while, what company is this?

tfra. Mailer, fome mow to welcome us to town.

Enter Baptifla with Catharina and Bianca, Gremio and
Hortenfio. Lucentio and Tranio ftand by.

Bap. Gentlemen Both, importune me no farther,

For how I firmly am refolv'd, you know 3

That is, not to beftow my youngefl Daughter,
Before I have a husband for the elder:

If either of you Both love Catharina^

Becaufe
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Becaufe I know you well, and love you well,

Leave fhall you have to court her at your pleafure.

Gre. To cart her rather.— She's too rough for me :

There, there, Hortenfio, will you any wife ?

Cath. I pray you, Sir, is it your will

To make a Stale of me amongil thefe mates ?

Hor. Mates, maid, how mean you that? no mates
for you 5

Unlefs you were of gentler milder mould.
Cath. I' faith, Sir, you fhall never need t,o fear,

I wis, it is not half way to her heart :

But if it were, doubt not, her care fhall be

To comb your noddle with a three-legg'd flool,

And paint your face, and ufe you like a fool.

Hor. From all fuch devils, good Lord, deliver us.

Gre. And me too, good Lord.

tfra. Hum, mailer, here's fome good paflime^

toward

;

That wench is ftark mad, or wonderful fro-

ward.

Luc* But in the other's filence I do fee Vafide.

Maid's mild behaviour and fobnety.

Peace, Tranio.

Tra. Well faid, mailer 3 mum! and gaze your
j

fill. J
Bap. Gentlemen, that I may foon make good

What I have faid, Bianca, get you in

3

And let it not difpleafe thee, good Bianca ;

For I will love thee ne'er the lefs, my girl.

Cath. A pretty Peat ! it is bed put finger in the eye,

an fh.e knew why.

Bian. Sifter, content you in my difcontent.

Sir, to your pleafure humbly I fubferibe:

My books and indruments fhall be my company,
On them to look, and practife by my felf.

Luc. Hark, Tronic, thou may'fl hear Minerva fpeak.

[afide*.

Hor. Signior Baptijla, will you be fo flrange?

Sorry am I, that our good will effccls

Bianco?* grief.

Gre.
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Gre. Why will you mew her up,

Signior Baptifta, for this fiend of hell,

And make her bear the penance of her tongue?

Bap. Gentlemen, content ye 5 I am refolv'd

:

Go in, Bianca. [Exit Bianca.

And for I know, fhe taketh moil delight

In mufick, inftruments, and poetry 3

School- mailers will I keep within my houfe,

Fit to inflruct her youth. If you, Hortenjioy

Or Signior Gremio, you, know any fuch,

Prefer them hither : for to cunning men
I will be very kind j and liberal

To mine own children, in good bringing upj
And fo farewel. Catharina^ you may flay,

For I have more to commune with Bianca. [Exit.

Cath. Why, and, I trull, I may go too, may I

not ? what, {hall I be appointed hours, as tho', belike,

I knew not what to take, and what to leave ? ha

!

[Exit.

Gre. You may go to the devil's dam : your gifts are

fo good, here is none will hold you. Our love is not

fo great, Hortenfio^ but we may blow our nails toge-

ther, and fail it fairly out. Our cake's dow on both
fides. Farewel 5 yet for the love I bear my fweet

Bianca^ if I can by any means light on a fit man to

teach her That wherein fhe delights, I will wifh him
to her Father.

Hor. So will I, Signior Gremio : but a word, I pray 5

tho' the nature of our quarrel never yet brook'd Parle,

know now, upon advice, it toucheth us Both, that we
may yet again have accefs to our fair Millrefs, and be
happy rivals in Bianca

9
s love, to labour and effect one

thing 'fpecially.

Gre. What's that, I pray?

Hor. Marry, Sir, to get a husband for her fifler.

Gre. A husband ! a devil. —
Hor. I fay, a husband.

Gre. I fay, a devil. Think'fl thou, Hortenfio, tho*

her father be very rich, any man is fo very a fool to

be married to hell ?

Hor.
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Hor. Turn, Gremio; tho' it pafs your patience and

mine to endure her loud alarms, why, man, there be
good fellows in the world, an a man could light on
them, would take her with all her faults, and mony
enough.

Gre. I cannot tell 3 but I had as lief take her dowry
with this condition, to be whip'd at the high-crofs

every morning.

Hor. 'Faith, as you fay, there's a fmall choice in rot-

ten apples : but, come, fince this bar in law makes us

friends, it fhall be fo far forth friendly maintain'd, 'till

by helping Baptifids eldeft daughter to a husband, we
fet his youngeit free for a husband, and then have to't

afrefh. Sweet Bianca ! happy man be his dole j he

that runs fafteft gets the ring > how fay you, Signior

Gremio ?

Gre. I am agreed 5 and would I had given him the

beft horfe in Padua to begin his wooing, that would
throughly wooe her, wed her, and bed her, and rid

the houfe of her. Come on.

\_Exeunt Gremio and Hortenfio.

JManent Tranio and Lucentio.
7ra. I pray, Sir, tell me, is it poflible

That love fhould on a fudden take fuch hold ?

Luc. Oh 7ramo9
'till I found it to be true,

I never thought it poflible or likely.

But fee, while idly I flood looking on,

I found th' effect of Love in idlenefs.

And now in plainnefs do confefs to thee,

(That art to me as fecret, and as dear,

As Anna to the Queen of Carthage was >)

Tranio, I burn, I pine, I perifh, Tranio^

If I atchieve not this young modefl girl :

Counfel me, Tranio^ for, I know, thou canft^

AfTilt me, Cranio, for, I know, thou wilt.

Tra. Mafler, it is no time to chide you now j

Affection is not rated from the heart.

If love hath touch'd you, nought remains but io 9

Redime te capturn qukm queas minimo.

Luc.
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Luc. Gramercy, lad 5 go forward, this contents 5

The reft will comfort, for thy counfePs found.

Tra. Mafter, you look'd fo longly on the maid,

Perhaps, you mark'd not what's the pith of all.

Luc. O yes, I faw fweet Beauty in her face j

Sucji as the daughter of^^r had,

That made great Jove to humble him to her hand,

When with his knees he kifs'd the Cretan ftrand.

Tra. Saw you no more ? mark'd you not, how her

After

Began to fcold, and raife up fuch a ftorm,

That mortal ears might hardly endure the din ?

Luc. Tranio^ I faw her coral lips to move,
And with her breath fhe did perfume the air 5

Sacred and fweet was all I faw in her.-

'Tra. Nay, then 'tis time to ftir him from his trance:

I pray, awake, Sir 5 if you love the maid,

Bend thoughts and wit t' atchieve her. Thus it ftands:

Her eldeft Sifter is fo curft and fhrewd,

That till the Father rids his Hands of her,

Mafter, your Love mult live a Maid at home

;

And therefore has he clofely mew'd her up,
Becaufe fhe fhall not be annoy'd with fuitors.

Luc. Ah, Tran'iO) what a cruel Father's he

!

But art thou not advis'd, he took fome care

To get her cunning fchool-mafters t' inftru£t her?
Tra. Ay, marry, am I, Sir 5 and now 'tis plotted.

Luc. I have it, Tranio.

Tra. Mafter, for my hand,
Both our inventions meet and jump in one.

Luc. Tell me thine firft.

Tra. You will be fchool-mafter,

And undertake the teaching of the maid :

That's your device.

Luc. ]t is: may it be done ?

Tra. Not poffible : for who fhall bear your part,

And be in Padua here Fincentio's fon, .

Keep houfe, and ply his book, welcome his friends,

Vifit his countrymen, and banquet them ?

Luc.
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Luc. Sofia ; content thee; for I have ic full.

We have not yet been feen in any houfe,

Nor can we be diftinguifh'd by our faces,

For man or matter: then it follows thus.

Thou fhalt be mailer, Cranio^ in my Head ;

Keep houfe, and port, and fervants, as I mould.

I will fome other be, fome Florentine,

Some Neapolitan, or meaner man of Pi/a.

'Tis hatch'd, and mall be fo : Tranio, at once

Uncafe thee: take my colour'd hat and cloak.

When Biondello comes, he waits on thee;

But I will charm him firft to keep his tongue.

fra. So had you need. [They exchange Habits.

In brief, good Sir, fith it your pleafure is,

And I am tied to be obedient,

(For fo your Father charg'd me at our parting 5

Be ferviceable to my Son, quoth he,)

Altho', I think, 'twas in another fenfe;

I am content to be Lucentio,

Becaufe fo well I love Lucentio.

Luc. Tranio, be fo ; becaufe Lucentio loves ;

And let me be a flave t'atchieve that Maid,
Whofe fudden fight hath thrall'd my wounded eye.

Enter Biondello.

Here comes the rogue. Sirrah, where have you been ?

Bion. Where have I been? nay, how now, where
are you ? m after, has my fellow Cranio floll'n your
cloachs, or you floll'n his, or both ? pray, what's the

news?
Luc. Sirrah, come hither: 'tis no time to jefl;

And therefore frame your manners to the time.

Your fellow 'Tranio here, to fave my life,

Puts my apparel and my count'nance on,

And I for my efcape have put on his:

For in a quarrel, fince I came afhore,

I kill'd a man, and, fear, I am defcry'd :

Wait you on him, I charge you, as becomes 5

While I make way from hence to fave my life.

You underitand me?
Bion.
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Bion. Ay, Sir, ne'er a whit.- •

Luc. And not a jot of Tranio in your mouth ;

Cranio is chang'd into Lucentio.

Bion. The better for him, would I were fo too.

*Tra. So would I, 'faith, boy, to have the next wifh

after * that Lucentio^ indeed, had Baptifta*s youngefl

Daughter. But, firrah, not for my fake, but your ma-
iler's, I advife you, ufe your manners difcreetly in all

kind of companies: when I am alone, why, then I am
Cranio \ but in all places elfe, your mailer Lucentio.

Luc. Tranio^ let's go : one thing more reils, that thy
felf execute, to make one among thefe wooers 5 if

thou ask me why, fufficeth, my reafons are both good
and weighty. [Exeunt.

SCENE, before HortenfioV Houfe, in Padua.

Enter Petruchio, and Grumio*

Pet. *X7Erona, for a while I take my leave,

V To fee my friends in Padua ; but of all

My bed beloved and approved friend,

HortenfiOy and, I trow, this is the houfe>
Here, firrah, Grumio^ knock, I fay.

Gru. Knock, Sir ? whom fhould I knock ? is there

any man, has rebus'd your Worfhip ?

Pet. Villain, I fay, knock me here foundly.

Gru. Knock you here, Sir ? why, Sir, what am I,

Sir,

That I fhould knock you here, Sir?

Pet. Villain, I fay, knock me at this gate,

And rap me well, or I'll knock your knave's pate.

Gru. My mailer is grown quarrelfome : I mould
knock you firfl,

And then I know after, who comes by the word.
Pet. Will it not be?

Faith, firrah, an you'll not knock, I'll ring it,

I'll try how you can «SW, Fa, and ling it.

\_He wrings him by the Ears.
Gru. Help, mailers, help; my mailer is mad.
Pet. Now knock, wheal bid you: Sirrah! Villain!

Vol. II. U Enter
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Enter Hortenfio.

Hor. How now, what's the matter? my old friend

Grumio, and my good friend Petruchio ! how do you

all at Verona?
Pet, Signior Hortenfio^ come you to part the fray?

Con tutto it Core ben trovato, may I fay.

Hor. Alia noftra Cafa ben venuto, molto honorato Sig-

nor mio Petruchio.

Rife, Grumi'oj rife* we will compound this quarrel.

Gru. Nay, 'tis no matter, what he leges in Latine. If

this be not a lawful caufe for me to leave his fervice,,

look you, Sir : he bid me knock him, and rap him

foundly, Sir. Well, was it fit for a fervant to ufe his

mailer fo, being, perhaps, for ought I fee, two and,

thirty, a pip out ?

Whom, would to God, I had well knock'd at firft,

Then had not Grumio come by the worft.

Pet. A fenfelefs villain! Good Hortenfio,

I bid the rafcal knock upon your gate,

And could not get him for my heart to do it.

Gru. Knock at the gate? O heav'ns! fpake you not

thefe words plain ? firrah, knock me here, rap me

here, knock me well, and knock me foundly : and

come you now with knocking at the gate ?

Pet. Sirrah, be gone, or talk not, I advife you.

Hor. Petruchio^ patience ; I am Grumw's pledge

:

Why, this is a heavy chance 'twixt him and you,

Your ancient, trufty, pleafant fervant Grumio \

And tell me now, fweet Friend, what happy Gale

Blows you to Padua here, from old Verona ?

Pet. Such wind as fcatters young men through the

world,

To feek their fortunes farther than at home*

(8) Where fmall experience grows, but in a few.

Signior Hortenfw^ thus it ftands with me,

(8) Were fmall Exprrience grows, but in a few.] Our Poet
:

is fre-

quently obfcure in his Ule of this Conjunction disjunctive H mean

lure, that fmall Experience grows to Youths, who ftay at home, ex-

cept to a Few, that are Exceptions to this Obiervation.
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Antonio my Father is deceas'd

5

And I have thruft my felf into this maze,
Happly to wive and thrive, as belt I may :

Crowns in my purfe I have, and goods at home,
And fo am come abroad to fee the world.

Hor. PetruchiO) fhall I then come roundly to thee,

And wifh thee to a fhrewd ill-favour'd wife?

Thou'dft thank me but a little for my counfel,

And yet, I'll promife thee, me fhall be rich,

And very rich : but thou'rc too much my friend,

And I'll not wifh thee to her.

Pet. Signior Hortenfio^ 'twixt fuch friends as us

Few words fuffice; and therefore if you know
One rich enough to be Petruchio

y

s wife*
(As wealth is burthen of my wooing dance)

Be fhe as foul as was Florentius* love,

As old as SihyU and as curft and fhrewd

As Socrates* Xantippe^ or a worfe,

She moves me not ; or not removes, at leaft,

Affection's edge in me. Were fhe as rough
As are the fwelling Adriatick Seas,

I come to wive it wealthily in Padua :

If wealthily, then happily, in Padua.

Gru. Nay, look you, Sir, he tells you flatly what
his mind is: why, give him gold enough, and marry
him to a puppet, or an aglet-baby, or an old Trot with

ne'er a tooth in her head, tho' fhe have as many dif-

eafes as two and fifty horfes> why, nothing comes a-

mifs, fo mony comes withal.

Hor. Petruchio^ fince we are ftept thus far in,

I will continue That I broach'd in jeft.

I can, Petruchio, help thee to a vvite

With wealth enough, and young and beauteousj *

Brought up, as beft becomes a gentlewoman.
Her only fault, and that is fault enough,
Is, that fhe is intolerable curft 5

And fhrewd, and froward, fo beyond all meafure,
That, were my ftate far worfer than it is,

I would not wed her for a Mine of gold.

U z Pet.
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Pet. HortenfiOy peace j thou know'fl: not gold's cf-

Tell me her Father's name, and 'tis enough :

For I will board her, tho' fhe chide as loud
As thunder, when the clouds in Autumn crack.

Hor. Her Father is Baptifta Minola,

An affable and courteous Gentleman >

Her name is Catharina Minola,

Renown'd in Padua for her fcolding tongue.

Pet. I know her Father, tho' I know not her %

And he knew my deceafed Father well.

I will not fleep, Hortenfio^ 'till I fee her,

And therefore let me be thus bold with you,

To give you over at this firft encounter,

Unlets you will accompany me thither.

Gru. I pray you, Sir, let him go while the humour
lafts. O' my word, an fhe knew him as well as I do,

fhe would think fcolding would do little good upon
him. She may, perhaps, call him half a fcore knaves,

or fo : why, that's nothing ; an he begin once, he'll

rail in his rope-tricks. I'll tell you what, Sir, an me
ftand him but a little, he will throw a figure in her

face, and fo disfigure her with it, that fhe fhall have

no more eyes to fee withal than a cat : you know him
not, Sir.

Hor. Tarry, Petruchio^ I muft go with thee,

For in Baptifta? % houfe my Treafure is :

He hath the jewel of my life in hold,

His youngeft Daughter, beautiful Bianca j

(p) And her with- holds he from me, and others more
Suitors to her, and Rivals in my love :

Suppofing it a thing impoffible,

(For thole defects I have before rehears'd,)

That ever Catharina will be woo'd >

Therefore this order hath Baptifta ta'en,

(9) And her withholds be from me. Other more Suitors to her, and

Rivals in mv Love: &c] The Editors, in this Carcleisnds of their Point-

ing, have made flark Nonfenfe of this Paflage. The Regulation, which

1 have given to the Text, wa* dictated to me by the ingenious Dr. Tbirlby.

That
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That none fhall have accefs unto Bianca,

'Till Catharine the curft have got a husband.

Gru. Catharine the curft ?

A title for a maid of all titles the worft !

Hor. Now fhall my Friend Petruchio do me grace,

And offer me difguis'd in fober robes

To old Baptifta as a fchool-mafter,

Well feen in mufick, to inftrudfc Bianca\
That fo I may by this device, at leaft,

Have leave and leifure to make love to herj

And, unfufpe£ted, court her by her felf.

Enter Gremio, and Lucentio difguis'd.

Gru. Here's no knavery ! fee, to beguile the old

folks, how the young folks lay their heads together.

Mafter, look about you : who goes there ? ha.

Hor. Peace, Grumio^ 'tis the Rival of my love.

Petruchio, ftand by a while.

Gru. A proper Stripling, and an amorous.
Gre. O, very well > I have perus'd the note.

Hark you, Sir, I'll have them very fairly bound,
All books of love 5 fee That, at any hand j

And fee, you read no other leftures to her

:

You underftand me—*-Over and befide

Signior Baptifta^ liberality,

I'll mend it with a largefs. Take your papers too,

And let me have them very well perfum'dj
For fhe is fweeter than perfume it felf,

To whom they go: what will you read to her?
Luc. Whate'er I read to her, I'll plead for you,

As for my Patron, ftand you fo allured

;

As firmly, as your felf were ftill in place

;

Yea, and, perhaps, with more fuccefsful words
Than you, unlefs you were a fcholar, Sir.

Gre. Oh this learning, what a thing it is f

Gru. Oh this woodcock, what an afs it is ! r *

1 Pet. Peace, Sirrah.

Hor. Grumioj mum ! God fave you, Signior Gremio.
Gre. And you are well met, Signior Hortenfio. Trow

yoUj, whither I am going? to Baptifta Minola > I pro-
U

3 auiTd
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mis'd to enquire carefully about a fchool-mafter for

the fair Bianca 5 and by good fortune I have lighted

well on this young man 5 for Learning and Behaviour
fit for her turn, well read in Poetry, and other books,
good ones, I warrant ye.

Hor. 'Tis well ; arid I have met a gentleman,

Hath promis'd me to help me to another,

A fine mufician to inilruft our miftrefs*

So mail I no whic be behind in duty
To fair Bianca^ fo belov'd of me.

Gre. Belov'd of me,— and that my deeds fhall prove.

Gru. And that his bags fhall prove.

Hor. GremiO) 'tis now no time to vent our love.

Liften to me -> and, if you (peak me fair,

111 tell you news indifferent good for either.

Here is a Gentleman whom by chance I met*
Upon agreement from us to his liking,

ill undertake to wooe curft Catharine %

Yea, and to marry her, if her dowry pleafe.

Gre. So faid, fo done, is well*-

Horienfi^ have you told him all her faults ? !

Pet. I know, fhe is an irkfome brawling. Scold j

If that be all, mafters, I hear no barm.
Gre. No, fayeft me fo, friend ? what Countryman?
Pet. Born in Verona^ old Antonio's Son >

My Father's dead, my fortune lives for me.
And I do hope good days and long to fee.

Gre. Oh, Sir, fuch a life with fuch a wife were ftrange \

But if you have a ftomach, to't, o' God's name :

You {hall have me aflifting you in all.

But will you wooe this wildxat?
Pet. Will I live ?

Gru. Will he wooe her? ay, or I'll hang her.

Pet. Why came I hither, but to that intent?

Think you, a little din can daunt my ears?

Have I not in my time heard lions roar?

Have I not heard the fea, puff'd up with winds,

Rage like an angry boar, chafed with fwear ?

Have I not heard great Ordnance in the field ?

And heav'n's artillery thunder in the skies?

Have
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Have I not in a pitched battel heard

Loud larums, neighing fteeds, and trumpets clanguc ?

And do you tell me of a woman's tongue,

That gives not half fo great a blow to hear^

As will a chefnut in a farmer's fire ?

Tuih, turn, fear boys with bugs.

Gru. For he fears none.

Gre. HortenfiO) hark:

This Gentleman is happily arriv'd,

My mind prefumes, for his own good, and ours.

Hor. I promis'd, we would be contributors -,

And bear his charge of wooing whatfoe'er.

Gre. And fo we will, provided that he win her,

Gru. I would, I were as fure of a good dinner.

To them Tranio bravely appareWd^ and Biondello.

Tra. Gentlemen, God faye you. If I may be bold,

tell me, I befeech you, which is the readieft way to

the houfe of Signior Baptifia Minola ?

Bion. Hej that has the two fair Daughters ? is't he

you mean ?

Tra. Even he, Biondello.

Gre. Hark you. Sir, you mean not her, to

Tra. Perhaps, him and her ; what have you to do ?

Pet. Nor her that chides, Sir, at any hand, I pray.

Tra. I love no chiders, Sir: Biondello^ let's away.

Luc. Well begun, 'Tranio.

Hor. Sir, a word ere you go :

Are you a fuitor to the maid you talk of, yea or no ?

Tra. An if I be, Sir, is it any offence ?

Gre. No \ ifwithout more words you will get you hence.

Tra. Why, Sir, I pray, are not the ftreets as frje

For me, as for you?
Gre. But fo is not Ihe.

Tra. For what reafon, I befeech you ?

Gre. For this reafon, if you'll know :

That {he's the choice love of Signior Gremio..

Hor. That ihe's the chofen of Signior Hortenjio,

Tra. Softly, my matters •, if you be gentlemen,
Do me this Right 5 hear me with patience,

U 4 Bdptijla
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Baptifla is a noble Gentleman,
To whom my Father is not all unknown;
And, were his Daughter fairer than fhe is,

She may more fuitors have, and me for one.

Fair Leda's Daughter had a thoufand wooers j

Then well One more may fair Bianca have,

And fo fhe mail. Lucentio fhall make one,

Tho' Paris came, in hope to fpeed alone.

Gre. What, this Gentleman will out-talk us all !

Luc. Sir, give him head* I know, he'll prove a jade.

Pet. Hortcnfio, to what end are all thefe words?
Hor. Sir, let me be fo bold as to ask you,

Did you yet ever fee Baptifia's Daughter?
7ra* No, Sirs but, hear I do, that he hath two:

The one as famous for a fcolding tongue,
As the other is for beauteous modefty.

Pet. Sir, Sir, the firft's for me -

y let her go by.

Gre. Yea, leave that labour to great Hercules 5

And let it be more than Akides
y

twelve.

Pet. Sir, underftand you this of me, infooth :

The youngeft Daughter, whom you hearken for.

Her Father keeps from all accefs of fuitors,

And will not promife her to any man,
Until the eldeft Sifter firft be wed

:

The younger then is free, and not before.

tfra. If it be fo, Sir, that you are the man
Mull fteed us all, and me amongft the reft *,

And if you break the ice, and do this feat,

Atchieve the elder, fet the younger free

For our accefs , whofe hap fhall be to have her,

Will not fo gracelefs be, to be ingrate.

Hor. Sir, you fay well, and well you do conceive:

And fince you do profefs to be a fuitor,

You muft, as we do, gratifie this Gentleman,
To whom we all reft generally beholden.

Tra. (10) Sir, I fhall not be flack 5 in fign whereof^

Pleafe ye, we may convive this afternoon,

And
(10) Sir, Ijkall not be flack ; in Jign <v;br>reofy

Pleafe you, ice mas contrive this Jfternoon^]

What were they to contrive ? Or how is it any Teilimony of TraniVs

con-
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And quaff caroufes to our Miftrefs' health $

And do as adverfaries do in law,

Strive mightily, but eat and drink as friends.

Gru. Bion. O excellent motion : fellows, let's be
gone.

Hor. The motion's good indeed, and be it fo,

Petruchio, I fhall be your ben venuto. [Exeunt.

[The Pre/enters, above, /peak here.

1 Man. My Lord1 you nod; you do not mind the Play.

Sly. Tea, by St. Ann, do I; a good matter, furely I

comes there any more of it ? \

Lady. My Lord, ''tis but begun.

Sly. '7/s a very excellent piece of work, Madam Lady.

Would 'twere done/—
confenting to be liberal, that he will join in contriving with them ? In
ftiort, a foolifli Corruption poflefles the Place, that quite ftrips the Poet

of his intended Humour. What was faid here is purely h n$et, as the

old Seholiafts call it, in Character. Tranio is but a fuppos'd Gentleman

:

His Habit is all the Gentility he has about him : and the Poet, I am per-

fuaded, meant that the Ser-vingmans Qualities mould break out upon
him ; and that his Mind mould rather run on good Cheer than Contri*

wancts. I have therefore ventured to fufpett ;

Pleafe you, nve may convive this Afternoon,

This agrees with, quaff Caronvfes ; and with What he fays at the Con-
clufion of this Speech, but eat and drink as Friends. And this word
€onevievei however quaint and uncommon it may be, is again ufed by our

Poet in his Troilus and Creffida

:

Firji, all You Peers ofGreece, go to my Tent',

There in the full convive You.

It is regularly derived from Con<vi<vium of the Latines ; and the Activ©

Verb, ufed more obfoletely inftead of the PafTive.

Si Calendis convivant, Idibus coenant foris.

And>
Malo herele fuo magna conv'wax&Jine modo.

6ay Pomponius and Ennius, as quoted by Nonius Marcellus.

act
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ACT II

SCENE, Baptifta'* Houfe in Padua*

Enter Catharina and Bianca.

B i a ft e' a.

GOOD Sifter, wrong me not, nor wrong your

To make a bond-maid and a flave of mej
That I difdainj (u) but for thefe other Gawds,
Unbind my hands, I'll pull them off my felf;

Yea, all my raiment, to my petticoat,

Or, what you will command me, will I do 5

So well I know my duty to my elders.

Cath. Of all thy Suitors here, I charge thee, tell

Whom thou lov'ft beft : fee, thou diflemble not.
Bian. Believe me, Sifter, of all men alive

I never yet beheld that fpccial face,

(1 r) - But for thefe other Goods,] This is To trifling and ui*.

expreflive a Word, that, I am fatisfied, our Author wrote, Gawds, (i. e.

Toys, trifling Ornaments ;) a Term that he frequently ures and ieems
fond of.

Midfummer Night's Dream.
With bracelets of thy hair, rings, gawds, co*ceits%

Knacks, trifles, •

And again,

As the remembrance ofan idle Gawde,
Which in my Childhood I did doat upon.

King John.

Is all too wanton, and too full ofGawds,

To give me Audience.

So Beaumont and Fletcher in their Women fleas'd ;

Her Pules and Precepts hung with Gawds and Ribbands*
And in their Two Noble Kinfmen ;

What a mere Child is Fancy,

That having Two fair Gawds of equal Sweetnefs,
Cannot difinguijhy but mufi cry for Both,

&C. &C. &C.

Which
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Which I could fancy more than any other.

Cath. Minion, thoulieftj is't not Hortenfio ?

Bian. If you affeft him, fifter, here I fwear,

I'll plead for you my felf, but you fhall have him.

Cath, Oh, then
?
belike, you fancy riches more*

You will have Gremio, to keep you fair.

Bian. Is it for him you do fo envy me ?

Nay, then you jeftj and now, I well perceive,

You have but jefted with me all this while $

1 pr'ythee, fifter Kate, untie my hands.

Cath. If That be jeft, then all the reft was fo.

[Strikes her,

flnter Baptifta.

Bap. Why, Aow now, damej whence grows this in-

folence ?

Bianca^ ftand afide ; poor girl, fhe weeps \

po ply thy needle, meddle not with her.

For flume, thou hilding of a devilifh fpirit,

Why doft thou wrong her, that did ne'er wrong thee ?

When did fhe crofs thee with a bitter word?
Cath. Her fjlence flouts me \ and I'll be reveng'd.

[Flies after Bianca^

Bap. What, in my fight ? Bianca, get thee in.

[Ex. Bian,

Cath. Will you not fuffer me? nay, now I fee,

SJie is your treafure •, fhe muft have a husband

;

I muft dance bare-foot on her wedding-day,
And, for your love to her, lead apes in hell

:

Talk not to me, I will go fit and weep,
?Till I can find occafion of revenge. [Exit Cath.

Bap. Was ever gentleman thus griev'd, as I ?

But who comes here ?

Enter Gremio, Lucentio in the habit of a mean man \

Petruchio with Hortenfio, like a muftclan\ Tranio
and Biondello bearing a lute and books.

Gre. Good morrow, neighbour Baptifta.

Bap Good morrow* neighbour Gremio : God favc

you, gentlemen
Pet,
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Pet. And you, good Sir $ pray, have you not a

daughter call'd Catharina, fair and virtuous ?

Bap. I have a daughter, Sir, call'd Catharina.

Gre. You are too blunt $ go to it orderly.

Pet. You wrong me, Signior Gremio^ give me leave.

Iijma gentleman of Verona, Sir,

That, hearing of her beauty and her wit,

Her affability and bafhful modefty,

Her wondrous qualities, and mild behaviour,

Am bold to fhew my felf a forward gueft

Within your houfe, to make mine eye the witnefe

Of that Report, which I fo oft have heard.

And, for an entrance to my entertainment,

[_Prefenting Hor.
I do prefent you with a man of mine,

Cunning in mufick, and the mathematicks,

To inftrudfc her fully in thofe fciences,

Whereof, I know, ihe is not ignorant:

Accept of him, or eife you do me wrong,
His name is Licio^ born in Mantua.

Bap. You'are welcome, Sir, and he for your good
fake.

But for my daughter Catharine^ this I know,
She is not for your turn, the more's my grief.

Pet. I fee, you do not mean to part with her;

Or elfe you like not of my company.
Bap. Miftake me not, I fpeak but what I find.

Whence are you, Sir? what may I call your name?
Pet. Petruchio is my name, Antonio's fon,

A mm well known throughout all Italy.

Bap. I know him well: you are welcome for his

fake.

Gre. Saving your tale, Petruchio, I pray, let us, that

are poor petitioners, fpeak too. Baccalare ! — you are

marvellous forward. (12,)

Pet.

(12) Baccare, you are marvellous forward] But not fo forward, as

oiu Editor's arc indolent and acquiefcing. This is a ftupid Corruption of

the Prefs, that None of them have div'd into. We mult read, Bacca-

lare, as Mr. Warburton acutely obferv'd to me; by which the Italians

fljeaOf
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Pet. Oh, pardon me, Signior Gremio, I would fain

be doing. (i\)

Gre. I doubt it not, Sir, but you will curfe your
wooing. Neighbour, this is a gift very grateful, I

am fure of it. To exprefs the like kindnefs my felf, that

have been more kindly beholden to you than any, free

leave give to this young fcholar, that hath been long
ftudying at Reims, \_Prefenting Luc] as cunning in

Greek , Latin, and other languages, as the other in

mufick and mathematicks j his name is Cambio; pray,

accept his fervice.

Bap. A thoufand thanks, Signior Gremio : welcome,
good Cambio. But, gentle Sir, methinks, you walk
like a ftranger$ \jfo Tranio.] may I be fo bold to

know the caufe of your coming?
7ra. Pardon me, Sir, the boldnefs is mine own,

That, being a ftranger in this City here,

Do make my felf a fuitor to your daughter,

Unto Bianca, fair and virtuous

:

Nor is your firm refolve unknown to me,
In the preferment of the eldeft fifter.

This liberty is all that I requeft,

That, upon knowledge of my parentage,

I may have welcome 'mongft the reft that woo,
And free accefs and favour as the reft.

mean, Thou arrogant, prefumptuous Man ! The Word is ufed fcornfully,

upon any One that would aflume a Port of Grandeur and high Repute

:

Per deriflone d'huomo che Jiia in riputatione, e cbe grandeggi ; fays La
Crufca. The French call fuch a Character, un Bravacbe ; and the

Spaniards, el Fanfarron.

(13) Oh, pardon me, Signor Gremio, I wouldfain be doing.

Gre. / doubt it not, Sir, butyou <vAll curfe your wooing "Neighbours.,

This is a Gift','} It would be very unreafonable, after fuch a Number of
Inflances, to fuipect the Editors ever dwelt on the meaning of any Paf-

iage : But why mould Petruchio curfe his wooing Neighbours P They
were None of them his Rivals : Nor, tho' he mould curfe his own Match
afterwards, did he commence his Courtfhip on their Accounts. In fhort,

Gremio is defign'd to anfwer to Petruchio in doggrel Rhyme, to this

purpofe,— " Yes; I know, Ycu would fain be doing; but you'll coap
" with fuch a Devil, that You'll have Reafon to curie your Wooing."

—

and then immediately turns his Difcourfe to Baptifa, whom he calls

Neighbour, (as he had done before at the Beginning of this Scene,) and
makes his Prefentto him.

And
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And toward the education of your daughters^

I here beftow a Ample Inftrument,

And this fmall packet of Greek and Latin books.

If you accept them, then their worth is great.

[They greet privately >

Bap. Lucentio is your name? of whence I pray?
7ra. Of Pifa9 Sir, fon to Vincentio.

Bap. A mighty man of Pifa ; by Report
I know him well} you are very welcome, Sir.

Take You the lute, and You the Set of books,

[To Hortenfio and Lucentio.

You (hall go fee your pupils prefently.

Holla, within!-; -

Enter a fervant.

Sirrah, lead thefe gentlemen

To my two daughters $ and then tell them Both,
Thefe are their tutors, bid them ufe them well.

[Exit Serv. with Hortenfio and Lucentjoi.

We will go walk a little iii the orchard,

And then to dinner. You are paffing welcome,
And fo, I pray you all, to think your felves.

Pet. Signior Baptifia, my bufinefs asketh hafte,

And every day I cannot come to wooe.
You knew my father well, and in him me^
Left folely heir to all his lands and goods,

Which I have better'd, rather than decreas'd $

Then tell me, if I get your daughter's love,

What dowry fhall I have with her to wife ?

Bap. After my death, the one half of my lands

:

And, in pofTeffion, twenty thoufand crowns.

Pet. And for that dowry, I'll affure her of
Her widowhood, be it that fhe furvive me,
In all my lands and leafes whatfoever;

Let fpecialties be therefore drawn between us,

That covenants may be kept on either hand.

Bap. Ay, when the fpecial thing is well obtain'd,

That is, her love 5 for that is all in all.

Pet. Why, that is nothing: for I tell you, father,

I am as peremptory as fhe proud-minded.
And where two raging fires meet together,

They
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They do confume the thing that feeds their fury

:

Tho' little fire grows great with little wind,

Yet extream gufts will blow out fire and all

:

So I to her, and fo fhe yields to me,

For I am rough, and wooe not like a babe.

Bap. Well may'ft thou wooe, and happy be thy
fpeed !

:

But be thou arm'd for fome unhappy words.

Pet. Ay, to the proof, as mountains are for winds ;

That fhake not, tho' they blow perpetually.

Enter Hortenfio with his head broke.

Bap. How now, my friend y why doft thou look fo

pale?

Hou For fear, I promife you, if I look pale.

Bap. What, will my daughter prove a good mu«
fician?

Hor. I think, {he'll fooner prove a foldierj

Iron may hold with her, but never lutes.

Bap. Why, then thou canft not break her to the

lute ?

Hor. Why, no 5 for fhe hath broke the lute to me.
I did but tell her, me miftook her frets,

And bow'd her hand to teach her fingering,

When, with a moft impatient devilifh fpint,

Frets call you them ? quoth fhe : I'll fume with them :

And with that word fhe ftruck me on the head,

And through the inflrument my pate made way,
And there I flood amazed for a while,

As on a pillory, looking through the lute

:

While fhe did call me rafcal, fidler,

And twangling Jack, with twenty fuch vile terms,

As fhe had fludied to mifufe me fo.

Pet. Now, by the world, it is a lufty wench

}

I love her ten times more than e'er I did 5

Oh, how I long to have fome chat with her!

Bap. Well, go with me, and be not fo difcomfited,

Proceed in praftice with my younger daughter,

She's apt to learn, and thankful for good turns j

Signior PetvuchiO) will you go with us,

Or
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Or (hall I fend my daughter Kate to you ?

Pet. I pray you, do. I will attend her here :

\JLxit Bap. with Grem. Horten. and Tranio*

And wooe her with fome fpirit when fhe comes.

Say, that fhe rail ; why, then I'll tell her plain,

She fings as fweetly as a nightingale

:

Say, that fhe frowns j I'll fay, me looks as clear

As morning rofes newly wafh'd with dew >

Say, fhe be mute, and will not fpeak a word 5

Then I'll commend her volubility

;

And fay, (he uttereth piercing eloquence :

If fhe do bid me pack, I'll give her thanks,

As tho* fhe bid me ftay by her a week

;

If fhe deny to wed, I'll crave the day
When I fhali ask the banes, and when be married ?

But here fhe comes, and now Petruchio fpeak.

Enter Catharina.

Good morrow, Kate j for that's your name, I hear.

"

Catb. Well have you heard, but fomething hard of
hearing.

They call me Catharine, that do talk of me*
Pet. You lie, in faith, for you are call'd plain

Kate j

And bonny Kate, and fometimes Kate the curft

:

But Kate, the prettied Kate in chriftendom,

Kate of Kate-hall^ my fuper-dainty Kate,

(For dainties are all Cates) and therefore Kate,
Take this of me, Kate of my confolation !

Hearing thy mildnefs prais'd in every town,
Thy virtues fpoke of, and thy beauty founded,

Yet not fo deeply as to thee belongs :

My Self am mov'd to wooe thee for my wife
Catb. Mov'd ! in good time , let him, that mov'd

you hither,

Remove you hence i I knew you at the firft

You were a moveable.

Pet. Why, what's a moveable?
Catb. A join'd ftool.

Pet. Thou haft hit it j come, fit on mc.
Catb.-
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Catb. AfTes are made to bear, and fo are you.

Pet. Women are made to bear, and fo are you.

Catb. No fuch jade, Sir, as you ; if me you mean.
Pet. Alas, good Kate, I will not burthen thee

;

For knowing thee to be but young and light

Catb, Too light for fuch a fwain as you to catch 5

And yet as heavy as my weight friould be.

Pet. Should bee 5 (hould buz.

Catb. Well ta'en, and like a buzzard.

Pet. Oh, flow-wing'd turtle, fhall a buzzard take

thee ?

Catb. Ay, for a turtle, as he takes a buzzard.

Pet. Come, come, you wafp, i'faith, you are too

angry.

Catb. If I be wafpifh, 'beft beware my fling.

Pet. My remedy is then to pluck it out.

Catb. Ah, if the fool could find it, where it lies.

'et. Who knows not, where a wafp dot^i wear his

fting ?

In his tail. !—

•

Catb. In his tongue.

Pet. Whofe tongue ?

Catb. Yours, if you talk of tails ; and fo farewel.

Pet. What, with my tongue in your tail? nay, come
again,

Good Kate
9 I am a gentleman.

Catb. That I'll try. [She ftrikes bim.

Pet. I fwear, I'll cuff you, if you ftrike again.

Catb. So may you lofe your arms.
If you ftrike me, you are no gentleman 5

And if no gentleman, why, then no arms.

Pet. A herald, Kate? oh, put me in thy books.
Catb. What is your creft, a coxcomb ?

Pet. A comblefs cock, fo Kate will be my hen.
Catb. No cock of mine, you crow too like a craven.

Pet. Nay, come, Kate-, come, you muft not look
fo fower.

Catb. It is my fafhion, when I fee a crab.

Pet. Why, here's no crab, and therefore look not
fo fower.

Vol, II. X Catb.
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Cath. There is, there is.

Pet. Then (hew it me.

Cath. Had I a glafs, I would.

Pet. What, you mean my face?

Cath. Well aim'd, of fuch a young one.

Pet. Now, by St. George, I am too young for

you.

Cath. Yet you are wither'd.

Pet. 'Tis with Cares.

Cath. I care not.

Pet. Nay, hear you, Kate ; Infooth, you 'fcape not

fo.

Cath. I chafe you, if I tarry 5 let me go.

Pet. No, not a whit, I find you paffing gentle

:

'Twas told me, you were rough, and coy, and fallen,

And now I find Report a very liar *

For thou art pleafant, gamefome, pafling courteous,

But How in fpeech, yet fweet as fpring-time flowers.

Thou canft not frown, thou can'ft not look afcance,

Nor bite the lip, as angry wenches will,

Nor haft thou pleafure to be crofs in talk:

But thou with mildnefs entertain'ft thy wooers,

With gentle conf 'rence, foft and affable.

Why doth the world report, that Kate doth limp?

Oh fland'rous world! Kate, like the hazle twig,

Is ftrait, and flender 3 and as brown in hue

As hazle nuts, and fweeter than the kernels.

O, let me fee thee walk : thou doft not halt.

Cath. Go, fool, and whom thou keep'ft command.

Pet. Did ever Dian fo become a grove,

As Kate this chamber with her princely gaite?

O, be thou Dian, and let her be Kate,

And then let Kate be chaft, and Dian fportful ! ~

Cath. Where did you ftudy all this goodly fpeech?

Pet. It is extempore, from my mother-wit.

Cath. A witty mother, witlefs elfe her fon.

Pet. Am I not wife?

Cath. Yes 3 Keep you warm.

Pet. Why, fo I mean, fweet Catharine, in thy bed:

And therefore fetting all tins chat afidc,

Thu:
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Thus in plain terms : your father hath confented,

That you fhall be my wife j your dow'ry 'greed on,

And, will you, nill you, I will marry you.

Now, Kate, I am a husband for your turn,

For by this light, whereby I fee thy beauty,

(Thy beauty, that doth make me like thee well 3)

Thou muft be married to no man but me.
For I am he, am born to tame you, Kate -

y

And bring you from a wild cat to a Kate,

Conformable as other houfhold Kates \

Here comes your father, never make denial,

I muft and will have Catharine to my wife.

Enter Baptifta, Gremio, and Tranio.

Bap. Now, Signior Petruchio, how fpeed you with
my daughter?

Pet. How but well, Sir? how but well?

It were impoflible, I fhould fpeed amifs.

Bap. Why, how now, daughter Catharine, in your
dumps?

Pet. Call you me daughter? now, I promife you,

You've (hew'd a tender fatherly regard,

To wifh me wed to one half lunatick;

A madcap ruffian, and a fwearing Jack,

That thinks with oaths to face the matter out.

Pet. Father, 'tis thus ; your felf and all the world,
That talk'd of her, have talk'd amifs of her>

If fhe be curft, it is for policy,

For file's not froward, but modeft as the dove:
She is not hot, but temperate as the morn ;

For patience, fhe will prove a fecond GriJ/eh,

And Roman Lucrece for her chaftity.

And, to conclude, we've 'greed fo well together,

That upon Sunday is the wedding day.

Cath. I'll fee thee hang'd on Sunday fir ft.

Gre. Hark : Petrucblo ! the fays, fhe'll fee thee hang'd
firft.

Tra. Is this your fpeeding ? nay, then, good night,

our part

!

Pet. Be patient, Sirs, I chufe her for my felf *

X 2, If
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If (he and I be pleas'd, what's that to you?
' Tis bargain'd 'twixt us twain, being alone,

That the ihall ftill be curft in company.
I tell you, 'tis incredible to believe

How much the loves me> oh, the landed Kate!——

-

She hung about my neck, and kifs on kifs

She vy'd fo fall, protefting oath on oath,

That in a twink ihe won me to her love.

Oh, you are novices-, 'tis a world to fee,

How tame (when men and women are alone)

A meacock wretch can make the curfteft (brew.

Give me thy hand, Kate, I will unto Venice^

To buy apparel 'gainft the wedding day*
Father, provide the feaft, and bid the guefts*

I will be fure, my Catharine ihall be fine.

Bap. I know not what to fay, but give your hands

;

God fend you joy, Petruchio^ 'tis a match.

Gre. Tra. Amen, fay we -> we will be witneffes.

Pet. Father, and wife, and gentlemen, adieu >

I will to Venice, Sunday comes apace,

"We will have rings and things, and fine array*

And kifs me, Kate, we will be married a Sunday.

[_Ex. Petruchio, and Catharine feverally.

Gre. Was ever match clapt up fo fuddenly ?

Bap. Faith, gentlemen, I play a merchant's part,

And venture madly on a defperate mart.

Tra. '
J was a commodity lay fretting by youj

'Twill bring you gain, or perifh on the feas.

Bap. The gain I feek is quiet in the match.

Gre. No doubt, but he hath got a quiet catch :

But now, Baptifta, to your younger daughter 5

Now is the day we long have looked for:

I am your neighbour, and was fuitor firft.

Tra. And 1 am one, that love Biancha more
Than words can witnefs, or your thoughts can guefs.

Gre. Youngling! thou can ft not love fo dear as 1.

Tra. Grey-beard! thy love doth freeze.

Gre. But thine doth fry.

Skipper, ftand back*, 'tis age, that nourifheth.

Tra. But youth, in ladies eyes that flouriiheth.

Bap
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Bap. Content you, Gentlemen, I will compound
this ftrife

;

*Tis deeds muft win the prize j and he, of Both,

That can aflure my daughter greateft dower,

Shall have Bianca's love.

Say, Signior Gremio, what can you aflure her ?

Gre. Firft, as you know, my houfe within the city

Is richly furnifhed with plate and gold,

Bafons and ewers to lave her dainty hands

:

* -

My hangings all of Syrian tapeftry

;

In ivory coffers I have ftufft my crowns j

In cyprefs chefts my arras, counterpanes,

Coftly apparel, tents and canopies,

Fine linnen, Turkey cufhions bofs'd with pearl;

Valance of Venice gold in needle-work -,

Pewter and brafs, and all things that belong

To houfe, or houfe-keeping : then, at my farm,

I have a hundred milch-kine to the pail,

Sixfcore fat oxen Handing in my flails -,

And all things anfwerable to this portion.

My felf am ftruek in years, I muft confefs,

And if I die to morrow, this is hers 3

If, whilft I live, fhe will be only mine.

Fra. That only came well in.— Sir, lift to me;
I am my father's heir, and only fon >

If I may have your daughter to my wife,

I'll leave her houfes three or four as good,

Within rich Pifa walls, as any one

Old Signior Gremio has in Padua

;

Befides two thoufand ducats by the year

Of fruitful land ; all which {hall be her jointure.

What, have I pinch'd you, Signior Gremio ?

Gre. Two thoufand ducats by the year of land! (14)
My

(14) Gre. Two thoufand Ducats by theyear of Land I

My Land amounts not to fo much in all

:

That fhefhall ha<ve, and ]

Tho' all the Copies concur in this Reading, furely, if We examine the

Keafoning, fomething will be found wrong. Gremio is ftartled at the

high Settlement Tranio propofes ; fays, his whole Eftate in Land can't

match it, yet he'll fettle fo much a Year upon her, &c. This is Mock-
X 3 reafoning,
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My land amounts but to fo much in all

:

That me {hall have, befides an Argofie

That now is lying in Mar'fellies 's road.

What, have I choakt you with an Argofie?

fra. Gremio, 'tis known, my father hath no lefs

Than three great Argofies^ befides two galliafTes,

And twelve tight gallies 5 thefe I will aflure her,

And twice as much, what e'er thou offer'fl: next.

Gre. Nay, I have offer'd all > I have no more;
And fhe can have no more than all I have;

If you like me, fhe mall have me and mine.

%ra. Why, then the maid is mine from all the

world,

By your firm promife; Gremio is out-vied.

Bap. I mult confefs, your offer is the beftj

And let your father make her the afTurance,

She is your own, elfe you muft pardon me:
If you fhould die before him, where's her dower?

Tra. That's but a cavil; he is old, I young.

Gre. And may not young men die, as well as old?

Bap. Well, gentlemen, then I am thus refolv'd

:

On Sunday next, you know,
My daughter Catharine is to be married :

Now on the Sunday following mall Bianca

Be bride to you, if you make this aiTurance ;

If not, to Signior Gremio

:

And fo I take my leave, and thank you both. \Exi$.

Gre. Adieu, good neighbour.— Now I fear thee not:

Sirrah, young gamefter, your father were a fool

To give thee all 5 and in his waining age

Set foot under thy table: tut! a toy !

An old Italian fox is notfo kind, my boy. [_Exit.

xeafoning, or I don't know what to call it. The Change of the nega-

tive Monofy liable in the 2d Line, which Mr. Warburton prefcrib'd,

falves the Abfurdity, and fete the Paflage right. Gremio and Tranto are

vyeing in their Offers to carry Bianca : The latter boldly propofes to

fettle Land to the Amount of 2C00 Ducats per Annum. Ay, fays the

Other ; My whole Ellate in Land amounts but to that Value : yet fhe

frail have That; LI! endow her with the Whole ; and configR a rich

Veilel to and t.bove. Thus all is intelligible, and he goes

on to outbid hu Rival.

Tra,
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Tra. A vengeance on your crafty wither'd hide!

Yet I have fae'd it with a card of ten :

'Tis in my head to do my mailer good :

I fee no reafon, but fuppos'd Lucentio

May get a father, call'd, fuppos'd Vincentio ;

And that's a wonder : fathers commonly
Do get their children $ but in this cafe of wooing,

A child (hall get a fire, if I fail not of my cunning. [_Exit.

. [The Prefenters, above, fpeak here.

Sly. Sim, when will the fool come again ?

Sim. Anon^ my Lord.

Sly. Give's fome more drink here whereas the tap'

fier? here9 Sim, eat fome of thefe things.

Sim. So I do) my Lord.

Sly. Here^ Sim, / drink to thee.

AC T III.

S C EN E, Baptifta'* Houfe.

Enter Lucentio, Hortenfio, and Bianca.

Lucentio.

F
Idler, forbear j you grow too forward, Sir :

Have you fo foon forgot the entertainment

Her fitter Catharine welcom'd you withal?

Hor. [She is a Shrew, but,] Wrangling Pedant,

this is (if)

The

(
! S)

' Wrangling Pedant, this

Thi Patronefs of Heavenly Harmony."]

There can be no Reafon, why Hortenfio mould begin with an HemifHch

;

but much lefs, why Mr. Pope mould have yet curtaii'd this Hemiflicbf,

againft the Authority of all the old Copies, which read ;

But, wrangling Pedant, this is

The Words which I have added to fill the Verfe, being purely by Con-
X 4 jecture,
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The patronefs of heavenly harmony $

Then give me leave to have prerogative >

And when in mufick we have fpent an hour,

Your lecture fhall have leifure for as much.
Luc. Prepofterous afs ! that never read fo far

To know the caufe why mufick was ordain'd

:

Was it not to refrefli the mind of man
After his ftudies, or his ufual pain ?

Then give me leave ro read philofophy,

And, while I paufe, ferve in your harmony.
Hor. Sirrah, I will not bear thefe Braves of thine.

Bian. Why, Gentlemen, you do me double wrong,
To drive for That which refleth in my choice :

I am no breeching fcholar in the fchools \

]il not be tied to hours, nor pointed times,

But learn my lefibns as I pleafe my felf j

And, to cut off all ftrife, here (it we down,
Take you your inflrument, play you the while 3

His lecture will be done, ere you have tun'd.

Hor. You'll leave his lecture, when I am in tune ?

[Hortenfio retires.

Luc. That will be never : tune your inftrument.

Bian. Where left we laft ?

Luc. Here, Madam : Hac ibat Simois^ hie eft Sigefa

Hie fteterat Priami regia celfa fenis.

Bian. Conftrue them.

Luc. Hac ibat, as I told you before, Simois, I am
Lucentio, hie eft, fon unto Vincentio of Pifa y

Sigeia tel-

li's, difguifed thus to get your love, hie fteterat , and

that Lucentio that comes a wooing, Priami, is my man
Tranio> regia^ bearing my port, celfa fenis, that we
might beguile the old Pantaloon.

Hor. Madam, my inftrument's in tune. [Returning.

Bim. Let's hear. O fie, the treble jars.

Luc. Spit in the hole, man, and tune again.

jeclure, and fupplyM by the Senfe that feems required, without any

Traces of a corrupted Reading left, to authorize or found them upon;

I hate for that Reafon inclofed them within Crotchets, to be embraced

or rejected, at every Reader's plcafure.

Bian.



The Taming of the Shrew. 513
Bian. Now let me fee, if I can conftrue it : Hac ibat

SimoiS) I know you not, hie eft Sigeia tellus
y

I truft you
not, hie fteterat Priamu take heed he hear us not, re-

gia, prefume not, celfafenis^ defpair not.

Hor. Madam, 'tis now in tune.

Luc. All but the bafe.

Hor. The bafe is right, 'tis the bafe knave that jars.

How fiery and how froward is our Pedant

!

Now, for my life, that knave doth court my lovej

Pedafcuk) I'll watch you better yet.

Bian. In time I may believe, yet I miftruft. (16*)

Luc. Miftruft it not, for, fure, JEacides

Was Ajax^ call'd fo from his grandfather.

Bian. I mull believe my mailer, elfe I promife you,
I fhould be arguing ftill upon that doubt;
But let it reft. Now, Licio, to you :

Good mailers, take it not unkindly, pray,

That I have been thus pleafant with you both,

Hor. You may go walk, and give me leave a while $

My leflbns make no mufick in three parts.

Luc. Are you fo formal, Sir ? well, I muil wait,

And watch withal > for, but I be deceiv'd,

Our fine mufician groweth amorous.

Hor. Madam, before you touch the inftrument,

To learn the order of my fingering,

I muft begin with rudiments of art}

To teach you Gamut in a briefer fort,

More pleafant, pithy, and effectual,

Than hath been taught by any of my trade

;

And there it is in writing fairly drawn.

Bian. Why, I am pall my Gamut long ago.

Hor. Yet read the Gamut of Hortenfio.

Bian. [reading."^ Gamut I am, the ground of all accord

(16) In time I may helieve, yet I miftruft.'] This and the 7 Verfes,

that follow, have in all the Editions been ftupidly fhufflled and mifplac'd

to wrong Speakers : fo that every Word faid was glaringly out of Cha-
racter. I firil directed the true Regulation of them in ray Shake-
s p e a r e reftord, and Mr. Pope hasfmce embraced it in his laff Edi-
tion. I ought to take notice, the ingenious Dr. 'Thirlby, without feeing

my Book, had ftruck out the felf-fame Regulation.

Art)
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Are^ to plead Hortenfio's paflion -

y

B mi^ Bianca% take him for thy lord,

Cfaut, that loves with all affe&ion
}D fol re, one cliff, but two notes have I.

Elami^ fhow pity, or I die.

Call you this Gamut ? tut, I like it not}

Old fafhions pleafe mebeft; I'm not fo nice (17)
To change true rules for odd inventions.

Enter a Servant,

Serv. Miftrefs, your father prays you leave your
books,

And help to drefs your filler's chamber up

;

You know, to morrow is the wedding-day.

Bian. Farewel, fweet matters, both* I muft be gone.

[Exiff

Luc. Faith, miftrefs, then I have no caufe to (lay.

[_Exit*

Hor. But I have caufe to pry into this pedant $

Methinks, he looks as tho' he were in love

:

Yet if thy thoughts, Bianca, be fo humble,

To caft thy wandring eyes on every Stale 5

Seize thee, who lift* if once I find thee ranging,

Hortenfio will be cfuit with thee by changing. \Exit.

Enter Baptifta, Gremio, Tranio, Catharina., Lu-
centio, Bianca, and attendants.

Bap- Signior Lucentio^ this is the 'pointed day

That Catherine and Petruchio mould be married;

And yet we hear not of our fon-in-law.

What will be faid ? what mockery will it be,

(17) Old Fajhions pleafe me beji : Tm not fo nice

To change true Rules for new Inventions.]

This is Senfe and the Meaning of the Paflage ; but the Reading of the

Second Verfe, for all that, is fophilticated. The genuine Copies all con-

cur in Reading,

To change true Rulesfor old Inventions.

This, indeed, is contrary to the very Thing it fi'ould exprefs : But the

eafy Alteration, which I have made, reilores the Senfe, but adds a

Contrail in the Terms perfectly juft. True Rules are oppo/d to odd

inventions ; i. e. Whimfics.

To
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To want the Bridegroom, when the Prieft attends

To fpeak the ceremonial rites of marriage ?

What fays Lucentio to this fhame of ours ?

Cath. No fhame, but mine 5 I muft, forfooth, be
forc'd

To give my hand oppos'd againft my heart,

Unto a mad-brain Rudesby, full of fpleen •,

Who woo'd in hafte, and means to wed at leifure.

I told you, I, he was a frantick fool,

Hiding his bitter jefts in blunt behaviour:

And to be noted tor a merry man,
He'll woo a thoufand, 'point the day of marriage,

Make friends, invite, yes, and proclaim the banes $

Yet never means to wed, where he hath woo'd.

Now muft the world point at poor Catharine^

And fay, lo ! there is mad Petruchio's wife,

If it would pleafe him come and marry her.

'Tra. Patience, good Catharine, and Baptijia too $

Upon my life, Petruchio means but well $

What ever fortune flays him from his word.

Tho' he be blunt, I know him paffing wife 5

Tho' he be merry, yet withal he's honeft.

Cath. Would Catharine had never feen him tho'

!

\_Exit weepings

Bap. Go, girl j I cannot blame thee now to weep $

For fuch an injury would vex a Saint,

Much more a Shrew of thy impatient humour.

Enter Biondello.

Bion. Matter, Mafter > old news, and fuch news as

you never heard of.

Bap. Is it new and old too ? how may that be ?

Bion. Why, is it not news to hear of Petruchio's

coming ?

Bap. Is he come?
Bion. Why, no, Sir.

Bap. What then?
Bion.- He is coming.
Bap. When will he be here ?

Bion.
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Bion. When he ftands where I am, and fees you

there.

Tra. But, fay, what to thine old news ?

Bion. Why, Petruchio is coming in a new hat and
an old jerkin j a pair of old breeches thrice turn'd ; a

pair of boots that have been candle-cafes, one buckled,

another lae'd 5 an old rufty fword ta'en out of the

town-armory, with a broken hilt, and chapelefs, with

two broken points j his horfe hip'd with an old mothy
faddle, the ftirrups of no kindred ; befides, poffefl: with

the glanders, and like to mofe in the chine, troubled

with the lampaffe, infected with the fafhions, full of

windgalls, fped with fpavins, raied with the yellows,

paft cure of the fives, ftark fpoiled with the flaggers,

begnawn with the bots, waid in the back and fhoulder-

fhotten, neaMegg'd before, and with a half-checkt bit,

and a headftall of fheep's leather, which being reftrain'd,

to keep him from Humbling, hath been often burft,

and now repair'd with knots 5 one girt fix times piee'd,

and a woman's crupper of velure, which hath two let-,

ters for her name, fairly fet down in ftuds, and here

and there piee'd with packthread.

Bap. Who comes with him?
Bion, Oh, Sir, his lackey, for all the world capari-

fon'd like the horfe, with a linnen flock on one leg, and

fc kerfey boot-hofe on the other, garter'd with a red

and blue lift, an old hat, and the humour of forty

fancies prickt up in't for a feather : a monfter, a very

monfter in apparel, and not like a chriftian footboy,

or a gentleman's lackey.

Ira. 'Tis fome odd humour pricks him to this

fafhion \

Yet oftentimes he goes but mean apparell'd.

Bap. I am glad he's come, howfoever he comes,

Bion. Why, Sir, he comes not.

Bap. Didft thou not fay, he comes?
Bion. Who? that Petruchio came?
Bap. Ay, that Petruchio came.
Bion. No, Sir 5 I fay, his horfe comes with him on

his back. Bap.
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Bap. Why, that's all one.

Bion. Nay, by St. Jamy9 I hold you a penny,

A horfe and a man is more than one, and yet not many.

Enter Petruchio and Grumio fantaftically habited.

Pet. Come, where be thefe gallants ? who is at

home ?

Bap. You're welcome, Sir.

Pet. And yet I come not well.

Bap. And yet you halt not.

T'ra. Not fo well 'parelPd, as I wifli you were.

Pet. Were it better, I mould rufh in thus.

But where is Kate ? where is my lovely bride ?

How does my Father ? Gentles, methinks, you frown :

And wherefore gaze this goodly company,
As if they faw fome wondrous monument,
Some comet, or unufual prodigy ?

Bap. Why, Sir, you know, this is your wedding-day

:

Firft, were we fadf fearing you would not come

;

Now fadder, that you come fo unprovided.

Fie, doff this habit, fhame to your eftate,

An eye-fore to our folemn feftival.

Tra. And tell us what occafion of import
Hath all fo long detain'd you from your wife,

And fent you hither fo unlike your lelf ?

Pet. Tedious it were to tell, and harfh to hear :
f

Sufficeth, I am come to keep my word,
Tho' in fome part enforced to digrefs,

Which at more leifure I will fo excufe,

As you mail well be fatisfied withal.

But, where is Kate ? I Hay too long from her $

The morning wears 5 'tis time, we were at church.
Tra. See not your Bride in thefe unreverent robes j

Go to my chamber, put on cloaths of mine.

Pet. Not I j believe me, thus I'll vifit hier.

Bap. But thus, I truft, you will not marry her.

Pet. Good footh, even thus 5 therefore ha' done with
words

;

To me fhe's married, not unto my cloaths

:

Could I repair what fhe will wear in me,
As
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As I could change thefe poor accoutrements,

'Twere well for Kate, and better for my felf.

But what a fool am I to chat with you,

When I fhould bid good morrow to my Bride,

And feal the title with a lovely kifs ? [Exit.
Tra. He hath fome meaning in his mad attire:

We will perfuade him, be it poffible,

To put on better ere he go to church*

Bap. I'll after him, and fee the event of this. [Exit.
Tra. But, Sir, our love concerneth us to add

Her Father's liking j which to bring to pals,

As I before imparted to your Worfhip,
I am to get a man, (whate'er he be,

It skills not much j we'll fit him to our turn 5)

And he fhall be Vincentio of Pifa,

And make afluranee here in Padua
Of greater fums than I have promifed :

So fhall you quietly enjoy your hope,

And marry fweet Bianca with confent.

Luc. Were it not, that my fellow fchool-mafter

Doth watch Bianca's fteps fo narrowly,

'Twere good, methinks, to fteal our marriage 5

Which once perform'd, let all the world fay, no,

I'll keep my own, defpight of all the world.

Tra. That by degrees we mean to look into,

And watch our vantage in this bufinefs :

We'll over-reach the gray-beard Gremio,

The narrow-prying Father Minola,

The quaint mufician amorous Lick j

All for my mailer's fake, Lucentio.

Enter Gremio.

Now, Signior Gremio, came you from the church?
Gre. As willingly as e'er I came from fchool.

Tra. And is the Bride and Bridegroom coming home?
Gre. A Bridegroom, fay you? 'tis a groom, indeed,

A grumbling groom, and that the girl fhall find.

Tra. Curlier than the? why, 'tis impoffible.

Gre. Why, he's a devil, a devil, a very fiend.

Tra. Why, ilie's a devil, a devil, the devil's dam.
Gre.
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Gre. Tut, Are's a lamb, a dove, a fool to him

:

I'll tell you, Sir*Lucentio 5 when the Prieft

Should ask, if Catharine fhould be his wife ?

Ay, by gogs-woons, quoth he ; and fwore fo loud,

That, all-amaz'd, the Prieft let fall the book j

And as he ftoop'd again to take it up,

This mad-brain'd Bridegroom took him fuch a cuff,

That down fell prieft and book, and book and prieft.

Now take them up, quoth he, if any lift.

I'm. What faid the wench, when he rofe up again?

Gre. Trembled and fhook 5 for why, he ftamp'd and
fwore,

As if the Vicar meant to cozen hitri.

But after many ceremonies done,

He calls for wine : a health, quoth he 5 as if

H'ad been aboard carowfing to his Mates
After a ftorm 5 quafft off the mufcadel,

And threw the fops all in the fexton's face j

Having no other caufe, but that his beard

Grew thin and hungerly, and feem'd to ask

His fops as he was drinking. This done, he took
The Bride about the neck, and kift her lips

With fuch a clamorous fmack, that at the parting

All the church echo'd ; and I feeing this,

Came thence for very fhame j and after me,
I know, the rout is coming : Such a mad marriage

Ne'er was before. **-* Hark, hark, I hear the minftrels.

[Mufick plays.

Enter Petruchio, Catharina, Bianca, Hortenfio,

and Baptifta.

Pet. Gentlemen and friends, I thank you for your
pains :

I know, you think to dine with me to day,

And have prepar'd great ftore of wedding cheer

;

But fo it is, my hafte doth call me hence

;

And therefore here I mean to take my leave.

Bap. Is't poffible, you will away to night ?

Pet. I muft away to day, before night come.
Make it no wonder 3 if you knew my bufinefs,

You
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You would entreat me rather go than ftay*

And, honeft Company, I thank you all,

That have beheld me give away my felf

To this moft patient, fweet and virtuous wife.

Dine with my father, drink a health to me,
For I muft hence, and farewel to you all.

Tra. Let us intreat you flay 'till after dinner.

Pet. It may not be.

Gre. Let me intreat you.

Pet. It cannot be.

Cath. Let me intreat you.

Pet. I am content

Cath. Are you content to ftay ?

Pet. I am content, you fhall intreat me, ftay)

But yet not ftay, intreat me how you can.

Cath. Now, if you love me, ftay.

Pet. Grumioj my horfes.

Gru. Ay, Sir, they be ready : the oats have eaten

the horfes.

Cath. Nay, then,

Do what thou canft, I will not go to day $

No, nor to morrow, nor 'till I pleafe my felf:

The door is open, Sir, there lyes your way,
You may be jogging, while your boots are green;
For me, I'll not go, 'till I pleafe my felf:

'Tis like, you'll prove a jolly furly groom,
That take it on you at the firft fo roundly.

Pet. O, Kate, content thee> pr'ythee, be not angry.

Cath. I will be angry ; what haft thou to do ?

Father, be quiet ; he fhall ftay my leifure.

Gre. Ay, marry, Sir 5 now it begins to work.
Cath. Gentlemen, forward to the bridal-dinner.

I fee, a woman may be made a fool,

If me had not a fpirit to refill:.

Pet. They fhall go forward, Kate, at thy command.
Obey the Bride, you that attend on her :

Go to the feaft, revel and domineer j

Carowfe full meafure to her maiden- head j

Be mad and merry, or go hang your felvesj

But for my bonny Kate, fhe muft with me.
Nay,
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Nay, look not big, nor flamp, nor flare, nor fret,

I will be mafter of what is mine own $

She is my goods, my chattels, fhe is my houfe,

My houfhold fluff, my field, my barn,

My horfe, my ox, my afs, ;my any thing}

And here fhe ftands, touch her who ever dare.

I'll bring my action on the proudeft he,

That flops my way in Padua : Grumio^

Draw forth thy weapon $ we're befet with thieves 5

Refcue thy miflrefs, if thou be a man

:

Fear not, fweet wench, they fhall not touch thee, Kate-,

I'll buckler thee againfl a million.

[Exeunt Pet. and Cath.
Bap. Nay, let them go, a couple of quiet ones.

Gre. Went they not quickly, I fhould die with
laughing.

Tra. Of all mad matches, never was the like.

Luc. Miflrefs, what's your opinion of your Sifter?

Bian. That, being mad her felf, fhe's madly mated.

Gre. I warrant him, Petruchio is Kated.

Bap. Neighbours and Friends, tho' Bride and Bride-

groom want
For to fupply the places at the table ;

You know, there wants no junkets at the feafl

:

Lucent™, you fupply the Bridegroom's place >

And let Blanca take her Sifter's room.
Tra. Shall fweet Bianca praclrife how to bride it?

Bap. She fhall, Lucentio : Gentlemen, let's go.

[Exeunt.

Vol. II Y ACT
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A C T IV.

S C EN E, Pctrachio^ Country Hwfe*

Enter Grumio.

K Xf U I 0.

Ft E, fie on all tired jades, and all mad matter*,

and all foul ways ! was ever man (o beaten ? was

ever man fo raide? was ever man ib weary? I

fc&i fent before, to make a fire $ and they are coming
after, to warm them : now were I not a little pot, and

foon hot, my very Hps might freeze to my teeth, my
tongue to the roof of my mouth, my heart in my hef-

ty, ere I Chould come by a fire to thaw me j- -but I with

blowing the fire fliall warm my felf ; for co<nfidering

the weather, a taller man than I will take cold : holla,

hoa, Curtis !

Enter Curtis.

Curt. Who is it that calls fo cokHy?
Gru. A piece of ice. If thou dombt it, thou xnay'A

Aide from my fhoulder to my heel, with no greater a

run but my head and my week. A fire, good Curtis.

Curt. Is my ma&er and his wife comittg, Grvmid ?

Gru. Oh, ay, Curtis^ ay^ and therefore fire, fire$

caft on no water.

Curt. Is fhe fo hot a Shrew, as file's reported?

Gru. She was, good Curtis^ before this froft j but

thou know'ft, winter tames man, woman and beaft*

for it hath tam'd my old mailer, and my new miftrefs,

and my fclf, fellow Curtis.

Curt. Away, you three-inch'd fool> I am no beaft.

Gru. (18) Am I but three inches? why, my horn is

a foot, and fo long am I at the leaft. But wilt thou

make

(i H) /m I hut three Inches ? <wbv, thy Horn is a foot, and fo long am

Jut -the ieaji] Thu is laid by Grumio to Curtis. But, tho' ;dl the Co-

pics
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make a fire, or fhall I complain on thee to our mif-

trefs, whofe hand, fhe being now at hand, thou fhalt

foon feel to thy cold comfort, for being flow in thy
jiot office.

Curt. I pr'ythee, good Grumio, tell me, how goes

the world ?

Gru. A cold world, Curtis, in every office but thine j

and therefore fire : do thy duty, and have thy duty $

for my matter and miftrefs are almoft frozen to death.

Curt. There's fire ready 5 and therefore, good Gru-
mio, the news.

Gru. Why, Jack boy, ho boy, and as much news
as thou wilt.

Curt. Come, you are fo full of co.nycatc.hing.

Gru. Why, therefore, fire > for I have caught ex-
tream cold. Where's the cook? is fupper ready, the

houfe trimm'd, rufhes ftrew'd, cobwebs fwept, the

fervmgtnen in their new futtian, their white ftockings,

and every officer his wedding garment on ? be the

Jacks fair within, the Jills fair without, carpets laid,

and every thing in order ?

Curt. AH ready : and therefore, I pray thee, what
news ?

Gru. Firft, know, my horfe is tired, my matter and
miftrefs fall'n out.

Curt. How?
Gru. Out of their faddles into the dirt; and thereby

hangs a tale.

Curt. Let's ha't, good Grumip.
Gru. Lend thine ear.

Curt. Here.
Gru. There. [Strikes him.

Curt. This is to feel a tale, not to hear a tate.

Gru. And therefore 'tis call'd a fenfible tale : and
this cuff was but to knock at your ear, and befeech
liftning. Now I begin : imprimis, we came down a
foul hill, my matter riding behind my miftrefs.

pies agree in the Reading, what Horn had Curtis t But Grumio rides
Poft before his Mafrer, and blows his Horn to give notice of his own
coining home, and his Matter's Approach,

Y 2. Curt.
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Curt. Both on one horfe?

Gru. What's that to thee ?

Curt. Why, a horfe.

Gru. Tell thou the tale. — But hadft thou not

croft me, thou fhould'ft have heard how her horfe fell,

and fhe under her horfe: thou fhould'ft have heard in

how miry a place, how fhe was bemoil'd, how he left

her with the horfe upon her, how he beat me becaufc

her horfe (tumbled, how fhe waded through the dirt

to pluck him off me 5 how he fwore, how fhe pray'd

that never pray'd before 5 how I cry'd, how the horfes

ran away 5 how her bridle was burft, how I loft my
crupper 5 with many things of worthy memory, which

now fhall die in oblivion, and thou return unexperienc'd

to thy grave.

Curt. By this reckoning he is more fhrew than fhe.

Gru. Ay, and that thou and the proudeft of you all

fhall find, when he comes home. But what talk I of

this ? call forth Nathaniel, Jofeph, Nicholas, Philips

Walter, Sugerfop, and the reft : let their heads be fleek-

ly comb'd, their blue coats brufh'd, and their garters

of an indifferent knit 5 let them curt'fie with their left

legs, and not prefume to touch a hair of my mafter's

horfe tail, 'till they kifs their hands. Are they all

ready ?

Curt. They are.

Gru. Call them forth.

Curt. Do you hear, ho ? you muft meet my mafter

to countenance my miftrefs.

Gru. Why, fhe hath a face of her own.
Curt. Who knows not that ?

Gru. Thou, it feems, that call'ft for company to

countenance her.

Curt. I call them forth to credit her.

Enter four or five Serving-men.

Gru. Why, flic comes to borrow nothing of them.

Nat. Welcome home, Grumio.

Phil. How now, Grumio?

Jof. What, Grumio/
•

- Nich.
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Nich. Fellow Grumiof

Nath. How now, old lad.

Gru, Welcome, you j how now, you; what, you*
fellow, you; and thus much for greeting. Now, my
fpruce companions, is all ready, and all things neat ?

Nat. All things are ready 3 how near is our maftef?

Gru. E'en at hand, alighted by this 5 and therefore

be not-—=—-cock's paffion, filerice! *I hear my
mafter.

Enter Petruchio and Kate.

Pet. Where be thefe knaves? what, no man at door

to' hold my ftirrup, nor to take my horfe? where is

Nathaniel? Gregory , Philip ?

All Serv. Here, here, Sir ; here, Sir.

Pet. Here, Sir, here, Sir, here, Sir, here, Sir?

You loggerheaded and unpolifh'd grooms

:

What ? no attendance ? no regard ? no duty ?

Where is the foolifh knave I fent before ?

Gru. Here, Sir, as foolifh as I was before.

Pet. You peafant fwain, you whorefon, malt-horfe

drudge,

Did not I bid thee meet me in the park,

And bring along thefe rafcal knaves with thee ?

Gru. Nathaniel's coat, Sir, was not fully made

:

And Gabriel's pumps were ail unpink'd i' th' heel

:

There was no link to colour Peter's hat,

And Walter's dagger was not come from (heathing

:

There were none fine, but Adam, Ralph, and Gregory',

The reft were ragged, old and beggarly,

Yet as they are, here are they come to meet you.

Pet. Go, rafcals, go, and fetch my fupper in.

[Exeunt Servants,

Where is the life that Ute I led ? [Singing.

Where are thofe nt down, Kate,

And welcome. Soud, foud, foud, foud.

Enter Servants with Supper.

Why, when, I fay? nay, good fweet Kate, be merry.
Off with my boors, you rogue : you villains, when?

Y 5 It
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As he forth walked on his way.

Out, out, you rogue! you piuck my. foot awry.

Take that, and mind the plucking off the other.

[Strikes him.

Be merry, Kate : fome water here j what hoa

!

Enter one with water,

Where's my fpaniel Troilus? firrah, get you hence,

And bid my coufln Ferdinand come hither :

One, Kite* that you muft kifs, and be acquainted with*

Where are my flippers ? fhall I have fbme water ?

Come, Kate, and wafh, and welcome heartily :

You whorefon villain, will you let it fall ?

Cath. Patience, I pray you, 'twas ,a fault unwilling.

Pet. A whorefon, beatle- headed, ftap-ear'd knave

:

Come, Kate, fit down $ I know, you have a ftomacfy.

Will you give thanks, fweet Kate
r
or elfe fhall I?

What's this, mutton?
I Ser. Yes.

Pet. Who brought it ?

Ser. I.

Pet. 'Tis burnt, and fo is all the meat:
1

What dogs are thefe? where is the rafcal cook?
How durft you, villains, bring it from the drefTer,

And ferve it thus to me that love it not?

There, take it to you, trenchers, cups and all:

tThrows the meat, &c. about the ftage*

You headlefs jolt-heads, and unmanner'd flaves

!

What, do you grumble? I'll be with you ftraight.

Cath. I pray you, husband, be not fo difquiet j

The meat was well, if you were fo contented.

Pet. I tell thee, Kate, 'twas burnt and dry'd away,
And I exprefly am forbid to touch it:

For it engenders choler, jplanteth anger $

And better 'twere, that Both of us did iftft,

Since, of our fclves, our felves are cholerick.

Than feed it with fuch over-roafted flefri :

Be patient, for to monow't ihall be mended,
And
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And for this night we'll faft for company.
Come, I will bring thee to thy bridal chamber. [Exe.

Enter Servants federally.

Natb. Peterj didft ever fee the like ?

Peter. He kills her in her own humour.
Gru. Wh^re is he ?

Enter Curtis, a Servant.

Curt. In her chamber, making a fermoa of conti-

neney to her,

And rails and (wears, and rates 5 that (he, poor foul,

Knows not which way to (land, to look, to fpeak,

And fits as one ftew-rifen froni a dream.
Away, away, for he is coming hither. [Exeunt.

Enter Petruchio.

Pet. Thus have 1 politickly begun my reign,

And 'tis my hope to end fuccefsfully :

My faulcon now is (harp, and paffing empty,
And till (he ftoop, (he muft not be full-gorg'd,

For then (he never looks upon her lure.

Another way I have to man my haggard,

To make her come, and know her keeper's Call

.

That is, to watch her, as we watch thefe kites,

That bait and beat, and will not be obedient.

She eat no meat to day, nor none (hall eat.

Lad night (he flept not, nor to night (hall not:

As with the meat, fome undeferved fault

I'll find about the making of the bed.

And here I'll fling the pillow, there the bolder,

This way the coverlet, that way the (heets i

Ay; and,anjid this hurly, I'll pretend,

That all is done in reverend care of her,

And in conclufion, (he (hall watch all night:

And if (he chance to nod, I'll rail and brawl,
And with the clamour keep her (till awake.
This is a way to kill a wife with kindnefs -, ?

And thus I'll curb her mad and headftrong humour.
He that knows better how to tame a Shrew,
N*w let him fpeak, 'tis charity to (hew. [Exit.

Y4 SCENE
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SCEN E, before BaptiftaV Houfe.

Enter Tranio and Hortenfio.

IS't poffible, friend Lido* that Bianca (ip)

Doth fancy any other but Lucentio ?

I tell you, Sir, fhe bears me fair in hand.

Hor. To fatisfy you, Sir, in what I faid,

Stand by, and mark the manner of his teaching.

{They ftand by%

Enter Bianca and Lucentio.

Luc. Now, miftrefs, profit you in what you read ?

Blan. What, mafter, read you? firft, refolve me that.

Luc. I read That I profefs, the art of love.

Bian.- And may you prove, Sir, mafter of your art!

Luc, While you, fweet dear, prove miftrefs of my
heart. [They retire backward.

Hor. Quick proceeders! marry! now, tell me, I

pray, you that durft fwear that your miftrefs Bianco^

lov'd none in the world fo well as Lucentio,

(19) hit poffible, friend lAcio, &c] This Scene Mr. Pope, upon what

Authority I can't pretend to guefs, has in his Editions made the Firft

of the Fifth A&. : in doing which, he has fhewn the very Power and

Force of Criticifm. The Confequence of this judicious Regulation is,

that two unpardonable Abfurdities are hVd upon the Author, which he

ccald not poilibly have committed. For, in the firft place, by this

muffling the Scenes out of their true Pofition, we find Hortenfio, in

the fourth Ad, already gone from Baptijlas to Petruchws Country-

houfe ; and afterwards in the Beginning of the fifth Aft we find him
frft forming the Refolution of quitting Bianca-, and Tranio imme-
diately informs Us, he is gone to the Taming-Scbocl to Petruchio. There
is a Figure, indeed, in Rhetorick, cali'd, vre&v T^Crepov : But this

is an Abufeof it, which the Rhetoricians will never adopt upon Mr.
Pope's Authority. Again, by this Mifplacing, the Pedant makes his

trft Entrance, and quits the Stage with Tranio in order to go and drefs

h mfelf like Vincentio, whom he was to perfonate : but his Second En~
tf.-rce is upon the very Heels of his Exit\ and without any Interval

of an Act, or one Word intervening, he comes out again equipped like

Vincevtio. If fuch a Critick be fit to publifh a Stage-Writer, I fhall

T.)t envy Mr. Popes Admirers, if they mould think fit to applaud his

Sagacity. I have replac'd the Scenes in that Order, in which I foun,d

them in the Old Uooks.

• ' tra.
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Tra. O defpightful love, unconftant womankind!

I tell thee, Licio9 this is wonderful.

Hor. Miftake no more, I am not Licto,

Nor a mufician, as I feem to be j

But one that fcorn to live in this difguife,

For fuch a One as leaves a gentleman,

And makes a God of fuch a cullion 5

Know, Sir, that I am call'd Hortenfio.

Tra. Signior Hortenfio^ I have often heard

Of your entire affe&ion to Bianca 5

And fince mine eyes are witnefs of her lightneft,

I will with you, if you be fo contented,

Forfwear Bianca and her love for ever,

Hor. See, how they kifs and court! — Signior

LucentiO)

Here is my hand, and here I firmly vow
Never to woo her more 5 but do forfwear her,

As one unworthy all the former favours,

That 1 have fondly flatter'd her withal.

Tra. And here I take the like unfeigned oath, -

Never to marry her, tho' (he intreat.

Fie on her! fee, how beaftly {he doth court him.

Hor. Would all the world, but he, had quite forfworn
her!

For me, that I may furely keep mine oath,

I will be married to a wealthy widow,
Ere three days pafs, which has as long lov'd me,
As I have lov'd this proud difdainful haggard.
And fo farewel, Signior Lucentio.

Kindnefs in women, not their beauteous looks,

Shall win my love : and fo I take my leave,

In refolution as I fwore before. [Exit. Hor.
Tra. Miftrefs Bianca^ blefs you with fuch grace,

As longeth to a lover's bjefled cafe:

Nay, I have ta'en you napping, gentle Love,
And have forfworn you with Hortenfio.

£Lucentio and Bianca come forward.

Bian. Tranhj you jeft : but have you both for-

fworn me ?

Tra. Miftrefs, we have.

Luc
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Luc. Then we are rid of Lick.

7ra. Ffaith, he'll have a lufty widow now*
That (hall be woo'd and wedded in a dajr.

Bian. God give him joy

!

Itra. Ay, and he'll tame her.

Bian. He fays fo, Cranio.

Itra. 'Faith, he^s gone unto tlie taming fchool.

Bian. The taming fchool ? what, is there fuch %
place ?

7ra. Ay, miftrefs, and Petruchio is the mailer j

That teacheth tricks eleven and twenty long,

To tame a Shrew, and charm her chattering tongue.

Enter Biondello, running.

Bton. Oh mafter, matter, I have watch'd fo long,

That I'm dog-weary 5 but at laft I fpied (to)

An ancient Engle, going down the hill,

Will ferve the turn.

fra. What is he, Biondello?

Bton. Mafter, a mercantant, or ejfe a pedant j

( 20)
,.

,

but at laft 1fpied
An ancient Angel going dovsn the Hill,

Willferve the turn.]

Tho" all the printed Copies agree in this Reading, I am confident, that

Shakefpeare intended no Profanation here; nor indeed any Compli-
ment to this old Man who was to be impos'd upon, and made a Pro-
perty of. The Word I have reftor'd, certainly retrieves the Author's
Meaning : and means, either in its firft Signification, a Bardafh ; (for

the Word is of Spanifh Extraction, Ingle, which is equivalent to inguen

of the Latines;) or, in its metaphorical Scnfe, a Gull, a Cully, one
fit to be made a Tool of. And in both Senfes it is frequently us'd by
JB. Jonfen.
CynthiaV Revels.

_ andfweatfor every venial Trejpafe ive commitl

, asfeme Anther
would, ifhe hadfuch fine Engles as vue.

7he Cafe is alter'd ; (a Comedy not printed among B. Jonfons Works)
What, Signior Antonio Balladino ! welcome,fwert Engle.

Poetafter.

What, fhall I have my Son a Stager nonv ? an EngleySr Players ?

And he likewife ufes it, as a Verb, in the fame Play, iignifying to be-

guile, defraud.

1 11 prefently go, and engle feme Brokerfir a Poefs Goivn, amtbrfttak
2 Garland.

1
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I I know not what j but formal iff apparel} (2iJ

fn gate and countenance furly like a rathe*.

Luc. And what of him, Trank ?

Tra. If he be credulous, and truft my tale,

I'll make him glad to feem Fifteenth)

\
And give him aflurahce to Bdptiftd MinoU*
As if he were the right Fincentio:

Take in your loVfcf and then let me alone.

[Ex. Luc. and BiaQ,

Enter a Pedant,

Ped. God fave you, Sir.

Tra. And you, Sir 5 you are welcome :

Travel you far on, or are you at the fartheft ?

Ped. Sir, at the fartheft for a week or two;
But then up farther, and as far as Rome\
And fo to Tripoly^ if Qod lend me life.

Tra. What countryman, I pray ?

Ped. Of Mantua.
Tra. Of Mantua^ Sir? God forbid!

And come to Padua, carelefs of your Life?

Ped. My life, Sir ! how, I pray ? for that goes hard,

Tra. 'Tis death for any one in Mantua
To come to Padua 5 know you not the caijfe?

Your {hips are ftaid at Venice^ and the Duke
(For private quarrel 'twixt your Duke and him,)

Hath publifh'd and proclaim'd it openly

:

'Tis marvel, but that you're but newly come,
You might have heard it elfe proclaim'd about.

Ped. Alas, Sir 5 it is worfe for me than fo
$

For I have bills for mony by exchange
From Florence^ and muft here deliver them.

Tra. Well, Sir, to do you courtefie.

This will I do, and this will 1 advife you 3

(21) butformalin Apparel \

In Gate and Countenance furely like a Father .]

I have made bold to read, furly ; andfurely> I believe, I am right in

<doing fo. Our Poet always represents his Pedants, imperious and ma-
terial. Befides, Tranio't Directions to the Pedant for 4iis Behaviour

vouch for my Emendation.
*Tis well; and holdyour own in any Cafe,

Withfucb Aufterity as longeth to a father.

Fir*,
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Firft, tell me, hare you ever been at Pifa ?

Ped. Ay, Sir, in Pifa have I often been*

Pifa renowned for grave citizens.

Tra. Among them know you one Vincentio?

Ped. I know him not, but I have heard of him 3

A merchant of incomparable wealth.

Itra. He is my father, Sir 5 and, footh to fay,

In count'nance fomewhat doth refemble you.

Bion. As much as an apple doth an oyfter, and all

one. [Afide.
*fra. To fave your life in this extremity,

This favour will I do you for his fake

;

And think it not the worft of all your fortunes,

That you are like to Sir Vincentio

:

His name and credit {hall you undertake,

And in my houfe you fhall be friendly lodg'd :

Look, that you take upon You as you ihould.

You underftand me, Sir : fo (hall you ftay

'Till you have done your bufinefs in the city.

If this be court'fie, Sir, accept of it.

Ped. Oh, Sir, I do j and will repute you ever

The Patron of my life and liberty.

Tra. Then go with me to make the matter good:
This by the way I let you underftand,

My father is here look'd for every day,

To pafs afTurance of a dowre in marriage

'Twixt me and one Baptifta's daughter here

:

In all thefe Circumftances I'll inftru6fc you:
Go with Me, Sir, to cloath you as becomes you.

[Exeunt.

Enter Catharina and Grumio.

Gru. No, no, forfooth, I dare not for my life.

Cath. The more my wrong, the more his fpite ap-

pears :

What, did he marry me to famifh me?
Beggars, that come unto my father's door,
Upon intreaty, have a prefent alms j

If not, elfewhere they meet with charity;

But I, who never knew how to intreat,

Nor
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Nor never needed that I fliould intreat,

Am ftarv'd for meat, giddy for lack of fleep j

With oaths kept waking, and with brawling fed

;

And that, which fpights me more than all thefe wants,

He does it under name of perfect love :

As who would fay, if I mould fleep or eat

'Twere deadly ficknefs, or elfe prefent death :

I pr'ythee go, and get me fome repaft ;

I care not what, fo it be wholefome food.

Gru. What fay you to a neat's foot?

Cath.
a
Tis paffing good ; I pr'ythee, let me have it.

Gru. I fear, it is too flegmatick a meal :

How fay you to a fat tripe finely broil'd ?

Cath. I like it well $ good Grumio> fetch it me.
Gru. I cannot tellj— I fear, it's cholerick:

What fay you to a piece of beef and muftard ?

Cath. A dim, that I do love to feed upon.
Gru. Ay, but the muftard is too hot a little.

Cath. Why, then the beef, and let the muftard reft.

Gru. Nay, then I will not j you fhall have the muf-
tard,

Or elfe you get no beef of Grumio.

Cath. Then both, or one, or any thing thou wilt.

Gru. Why, then the muftard without the beef.

Cath. Go, get thee gone, thou falfe deluding flave,

[beats him.

That feed' ft me with the very name of meat :

Sorrow on thee, and all the pack of you,
That triumph thus upon my mifery !

Go, get thee gone, I fay.

Enter Petruchio and Hortenfio, with meat.

Pet. How fares my Kate ? what Sweeting, all amort ?

Hor. Miftrefs, what cheer?

Cath. 'Faith, as cold as can be.

Pet. Pluck up thy fpiritsj look cheerfully upon me 5

Here, love, thou feeft how diligent I am,
To drefs thy meat my felf, and bring it thee :

I'm fure, fweet Kate, this kindnefs merits thanks.

What, not a word? nay then, thou lov'ft it not:
And
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H

r e w.

And all my pains is forted t$ no proof.

Hexe take away the djfh.

Qatk. I pray you, let it Hand.
Pet. The pooreft fervice is repaid with thanks,

And fo fhall mine, before you touch the meat.

Cath. I thank you, Sir.

Hor. Signior Petruchio, fie, you arc to blame

:

Come, miitrefs Kate, I'll bear you company.

Pet. Eat it up all, Hortenfto^ if thou loveft me ;
y—*-

^Afiie.

Much good do it unto thy gentle heart *

Kate, eat apace. And now, my honey-Jove^

Will we return unto thy father's houfe,

And revel it as bravely as the beft,

With filken coats, and caps, and golden rings,

With ruffs, and cuffs, and fardingals, and things:

With fcarfs, and fans, and double change of brav'ry,

With amber bracelets, beads, and all this knavery.

What, haft thou din'd; the taylor ftays thy lei&re,

To deck thy body with his ruftling treafure.

M»Ur Taylor.

Gome, taylor, let us fee thefe ornament*.

Enter Haberdajher.

Lay forth the gown. What news with you, Sir?
Hab. Here is the cap, your worlhip did befpeak.
Pet. Why, this was moulded on a porringer^

A velvet difh; fie, fie, 'tis lewd and filthy:

Why, 'tis a cockle or a walnut-fhell,

A knack, a toy, a trick, a baby's cap.

Away with it, come, let me have a bigger.

Cath. I'll have no bigger, this doth fit the time;
And gentlewomen wear fuch caps as thefe.

Pet. When you are gentle, you (hall have one too,

And not 'till then.

Hor. That will not be in hafte.

Cath. Why, Sir, [ truft, I may have leave to fpeak*

And fpeak I will. I am no child, no babe;
Your becters have endur'd me fay my mind;

And,
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And, if you cannot, bcft you flop your ears.

My tongue will tell the anger of my heart,

Or, elfe my heart, concealing it, will break

:

And rather than it fhall, I will be free

Even to the utmoft as I pleafe in words.

Pet. Why, thou fay'ft true, it is a paltry cap,
A cuftard coffin, a bauble, a filken pie*

I love thee well, in that thou lik'ft it not.

Cath. Love me, or love me not, I like the cap$
And I will have k, or I will have none.

Pet. Thy gown ? why, ay } come, taylor, let us fee't*

mercy, heaven, what masking fluff is here?
What? this a fleeve? 'tis like a demi-cannon$
What, up and down canfd like an apple-tart?

Here's fmp, and nip, and cut, and flHh, and «flafli,

Like to a cenfer in a barber's fhop :

Why, what a devil's name, taylor, call'ft thou this ?

Hor. I fee, ihe's like to've neither cap nor gown.

Fay. You bid pie make it orderly and well,

According to the faihion of the time.

Pet. Marry, and did : but if you be remembred,
1 did not bid you marr it to the time.

Go, hop me over every kennel home,
For you fhall hop without my cuftom, Sir 2

I'll none of it •, hence, make your beft of it.

Cath. I never faw a better-faffiion'd gown,
More quaint, more pleafing, nor more commendable

:

Belike, you mean to make a puppet of me.
Pet. Why, true, he means to make a puppet of

thee.

fay. She fays, your Worfhip means to make a pup-
pet of her.

Pet. Oh moft monftrous arrogance!

Thou lyeft, thou thread, thou thimble,

Thou yard, three guarters, half yard, quarter, nail,

Thou flea, thou nit, thou winter cricket, thou!
Brav'd in mine own houfe with a skein of thread

:

Away, thou rag, thou quantity, thou remnant,
Or 1 (hall fo be-mete thee with thy yard,

As



3 5 6 The T a m i n g of the Shrew.
As thou (halt think on prating whilft thou liv'ft:' <

I tell thee, I, that thou haft marr'd her gown.

Tay. Your Worfhip is deceiv'd, the gown is made

Juft as my matter had direction.

Grumio gave order how it fliould be done.

Gru. I gave him no order, I gave him the fluff.

Tay. But how did you defire it fhould be made?

Gru. Marry, Sir, with needle and thread.

Tay. But did you not requeft to have it cut ?

Gru. Thou haft fac'd many things.

Tay. I have.

Gru. Face not me : thou haft brav'd many men,

brave not me 5 I will neither be fac'd, nor fcrav'd. I

fay unto thee, I bid thy matter cut out the gown,

but I did not bid him cut it to pieces. Ergo, thou

lieft. . n . r

Tay. Why, here is the note of the falhion to teftiry.

Pet. Read it.

Gru. The note lies in's throat, if he fay I faid fo.

Tay. Imprimis, a loofe-bodied gown.

Gru. Matter, if ever I faid loofe-bodied gown, fow

me up in the skirts of it, and beat me to death with

a bottom of brown thread : I faid a gown.

Pet. Proceed.

Tay. With a fmall compaft cape.

Qyu. I confefs the cape.

Tay. With a trunk-fleeve.

Gru. I confefs two fleeves.

Tay. The fleeves curioufly cut.

Pet. Ay, there's the villany.,

Gru. Error i'th' bill, Sir, error i'th' bill: I com-

manded, the fleeves fhould be cut out, and fow'd up

again > and that I'll prove upon thee, tho' thy little

finger be armed in a thimble.

Tay. This* is true, that I fay* an I had thee in place

where, thou fliou'dft know it.

Gru. I am for thee ftraight : take thou the bill,

give me thy meet-yard, and fpare not me.

Hot. God-amercy, Grumio^ then he flrall have no

odds.
Pet.
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Pet. Well, Sir, in brief the gown is not for me.

Gru. You are i'th' right, Sir, 'tis for my miftrefs.

Pet. Go take it up unto thy matter's ufe.

Gru. Villain, not for thy life: take up my miftrefs's

gown for thy matter's ufe

!

Pet. Why, Sir, what's your conceit in that ?

Gru. Oh, Sir, the conceit is deeper than you think

for \

Take up my miftrefs's gown unto his matter's ufe

!

Oh, fie, fie, fie.

Pet. Hortenfio, fay, thou wilt fee the taylor paid.

\Afide.

Go take it hence, be gone, and fay no more.

Hor. Taylor, I'll pay thee for thy gown to morrow,
Take no unkindnefs of his hafty words :

Away, I fay ; commend me to thy matter. \Exit %ay.

Pet. Well, come, my Kate, we will unto your fa-

ther's,

Even in thefe honeft mean habiliments :

Our purfes fhall be proud, our garments poor;
For 'tis the mind, that makes the body rich :

And as the fun breaks through the darkeft clouds,

So honour peereth in the meaneft habit.

What, is the jay more precious than the lark,

Becaufe his feathers are more beautiful ?

Or is the adder better than the eel,

Becaufe his painted skin contents the eye?
Oh, no, good Kate •, neither art thou the worfe

For this poor furniture, and mean array.

If thou account'tt it lriame, lay it on me

;

And therefore frolick; we will hence forthwith,

To feaft and fport us at thy father's hoiife.

Go call my men, and let us ftraight to him,
And bring our horfes unto Long-lane end,

There will we mount, and thither walk on foot;

Let's fee, I think, 'tis now fome feven o'clock,

And well we may come there by dinner time.

Cath. I dare affure you, Sir, 'tis almoft two;
And 'twill be fupper-time ere you come there.

Pet. It fhall be feven, ere I go to horfe.

Vol. II, Z Look,
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Look, what I fpeak, or do, or think to do*

You are ftill croffing it 5 Sirs, let't alone,

I will not go to day, and ere 1 do,

It mall be what o'clock f fay it is.

Hor. Why, fo : this Gallant will command the Sun*

\JLxeunt Pet. Cath. and Hor.

[The Prefenters, above, fpeak here.

Lord. Who's within there ? [Sly Jleeps.

Enter Servants.

Afleep again ! go take him eaftly up, and put him in his

own apparel again. But fet9 you wake him not in any cafe.

Serv. It Jball he done ; my Lord', come help to bear him

hence. L^y bear off Sly.

SCENE, before Baptifta'* Houfe.

Enter Tranio, and the Pedant dreft like Vincentio.

T R A N I O.

SIR, this is the houfe, pleafe it you, that I call?

Ped. Ay, what elfe! and (but I be deceived,)

Signior Baptifta may remember me
Near twenty years ago in Genoa,

Where we were lodgers, at the Pegafus. (11)

Tra. 'Tis well, and hold your own in any cafe

With fuch aufterity as longeth to a father.

Enter Biondello.

Ped. I warrant you : but, Sir, here comes your boy >

'Twere good he were fchoord.

Tra. Fear you not him> firrah, Biondello9

Now do your duty throughly, I advife you :

imagine 'twere the right Vincentio.

(22) Tra. Where <we were Lodgers at the Pegafus.] This Line has

in all the Editions hitherto been given to Tranio. But Tranio could

with no Propriety fpeak this, either in his afliinVd or real Character.

tmcentio was too young to know any thing of lodging with his Father,

twenty years before at Genoa : and Tranio mud be as much too young.

or very unfit to reprefent and perfonate Lucentio. I have ventur'd to

place the Line to the Pedant, to whom it mull certainly belong, and is

a Sequel of what he, was before feying.
n

Bton.
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Bion. Tut, fear not me.

Tra. But haft thou done thy errand to Baptifta?

Bion. I told him that your father was in Venice^

;
And that you look'd for him this day in Padua.

Tra. Th'art a tall fellow, hold thee that to drinkj

Here comes Baptifta \ fet your countenance, Sir.

Enter Baptifta aud Lucentio.

Tra. Signior Baptifta, you are happily met:
Sir, this is the gentleman I told you of j

I pray you ftand, good father, to me now,
Give me Bianca for my patrimony.

Ped. Soft, fon. Sir, by your leave, having come
to Padua

To gather in fome debts, my fon Lucentio

Made me acquainted with a weighty caufe

Of love between your daughter and himfelf:

And for the good report I hear of you,

And for the love he beareth to your daughter,

And fhe to him ; to ftay him not too long,

1 am content in a good father's care

To have him match'd; and if you pleafe to like

No worfe than I, Sir, upon fome agreement,

Me fhall you find moft ready and moft willing

With one confent to have her fo beftowed;
For curious I cannot be with you,
Signior Baptifta, of whom I hear fo well.

Bap. Sir, pardon me in what I have to fay :

Your plainnefs and your fhortnefs pleafe me well;

Right true it is, your fon Lucentio here

Doth love my daughter, and (he loveth him,
Or both dhTemble deeply their affections

;

And therefore if you fay no more than this,

That like a father you will deal with him,
And pafs my daughter a fufficient dowry,
The match is made, and all is done,
Your fon fhall have my daughter with confent.

Tra, I thank you, Sir. Where then do y.©u know
be ft,

Zi Be
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Be we affied ; and fuch aflurance ta'en,

As (hall with either part's agreement (land

$

Bap. Not in my houfe, Lucentio 5 for, you know*
Pkchers have ears, and I have many fervants>

Befides, old Gremio is hearkning ftill >

And, haply, then we might be interrupted.

Tra. Then at my lodging, an it like you, Sir,

There doth my father lye * and there this night

We'll pafs the bufinefs privately and well

:

Send for your daughter by your fervant here,

My boy fhall fetch the fcrivener prefently.

The worft is this, that at fo (lender warning
You're like to have a thin and {lender pittance.

Bap. It likes me well. Go, Cambio, hie you home,
And bid Bianca make her ready ftraight

:

And if you will, tell what hath happeh'd here :

Lucentio*s father is arriv'd in Padua,

And how (he's like to be Lucentio
f

s wife*

Luc. I pray the Gods (he may, with all my heart ! [Ex.

"Tra. Dally not, with the Gods, but get thee gone.

Signior Baptifta, (hall I lead the way ?

"Welcome ! one mefs is like to be your cheer.

Come, Sir, we will better it in Pifa.

Bap. I'll follow you. [Exeunt.

Enter Lucentio and Biondello.

Bion. Cambio,

Luc. What fay'fl: thou, Biondello ?

Bion. You faw my mafter wink and laugh upon you.

Luc. Biondello, what of that?

Bion. 'Faith, nothing* but ha's left me here behind;

to expound the meaning or moral of his figns and

tokens.

Luc. I pray thee, moralize them.

Bion. Then thus. Baptifta is fafe, talking with the

deceiving father of a deceitful fon.

Luc. And what of him ?

Bion. His Daughter i* to be brought by you to the

fupper.

Luc
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Luc. And then ?

Bion. The old Prieft at St. Luke's Church is at your

command at all hours.

Luc. And what of all this ?

Bion. I cannot tell, except they are bufied about a

counterfeit affurance; take you affurance of her, Cum
frivilegio ad imprimendum folum j to thT Church take

the Prieft, Clark, and fome fufficient honeft witnefTes;

If this be not that you look for, I have no more to

fay,

But bid Bianco, farewell for ever and a day.

Luc. Hear'ft thou, Biondello?

Bion. I cannot tarry 5 I knew a wench married in

an afternoon as fhe went to the garden for parfly to

fluff a rabbet 5 and fo may you, Sir, and fo adieu, Sir;

my Matter hath appointed me to go to St. Luke's, to

bid the Prieft be ready to come againft you come with

your Appendix. [Exit.

Luc. I may, and will, if fhe be fo contented :

She will be pleas'd, then wherefore fhould I doubt ?

Hap what hap may, I'll roundly go about her:

It fhall go hard, if Cambio go without her. [Exit.

SCENE, a green Lane.

Enter Petruchio, Catharina, and Hortenfio.

Pet, /^ Ome on, o'God's name, once more tow'rds
V^/ our Father's.

Good Lord, how bright and goodly fhines the Moon

!

Cath. The Moon! the Sun j it is not Moon-light
now.

Pet. I fay, it is the Moon that fhines fo bright.

Cath. I know, it is the Sun that fhines fo bright.

Pet. Now by my mother's fon, and that's my felfa
It fhall be Moon, or Star, or what I lift,

Or ere 1 journey to your Father's houfe:

Go on, and 'etch our horfes back again.

Evermore croft and croft, nothing but croft

!

Hot, Say
?

as he fays, or we fhall never go.

1> 3 Cat\
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Cath. Forward, I pray, fince we have come fo far,

And be it Moon, or Sun, or what you pleafe :

And if you pleafe to call it a ru(h candle,

Henceforth I vow it fhall be fo for me.

pet. I fay, it is the Moon.
Cath. I know, it is the Moon.
Pet. Nay, then you lye; it is the blefTed Sun.

Cath. Then, God be bleft, it is the blefTed Sun.

But Sun it is not, when you fay it is not*

And the Moon changes, even as your mind.

What you will have it nam'd, even that it is,

And fo it fhall be fo for Catharine.

Hor. Petmchio^ go thy way, the field is won.
Pet. Well, forward, forward, thus the bowl fhould

And not unluckily againft the bias

:

£run

;

But foft, fome company is coming here.

Enter Vincentio.

Good morrow, gentle Miftrefs, where away ?

[fo Vincentio.

Tell me, fweet Kate^ and tell me truly too,

Haft thou beheld a frefher Gentlewoman ?

Such war of white and red within her cheeks

!

What flars do fpangle Heaven with fuch beauty,

As thofe two eyes become that heav'nly face ?

Fair lovely Maid, once more good day to thee :

Sweet Kate, embrace her for her beauty's fake.

Hor. He will make the man mad, to make a woman
of him.

Cath. Young budding Virgin, fair, and frefh, and

fweet,

Whither away, or where is thy aboad ?

(ij) Happy the parents of fo fair a child >

Happier the man, whom favourable flars

Allot thee for his lovely bedfellow !

PeU
(23) Happs the Parents of fo fair a Child!

Happier the Man, whom favourable Stars

Allot thee for lis lovely Bedfellow /] This Paflage has. a greet

Pefcmblancc tg what Ovid has made Sahr.ads fay of Htmaphrodi-
tus.
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Pet. Why, how now, Kate, I hope, thou arc not

mad !

This is a man, old, wrinkled, faded, withered,

And not a maiden, as, thou fay'ft, he is.

Catb, Pardon, old Father, my miftaken eyes -

9

That have been fo bedazled with the fun,

That every thing I look on fcemeth green.

Now I perceive, thou art a reverend Father:

Pardon, I pray thee, for my mad miftaking.

Pet. Do, good old Grand fire, and withal make known
Which way thou travelleftj if along with us,

We mail be joyful of thy company.
Vin. Fair Sir, and you my merry Miftrefs,

That with your ftrange encounter much amaz'd mcj
My name is call'd Vincentio> my dwelling Pifa \

And bound I am to Padua^ there to vifit

A Son of mine, which long I have not feen.

Pet. What is his name ?

Vin. Lucentzo9 gentle Sir.

Pet. Happily met, the happier for thy Son \

And now by law, as well as reverend age,

I may entitle thee my loving Father :

The Sifter of my Wife, this Gentlewoman,
Thy Son by this hath married. Wonder not,

Nor be not griev'd, me is of good efteem,

Her dowry wealthy, and of worthy birch j

Befide, fo qualified, as may befeem
The Spoufe of any noble Gentleman.
Let me embrace with old Vincentio,

And wander we to fee thy honeft Son,

Who will of thy arrival be full joyous.

Fin. But is this true, or is it elfe your pleafure^

Like pleafant travellers, to break a jeft

Upon the company you overtake ?

Hor. I do allure thee, Father, fo it is*

qui te penuere beati

Et mater ftelix, & fortunata profeEio

Si qua tibi foror eft, & qua dedit ubera nutrix :

Sed longe cunflis, longeque beatior ilia eft

Si qua tibi Sponfa eft, Ji quam dignabtrt tadd, Mr. Warburton.

% 4 ' Pit,
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Pet. Come, go along, and fee the truth hereof:

For our firft merriment hath made thee jealous. [_Exe.

Hor. Well, Petruchio^ this hath put me in heart.

Have to my widow ; and if fhe be froward,

Then haft thou taught Hortenfio to be untoward. [Exit.

A C T V.

SCENE, before LucentioV Houfe.

Enter Biondello, Lucentio and Bianca, Gremio>
walking on one fide.

Bion. C Oftly and fwiftly, Sir, for the Prieft is ready.

v3 Luc. I fly, Biondello; but they may chance
to need thee at home, therefore leave us.

Bion. Nay, faith, I'll fee the church o' your back,

(14) and then come back to my Mafter as foon as I

can. [Exit.

Gre. I marvel, Cambio comes not all this while.

Enter Petruchio, Catharina, Vincentio and Grumio,
with attendants.

Pet. Sir, here's the door, this is Lucentioi*s houfe,

My Father's bears more towards the Market-place -,

Thither mud I, and here I leave you, Sir.

Vin. You fhall not chufe but drink before you go j

I think, I fhall command your welcome here -,

And by all likelihood fome cheer is toward. [Knock.

Gre. They're buiie within, you were befl knock
louder. [Pedant looks out of the window.

(24) Jnd then come lack to my Mi ft re fs as foon as I can."] The Edi-

tions all agree in this Reading; but what Miitrefs was Biondello to come
: to r lie mull certainly mean ;

" Nay, faith, Sir, I muft fee you in
*' the Church ; and then, for fear I fliould be wanted, 1*11 run back to

" wait on Tranio, who at prefent perfonatej you, and whom therefore I

" at preicnt acknowledge for my tyajier"

pa.
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Ped. What's he, that knocks as he would beat down

the gate ?

Vin. Is Signior Lucentio within, Sir?

Ped. He's within, Sir, but not to be fpoken withal.

Vin. What, if a man bring him a hundred pound or

two, to make merry withal ?

Ped. Keep your hundred pounds to your felf, he

ihall need none as long as I live.

Pet. Nay, I told you, your Son was beloved in Pa-
dua. Do you hear, Sir? to leave frivolous circum-
ftances, I pray you, tell Signior Lucentio that his Father
is come from Pifa 9 and is here at the door to fpeak

with him.

Ped. Thou lieft -

9 his Father is come to Paduay and
here looking out of the window.

Vin. Art thou his Father ?

Ped. Ay, Sir, fo his Mother fays, if I may believe

her.

Pet. Why, how now, Gentleman ! why, this is flat

Jtnavery to take upon you another man's name.
Ped. Lay hands on the villain. I believe, he means

to cozen fomebody in this Gity under my countenance.

Enter Biondello.

Bion. I have feen them in the Church together. God
fend 'em good fhipping ! but who is here? mine old

Mafter Vincentio? now we are undone, and brought to

nothing.

Vin. Come hither, crackhemp. [Seeing Biondello.

Bion. I hope, I may chufe, Sir.

Vin. Come hither, you rogue ', what, have you for-

got me?
Bion. Forgot you? no, Sir: I could not forget you,

for I never faw you before in all my life.

Vin. What, you notorious villain, didft thou oever
fee thy Matter's Father Vincentio ?

Bion. What, my old worfhipful old mafter ? yes,

marry, Sir, fee where he looks out of the window.
Vin. Is't fo indeed ? \He beats Biondello.

Bion.
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Eton, Help, help, help, here's a mad-man will mur»

ther me.

Ped. Help, Son 5 help, Signior Baptifta.

Pet. Pr ythee, Kate, lee's Hand afide, and fee the

end of this controverfie. [They retire.

j

Enter Pedant with Servants, Baptifta and Tranio.

*fra. Sir, what are you, that offer to beat my fer-

vant ?

Pin. What am I, Sir 5 nay, what are you, Sir? oh,

immortal Gods ! oh, fine villain ! a filken doublet, a
velvet hofe, a fcarlet cloak and a copatain hat : oh,

I am undone ! I am undone ! while I play the good
husband at home, my fon and my fervants fpend all at

the Univerfity.

tfra. How now, what's the matter ?

Bap. What, is this man lunatick?

"Tra. Sir, you feem a fober ancient Gentleman by
your habit, but your words fhew a mad-man 5 why,
Sir, what concerns it you, if I wear pearl and gold?

J thank my good Father, I am able to maintain it.

Vin. Thy Father ! oh villain, he is a fail-maker in

Bergamo.

Bap. You miftake, Sir, you miftake, Sir \ pray,

what do you think is his name?
Fin. His name? as if I knew, not his name: I have

brought him up ever fince he was three years old, and

his name is Tranio.

Ped. Away, away, mad afs ! his name is Lucentio,

and he is mine only Son, and heir to the lands of me
Signior Vincent io.

Fin. Lucentio ! oh, he hath murthered his Matter*

lay hold of him, I charge you, in the Duke's name*
oh, my fon, my fon, tell me, thou villain, where is

my fon Lucentio?

Tra. Call forth an Officer \ carry this mad knave ro

the jail 3 Father Baptifla, I charge you, fee, that he be

forth-coming.

Fin. Carry me to jail ?

Gre.
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Gre. Stay, Officer, he fhall not go to prifon.

Bap. Talk not, Signior Gremio : I fay, he fhall go to

prifon.

Gre. Take heed, Signior Baptifta, left you be cony-
catch'd in this bufinefs -, I dare fwear, this is the right

Fincentio.

Ped. Swear, if thou dar'ft.

Gre. Nay, I dare not fwear it.

Tra. Then thou wert beft fay, that I am riot Lucen-

tio.

Gre. Yes, I know thee to be Signior Lucentio.

Bap. Away with the dotard, to the jail with him J

Enter Lucentio and Bianca.

Fin. Thus ftrangers may be haPd and abus'd % oh,
monftrous villain

!

Bion. Oh, we are fpoiPd, and yonder he is, deny
him, forfwear him, or elfe we are all undone.

[Exeunt Biondello, Tranio and Pedant.

Luc. Pardon, fweet Father. [Kneeling.

Fin. Lives my fweet Son?
Bian. Pardon, dear Father.

Bap. How haft thou offended? where is Lucentio?

. Luc. Here's Lucentio^ right Son to the right Fin*
centh)

That have by marriage made thy Daughter mine

:

"While counterfeit fuppofers bleer'd thine eyne.

Gre . Here's packing with a witnefs to deceive us all.

Fin. Where is that damn'd villain 7ranio9

That fac'd and brav'd me in this matter fo ?

Bap. Why, tell me, is not this my Cambio ?

Bian. Cambio is changed into Lucentio.

Luc. Love wrought thefe miracles. Bianca's love

Made me exchange my ftate with 7ranio,

While he did bear my countenance in the town;
And happily I have arriv'd at laft

Unto the wiihed haven of my blifs 5

What Tranio did, my felf enfore'd him to ;

Then pardon him, fweet Father, for my fake.

Fin,
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Vin. I'll flit the villain's nofe, that would have fent

me to the jail.

Bap. But do you hear, Sir, have you married my
Daughter without asking my good will?

Vin. Fear not, Baptifta, we will content you, go to:

but I will in, to be reveng'd on this villain. [Exit.

Bap. And I to found the depth of this knavery.

[Exit.

Luc. Look not pale, Bianca y thy Father will not

frown. [Exeunt.

Gre. My cake is dough, but I'll in among the reft,

Out of hope of all, but my ihare of the feaft. [Exit.

[Petruchio and Catharina, advancing.

Cath. Husband, let's follow, to fee the end of this

ado.

Pet. Firft kifs me, Kate, and we will.

Cath. What, in the midft of the ftreet ?

Pet. What, art thou aiham'd of me?
Cath. No, Sir, God forbid ! but afham'd to kifs. •

Pet. Why, then let's home again : come, firrah, let's

away.

Cath. Nay, I will give thee a kifs j now pray thee,

love, flay.

Pet. Is not this well? come, my fweet Kate ;

Better once than never, for never too late. [Exeunt.

SCENE changes to LucentioV Apartments.

Enter Baptifta, Vincentio, Gremio, Pedant, Lucentio,

Bianca, Tranio, Biondello, Petruchio, Catharina,

Grumio, Hortenfio, and Widow. Tranio'*

fervants bringing in a banquet.

Luc \ T laft, tho' long, our jarring notes agree j

jl\ And time it is, when raging war is done,

To fmile at 'fcapes and perils over-blown.

My fair Bianca, bid my Father welcome,
While I with felf-fame kindnefs welcome thine

>

Brother Petruchio^ Siller Catharine^

An4
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And thou, HortenfiOj with thy loving Widow 5

Feaft with the beft, and welcome to my houfe,

My banquet is to clofe our flomachs up
After our great good cheer: pray you, fit down*
For now we fit to chat, as well as eat.

Pet. Nothing but fit and fit, and eat and eat!

Bap. Padua affords this kindnefs, Son Petruchio.

Pet. Padua affords nothing but what is kind.

Hor. For both our fakes, I would that word were
true.

Pet. (if) Now, for my life, Hortenfeo fears his Wi-
dow.

Wid. Then never truft me, if I be afeard.

Pet. You are very fenfible, and yet you mifs mjr
fenfe :

I mean, Hortenfio is afeard of you.

Wid. He, that is giddy, thinks, the world turns round.
Pet. Roundly replied.

Cath. Miftrefs, how mean you that ?

Wid. Thus I conceive by him.

Pet. Conceives by me, how likes Hortenfio that?

Hor. My widow fays, thus fhe conceives her tale.

Pet. Very well mended 5 kifs him for that, good
Widow.

Cath. He, that is giddy, thinks, the world turns

round

I pray you, tell me what you meant by that.

Wid. Your Husband, being troubled with a Shrew,
Meafures my Husband's forrow by his woe j

And now you know my meaning.

(25) Pet. Now, for my Life, Hortenfio fears his Widow.
Hor. Then never truft me if I be afeard ] This Line was firfl

placed to Hortenfio by the iecond Folio Edition: Mr. Roave follow'd that

Regulation ; and Mr. Pope very judicioufly has follow'd him. But the

old Quartos and hrit Folio Imprefiion rightly place it to the Widow

:

and it is evident by Petruchio s immediate Reply, that it mud belong to

her. Petruchio fays, Hortenfio fears his Widow. The Widow under-

standing This, as if Petruchio had meant, that Hortenfio affrighted her,

put her into fears, denies, that She was afraid of him. Nay, fays Pe-

truchio, don't be too fenfible, don't miftake my Meaning ; Hortenfio, I
fay, is in Fear of You,

Cath.
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Cath. A very mean meaning.

IVid. Right, I mean you.

Cath. And I am mean, indeed, refpe&ing you.
Pet. To her, Kate.

Hor. To her, Widow.
Pet. A hundred marks, my Kate does put her down.
Hor. That's my office.

Pet. Spoke like an Officer $ ha', to thee, lad.

[Drinks to Hortenfio.

Bap. How likes Gremio thefe quick-witted folks ?

Gre. Believe me, Sir, they butt heads together well.

Bian. Head and butt ?, an hafty-witted body
Would fay, your head and butt were head and horn.

Fin. Ay, miftrefs Bride, hath that awaken'd you ?

Bian. Ay, but not frighted me, therefore I'll fleep

again.

Pet. Nay, that thou ftialt not, fince you have be-

gun:
Have at you for a better jeft or two.

Bian. Am I your bird? I mean to fhift my bum:
And then purfue me, as you draw your bow.
You are welcome all.

[Exeunt Bianca, Catharine, and Widow.
Pet. She hath prevented me. Here, Signior Cranio,

This bird you aim'd at, tho' you hit it not >

Therefore, a health to all that fhot and mifs'd.

7ra. Oh, Sir, Lucentio flip'd me like his gray-hound,

Which runs himfelf, and catches for his mafter.

Pet. A good fwift Simile, but fomething currifli.

7ra. 'Tis well, Sir, that you hunted for your felf

:

'Tis thought, your deer does hold you at a bay.

Bap. On, oh, Petruchio, Tranio hits you now.
Luc. I thank thee for that gird, good Tranio.

Hor. Confefs, confefs, hath he not hit you there? .

Pet. He has a little gall'd me, I confefs *

And as the jeft did glance away from me,
'Tis ten to one it maim'd you two outright.

Bap. Now, in good fadnefs, Son Petrucbioy
I think, thou haft the verieft Shrew of all.

Pet.
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Pet. Well, I fay, no$ and therefore for afliirance,

Let's each one fend unto his Wife, and he

Whofe Wife is moil obedient to come firft,

When he doth fend for her, fhall win the wager*

Hor. Contents what wager?
Luc. Twenty crowns.

Pet. Twenty crowns!

I'll venture fo much on my hawk or hound,

But twenty times fo much upon my Wife.

Luc. A hundred then.
'

Hor. Content.

Pet. A match, 'tis done.

Hor. Who (hall begin?

Luc. That will I.

o, Biondello^ bid your Miftrefs come to me.
Bion. I go. [Exit.

Bap. Son, I'll be your half, Bianca comes.

Luc* I'll have no halves: I'll bear it all my felf.

Re-enter Biondello.

How now, what news ?

Bion. Sir, my Miftrefs fends you word
That fhe is bufie, and cannot come.

Pet. How ? (lie's bufie and cannot come : is that an

anfwer ?

Gre. Ay, and a kind one too :

Pray God, Sir, your wife fend you not a worfe.

Pet. I hope better.

Hor. Sirrah, Biondello, go and intreat my wife to

come to me forthwith. [Exit Biondello.

Pet. Oh, ho ! intreat her ! nay, then fhe needs mult
come.

Hor. I am afraid, Sir, do you what you can,

Enter Biondello.

Yours will not be intreated : now, where's my wife ?

Bion. She fays, you have fome goodly jeft in hand ;

She will not come : ihe bids you come to her.

Pet.
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Pet. Worfe and worfe, fhe will not come

!

Oh vile, intolerable, not to be indur'd :

Sirrah, Grumio, go to your Miftrefs,

Say, I command her to come to me. \Exit Gru.
Hor. I know her anfwer.

Pet. "What?

Hor. She will not.

Pet. The fouler fortune mine, and there's an end.

Enter Catharina.

Bap. Now, by my hollidam, here comes Catharine

!

Cath. What is your will, Sir, that you fend for me?
Pet. Where is your Sifter, and Hortenfio's Wife?
Cath. They fit conferring by the parlour fire.

Pet. Go fetch them hither -

y if they deny to come,
Swinge me them foundly forth unto their husbands :

Away, I fay, and bring them hither ftraight.

\Exit Catharina.

Luc. Here is a wonder, if you talk of a wonder.

Hor. And fo it is : I wonder, what it boads.

Pet. Marry, peace it boads, and love, and quiet life,

And awful rule, and right fupremacy :

And, to be fhort, what not, that's fweet and happy.

Bap. Now fair befal thee, good Petruchio!

The wager thou haft won 5 and I will add

Unto their lofles twenty thoufand crowns,

Another dowry to another Daughter

;

For {he is chang'd, as {he had never been.

Pet. Nay, I will win my wager better yet,

And fhow more fign of her obedience,

Her new-built virtue and obedience.

Enter Catharina, Bianca and IVidozv.

See, where fhe comes, and brings your froward wives

As prifoners to her womanly periuafion :

Catharine, that Cap of yours becomes you not;

Off with that bauble, throw it under foot.

[She pulls off bet cap, and throws it dozen.

IV'td.
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Wid. Lord, let mc never have a caufc to figh,

'TiU I be brought to fuch a filly pafs.

Bian. Fie, what a foolifh duty call you this ?

Luc. I would, your duty were as foolifh too

!

The wifdom of your duty, fair Bianca^

Coft me an hundred croons fince fupper-time.

Bian. The more fool you, for laying on my duty.

Pet. Catharine^ I charge thee, tell thefe headftrong

Women,
What duty they owe to their Lords and Husbands,
Wid. Come, come, you're mocking ; we will hav$

no telling.

Pet. Come on, I fay, and firft: begin with her,

Wid. She fhall not.

Pet. I fay, ffte fhall 5 and firft begin with her.

Cath. Pic! fie! unknit that threatning unkind bro«rf
And dart not fcornful glances from thote eyes,

To wound thy Lord, thy King, thy Governor,
It blots thy beauty, as frofts bite the meads ;

Confounds thy fame, as whirlwinds fhake fair buds *

And in no fenfe i$ meet or amiable,

A Woman mov'd is )ike a fountain troubled,

Muddy, ili-feeming, thic^, jbereft of beauty °,

And while it is fo, none fq dry or thirfty

"Wf ill dain to fip, or touch one drop of it.

Thy Husband is thy Lord, thy Life, thy Keeper^
Thy Head

?
thy Soveraign ; one thai: cares for thee^

And for thy maintenance : commits his body
To painful labour, both by fea and lanq! j

To watch the night in ftorms, the day in cold,

While thou Jy'ft warm at home, fecure an,d fafe^

And craves no other tribute at thy hands,

But love, fair looks, and true obedience $

Too little payment forfo great a debt.

Such duty as the §ubje& owes the Prince,

Even fucn a woman oweth to her husband ;

And when ihe's frqward, pecvifh, fullcn, fower^

And not obedient to his honcft will *

What is fhe but a foul contending Rebel,
And gracelefs Traitor to her loving Lord?
Ypx. II. 4a I
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I am afliam'd, thac Women are fo fimple

To offer war where they mould kneel for peace

;

Qr feek for rule, fupremacy, and fway,

When they are bound to ferve, love, and obey.

Why are our bodies foft, and weak and fmooth,
* Unipt to toil and trouble in the world,

But that our foft conditions and our hearts

Should well agree with our external parts?

Come, come, you froward and unable worms,
My mind hath been as big as one of yours,

My heart as great, my reafon haply more,

To bandy word for word, and frown for frown 5

But, now I fee, our launces are but ftraws,

Our ftrength as weak, our weaknefs pad compare

;

That feeming to be moft, which we indeed leaft are.

(16) Then vale your ftomaehs, for it is no boot,

And place your hands below your Husband's foot:

In token of* which duty, if he pleafe,

My hand is ready, may it do him eafe.

Pet. Why, there's a wench : come on, and kifs me,
Kate.

(26) Then valeyour Stomachs, &c] This Doctrine of Conjugal Obe-
dience, that runs thro' all Catharine's Speech, fhews the Bufineis of the

Play to be compleated in her being fo thoroughly refornVd. But this Co-

medy has likewife a fubfervient Walk, which from the Beginning is con-

nected to, and made a Part of the main Plot j viz. the Marriage of Bian-

ca. This Marriage, according to the Regulation of all the Copies, is

executed and clear d up in the fourth Act : and the fifth Act is not made
to begin till the whole Company meet at Lucenttis Apartment. By this

Regulation, there is not only an unreafonable Difproportion in Length,

betwixt the 4th and 5th Acts; but a manifefl Abfurdity committed in the

Conduct pf the Fable. By the Divifion I have ventur'd at, thefe Incon-

veniences are remedied : and the Action lies more uniform. For now
the whole Cataftrophe is wound up in the 5th Act. : It begins with Lucen-

tio going to Church to marry Bianca : The true Vincentio arrives, to

difcover the Impoiture carried on by the Pedant : and after this Eclair-

cijjement is hung in Sufpence (always a Pleafure to an Audience,) till

tovards the Middle of the 5th Act; the main Bufinefs is wound up, of

Catharine approving hcrfelf to be a Convert; and an Inftructer, in their

Duty, to the other new-married Ladies. If it be objected, that, by
the Ci^nge I make, the Lord and his Servants (who are Characters out

of the Drama) fpeak in the Middle of an Act; that is a Matter of no
Importance. Their fhort Interlocution was never defign'd to mark the

Intervals of the Acts.

Luc,
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Luc. Well, go thy ways, old lad, for thou fhalt ha't.

Fin. 'Tis a good hearing, when children are toward.

Luc. But a harlh hearing, when women are froward.
Pet. Come, Kate9 we'll to bed \

(27) We three are married, but you two are fped.

'Twas I won the wager, tho' you hit the white

;

And being a winner, God give you good night.

\_Exeunt Petruchio and Catharina.

Hor. Now go thy ways, thou haft tam'd a curft

Shrew.
Luc, 'Tis a wonder, by your leave, me will be

tam'd fo. [Exeunt omnes.

Enter two fervants hearing Sly in his own apparel* and
leave him on the Stage. T'hen enter a Tapfter.

Sly awaking."] Sim, give's fome more wine* >whaf9

all the Players gone? am not I a Lord?
Tap. A Lord) with a murrain! come9 art thou drunk

ftill ?

Sly. Who's this? Tapfter! ob9 I have had the braveft
dream that ever thou heardft in all thy life.

Tap. Tea9 marry* but thou hadft beft get thee home9 for
your Wife will courfe you for dreaming here all night.

Sly. Will Jhe ? I know how to tame a Shrew. /
dreamt upon it all this nighty and thou haft wak'd me out

of the beft dream that ever I had. But I'll to my Wife9

and tame her tooy if Jhe anger me,

(27) We two are married, hut You two are Jfred."] This is the Reading
only of the Modern Copies, I have chofe to read with the older Books,

Petruchio, I think verily, would fay This : I, and you Lucentio, and
you Hortenfio, are all under the fame Predicament in one Refpeft, we
are all three married ; but You T<wo are finely help'd up with Wives,,

that don't know t,he Duty of Obedience,

Aa z ALL'S
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Dramatis Perfonas.

KING of France.

Dkke of Florence.

Bertram, Count of RoufiUon.

Lafeu, an old Lord.

Parolles, a parafitical follower of Bertram; a coward,

but vain, and a great pretender to valour.

Several young French Lords, that ferve with Bertram
in the Florentine war.

Steward, ? Servants t0 tjoe Qountefs of RoufiUon.
Clown, \

Countefs 0/ RoufiUon, mother to Bertram.

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

Jician, fome time Jince dead.

An old widow of Florence.

Diana, daughter to the widow.

9

C Neighbours
y
and friends to the widow.

Lords attending on the King ; Officers, Soldiers, &c.

SCENE lies partly in France ; and, fartly

in Tufcany.

ALL'S



All's vjelk that Ends well.

A C t I.

SCENE, the Countefs of Roufillon^

Houfe in France.

Enter Bertram, the Countefs $f Roufillorij Helena, and

Lafeu, all in Mourning.

SOUNTESS.
N delivering my Son from me, I bury a (e-

cond Husband.
Ber. And I in going, Madam, weep o'er

my Father's Death anew $ but I muft attend

his Majefty's command, to whom I am now
in Ward, evermore in Subjection.

Laf. You (hall find of the King a Husband, Ma-
dam j you, Sir, a Father. He, that fo generally is at

all times good, muft of heceflity hold his virtue to you j

(1) whofe worthinefs would ftir it up where it wanted,
rather than flack it where there is fuch abundance.

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

Laf. He hath Sbandon'd his Phyficians, Madam, un-
der whofe practices he hath perfeeuted time with hope 3

( 1 ) whofe Worthinefs w»uld ftir it up where it wanted, rather than
lack // where there is fuch abundance. ] An Oppofition of Terms is vifi-

bly dcfign'd in this Sentence ; tho' the Oppofition is not fo vifible, as the
Terms now ftand. Wanted and Abundance are the Oppofites to one
another ; but how is lack a Contrail to ftir jip ? The Addition of a fin-

gle Letter gives it; and the very Senfe requires it. Mr. Warburton,

A a 4 and
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that Ends well.

and finds no other advantage in the procefs, but only

the lofing of hope by time.

Count. This young Gentlewoman had a Father, ( O,
that bad! how fad a paffage 'tis!) whofe skill was al-

lnoft as great as his honefty j had it ftretch'd fo far, it

would have made Nature immortal, and Death fhould

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

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

of the King's difeafe.

Laf. How call'd you the Man you fpcak of, Ma- ,

dam?
Count. He was famous, Sir, in his pfofeffion, and it

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

Laf. He was excellent, ifideed, Madam $ the King
very lately fpoke of him admiringly, and mourningly :

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

Ber. What is it, my good Lord, the King Ian*

guifhes of? •

Laf. A fiftula, my Lord.

BSr. t heard hot of it before.

Laf. I would, it were not notorious. Wis thl$

Gentlewoman the Daughter of Gerard de Narbon ?

Count. His fole Child, my Lord, and bequeathed to

my Overlooking. I have thofe hopes of her good, that

her education promifes her j difpofition fhe inherits,

which makes fair gifts fairer * for where an unclean

mind carries Virtuous qualities, there commendations
go with pity, they are virtues and traitors too: in her

they are the better for their Simplenefsj fhe derives

her honefty, and atchieves her goodnefs.

Laf. Your commendations, Madam, get from her

Tears.

Count. 'Tis the beft brine a maiden can feafon her

praife irf. The remembrance of her Father never ap-

proaches her heart, but the tyranny of her forrows

takes all livelihood from her cheek. No more of this,

Helena ; go to, no more j left it be rather thought you

affect a foi row, than to have

Ilel. I do affect a forrow, indeed, but I have it too.

Laf.
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Laf. Moderate lamentttiofi is the Right bf the

Dead, exceflive grief the en€my to the Living.

Count, (z) If the" Wifig b$ tiai ttMfojr t$ the grief,

the excefs makes it foon mof't#K

Ber. Madam, I deftre your holy Wifhe^.

Laf. How underftand we that r

Count. Be thou ble% BettrdMi 4.U& faceted thy Fa-
ther

In manners as in fhape : thy fefedd and virtue

Contend for Empire iff thee, afid thy goodriefs

Share with thy birth-right ! Love all, itlift a feWf
Do wrong to itofte: be able for thine enemy
Rather in potfer, than ufe 5 and keep thy friend

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

But never tax'd for fpeech* What Heav'n more will,

That thee may furnifh, and tny prayers pluck down,
Fall on thy head ! Farewel, my Lord 5

*Tis an unfeafon'd Courtier, good my Lord,

Advife him.

Laf. He cannot want the beft,

That fhall attend his love.

Count. Heav'n blefs hiffi ! Farewel* Bertram.

[Exit CdunUfs.

Ber. [To Hel.] The beft wilheS, that can be forg'd

in your thoughts, be fervants to you : be comfoffable
to my Mother, your Miftrefs5 and make much of her.

Laf. Farewel, pretty Lady, you muft hold the* Cre-

dit of your Father. [Exeunt Ber. and Laf.

Hel. Oh, were that all ! **«* I think not on my Fa-
ther j

And thefe great Tears grace his remembrance more,
Than thofe I fhed fof him. What was heiike?
I have forgot him. My imagination

Carries no favour in it, but my BerttAtfC*.

(2) If the living be Enemy to the Grief] the Excefs makes it fib* mor-

tal'] This feerns very obfeure ; but the Addition of a Negative perfe&ly

difpels all the Mifi If the Living be not Enemy &c. Exceflive Grief is

an Enemy to the Living, fays Lafeu : Yes, replies the Countefs ; and if

the Living be not Enemy to ehe Grief, [i. e. ftrive to conquer it,] the Ex-

cefs makes it foon mortal. Mr. Warburton.

1



jcTr /Ill's well, that Ends well.

I am undone ; there is no living, hone,
If Bertram be away. It were all one
That I fhould love a bright particular Starj

And think to wed itj he is fo above me:
In his bright radiahce and collateral light

Muft I be comforted, not in his fphere.

Th' ambition in my love thus plagues it felfj

The hind, that would be mated by the lion,

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

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

In our heart's table : heart, too capable

Of every line and trick of his fweet favour !

But now he's gone, and my idolatrous fancy

Muft fan&ifie his Relicks. Who comes here?

Enter Parolles.

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

And yet I know him a notorious liar j

Think him a great way fool, folely a coward 5

Yet thefe fix'd evils fit fo fit in him,

That they take place, when virtue's fteely bones

Look bleak in the cold wind 5 full oft we fee

Cold wifdom waiting on fuperfTuous folly.

Par. Save you, fair Queen.
HeL And you, Monarch.
Par. No.
HeL And, no.

Par. Are you meditating on virginity ?

Hel. Ay : you have fome ftain of foldier in you j let

me ask you a queftion. Man is enemy to virginity,*

how may we barricado it againft him ?

Par. Keep him out.

HeL But he aflails* and our virginity, though va-

liant, in the defence yet is weak : unfold to us fome

warlike refiftance.

Par. There is none: man, fetting down before you,

will undermine you and blow you up.

HeL Blefs our poor virginity from underminers and

blowers up !— Is there no military policy, how virgins

might blow up men ? Par.
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Par. Virginity being blown down, man will quick-
Her be blown up : marry, in blowing him down again,
with the breach your felves made, you lofe your city.

($) It is not politick in the Commonwealth of nature,
to preferve virginity. Lofs of virginity is rational in-
creafe* and there was never virgin got, 'till virginity
was firft loft. That, you were made of, is metal to
make virgins. Virginity, by being once loft, may be
ten times found : by being ever kept, it is ever loft -,

'tis too cold a companion ; away with't.
Hel. I will ftand for't a little, though therefore I die

a Virgin.

Par. There's little can be faid in't > 'tis againft the
rule of nature. To fpeak on the part of virginity, is
to accufe your Mother ; which is moft infallible difo-
bedience. He, that hangs himfelf, is a Virgin : virgi-
nity murthers it felf, and fhould be buried in highways
out of all fanftified limit, as a defperate Offendrefs a-
gamft nature. Virginity breeds mites j much like a
cheefej confumes it felf to the very paring, and fo dies
with feeding its own ftomach. Befides, virginity is
peevifh, proud, idle, made of felf-love, which is the
moft prohibited fin in the Canon. Keep it not, you
cannot chufc but lofe by't. Out with't ; within ten
years it will make it felf two, which is a goodly in-
creafe, and the principal it felf not much the worfe.
Away with't.

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

Par. Let me fee. Marry, ill* to like him that ne'er
it likes. 'Tis a Commodity will lofe the glofs with
lying. The longer kept, the lefs worth : off with't,
while 'tis vendible. Anfwer the time of requeft. Vir-
ginity, like an old courtier, wears her cap out of
fafhion y richly futed, but unfutable * juft like the

(3) It is not politick in the Commonwealth ofNature to preferve Virgi
mty. Lofs of Virginity is rational Increafe j and there <was never Vir-\m got, till Virginity was firft loft. The Context feeros to me rather to
require—-— national Increafe ; tho' I have not ventur'd to diflurb the
Aext, as the other Reading will admit of a Meaning.

brooch
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bttkftfi Hid the footh-picK, which we wear hot flow •

youf date is better in your pye and your porridge, thati

irt Vbtif Cheeky and youf Virginity, your old virginity,

i* like tfne of oiif French Withtr'd pears 3 it looks ill, it

cats drily ; marry, 'tis a ttfther'd pear : it was former-
ly better 5 niarry$ yet 'ti* a Withered pear. Will you
any thing with it ?

Hel. Not stif virginity yet.

There fhall your Matter have a thoufand loves*

A Mother^ and a Miftrefs^ arid a Friend,

A Phoenix, Captain^ and an Etiemyj

A Guide, a Goddefs* and a Soveraign,

A Counfellor* a Traitreft, and a Dear *

His humble ambition, proud humility

;

Hrs jarring concord; and his difcord dulcet 3

Mis faith* his fweet difafter * with a world
Of pretty fond adoptious diriflendoms^

That blinking Cupid goffips. Now filall he — i

I know not, what he lhall— G-od fend him well!—

•

The Court's a learning place*—* and he is one >

Par. What one, i'faith ?

Hel That I wifh well-—— 9
tfo pity——

-

Par. What*s pity ?

Hel. That wilhing well had not a body in
f
t,

Which might be felt ; that We the poorer born,
Whofe baler ftars do Ihut us up in wiihcs,

Might with efFedts of them follow our friends j

And (hew what we alone muft think, which never
Returns us thanks.

Enter Page.

Page. Monfieur Parolles^

My Lord calls for you. [Exit Page.

Par. Little Helen^ farewei* if I can remember thee,

I will think of thee at Court.
Hel. Monfieur Parolles, you were born under a cha-

ritable Star.

Pat . Under Mars, I.

Hel.'l efpecialiy think, under Man.
Par. Why under Mars ?

Hel.
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Hel. The wars have kept you fo under, that you
jnuft needs be born under Mars.

Par. When he was ftedortik^pt,

Hel. When he was retrograde, I think, rather.

* Par. Why think you fo?

Hel. You go fo much backward, when you fight.

Par. That's for advantage.

Hel. So is running away, when fear propofes fefety

:

imt the compofition, that your valour and fear makes
in you, is a virtue of a good wing, and I like tjbg wear
well.

Par. I am fo full of bufinefles,, as I qaipnpt gjifwer thee

acutely: I will refuri? perfect Courtier) in %h$ wljiejh,

jny inftruftion {hall ferve t.o naturalize thes, fo thou
wilt be capable of Courtiers poutjfel, #nd yntferftand

what advice fhall thruft upon thee -

9 dfe thou dieft ia

thine unthankful nefs, and thine ignorance makes tfaiee

away j farewel. When thou haft leifure, fayfhy prayers

5

when thou haft none, renjeijaber thy friends j set th^e

a good husband, and ufe hits as he uj(e$ thee : fo fare-

wel. [Exit.

Hel. Our remedies oft in oyr felves dp he,

Which we afcribe to Heav'n. The fated sky

Gives us free fcope j only, doth backward p.ull

Our flow defigns, when we pur felves are dull.

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

That makes me fee, and cannot fe&a mine eye ?

The mightieft fpace in Fortune Nature brings

To join like likes; and kif?, like native things.

Impoflible be ftrange attempts, to thofe

That weigh their pain in fenfe 5 and do fuppofe,

What hath been, cannot be. Whoever jtrovp

To fhew her merit, rfiat did mifs her love?

The King's difeafe-*

—

my proje£t may deceive me,
But my intends *re fix'd, and will not leave me.

[Exit.

SCENE
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SCENE changes to the Court 0/ France.

Flourijh Cornets. Enter the King of Fraocc with letter
s^

and divers attendants.

King. *npH E Florentines and Senoys are by th' ears 5

JL Have fought with equal fortune, and con-

tinue

A braving war.

1 Lord. So 'tis reported, Sir.

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

A certainty vouch 'd from our Coufin Auftria ;

With caution, that the Florentine will move us

For fpeedy aid j wherein our deareft Friend

Prejudicates the bufinefs, and would feem
To have us make denial.

1 Lord. His love and wifdom,
Approv'd fo to your Majefty, may plead

For ample credence.

King. He hath arm'd our anfwerj
And Florence is deny'd, before he comes:
Yet, for our Gentlemen that mean to fee

The Tufcan fervice, freely have they leave

To ftand on either part.

2. Lord. It may well ferve

A nurfery to our Gentry, who are fick

For Breathing and Exploit.

King. What's he comes here?

Enter Bertram, Lafeu and Parolles.

1 Lord. It is the Count Rou/illony my good Lord,
Young Bertram.

King. Youth, thou bear'ft thy Father's face.

Frank Nature, rather curious than in hafte,

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

May'ft thou inherit too ! Welcome to Paris.

Ber. My thanks and duty are your Majefty's.

King. I would, I had that corporal foundnefs now,
As when thy Father and my felf in friendship

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

Into the fervice of the time, and was
Difcipled of the brav'ft. He lafted longj

But on us both did haggifh age fteal on,

And wore us out of a£fc. It much repairs me
To talk of your good father ; in his youth

He had the wit, which I can welj obferve

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

Till their own fcorn return to them unnoted,

Ere they can hide their levity in honour

:

So like a Courtier, no contempt or bitternefs (4)
Were in him > Pride or Sharpnefs, if there were.

His Equal had awak'd them 5 and his honour,
Clock to itfelf, knew the true minute when
Exceptions bid him fpeak 5 and at that time

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

And bow'd his eminent top to their low ranks

;

Making them proud of his humility,

In their poor praife he humbled : Such a man
Might be a copy to thefe younger times 5

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

Ber, His good remembrance, Sir,

Lies richer in your thoughts, than on his tomb 5

So in approof lives not his epitaph,

As in your royal fpeech.

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

(Methinks, I hear him now ; his plaufive words

(4J So like a Courtiery no Contempt or Bitternefs

Were in his Pride or Sharpnefs i if they <vuere,

His Equal had a<wak'd them. —— ]

This Paffage feems fo very incorreftly pointed, that the Author's Mean-
ing is loft in the Carelefsnefs. As the Text and Stops are refornVd, thefe
are moft beautiful Lines, and the Senfe this. — " He had no Contempt or
" Bitternefs ; if he had any thing that look'd like Pride or Sharpnefs,
" (of which Qualities Contempt and Bitternefs are the Excefles,) his

f Equal had awaked them, not his Inferior ; to whom he fcornd to
* difcover any thing that bore the Shadow of Pride or Sharpnefs.

Mr. Warburton.

He
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He fcatter'd not in egrs, jbut grafted the#x

To grow there and to bear*) Let me not iiyp,—

-

(Thus his good melancholy oft began,

On the cataftrophe and heel of paftime,

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

After my flame lacks oil y to be the fnuff

Of younger fpirit$, whofe apprehenfive fenfes

All but jiew thiogs difdainj whofe judgments are

Meer fathers of their garments j whofe conftancics

Expire before their fa(hions :— this he wifli'd.

I, after him, do after him wifli too,

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

I quickly were diflblved from ipy hive,

To give fome labourers room.

z Lord. You're loved, §ir j

They, that ieaft lend it you, (hall lack you firft.

King. I fill a place, 1 know't. How long is't, Count,

Since the Phyfician at your father's died?

He was much fam'd.

Ber. Some fix month?, fince, my Lord.

King. If he were living, 1 would try him yet ;—

•

Lend me an arm \— the reft have worn me out

With feveral applications ; Nature and Sicknefs

Debate it at their leifure. Welcome, Count,

My fon's no dearer.

Ber. Thank your Majefiy. {Fhurijh> Exeunt.

SCENE changes to the Countefs's at Rou-
fillon.

Enter Countefsy Steward and Clown.

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

JL woman?
Stew. Madam, the care I have had to even your con-

tent, I wifh might be found in the calendar of my pall

endeavours j (f) for then we wound our modefty, and

nuke

(c) For then nve wound our Modefty, and makefoul the Clearnefs of

our I)efervuigs, ivben of Our felves ive publifh them~\ This Sentiment

our Author has again inculcated in hb Troiluj and Crejfida. Tb
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make foul the clearnefs of our defervings, when of our
felves we publifh them.

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

firrah : the complaints, I have heard of you, I do not
all believe 5 'tis my flownefs that I do pot, for, I know,
you lack not folly to commit them, and have ability

enough to make fuch knaveries yours.

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

poor fellow

Count. Well, Sir.

Clo. No, Madam ; 'tis not fo well that I am poor^
tho' many of the rich are damn'dj but if I have your
ladyfhip's good will to go to the world, hbel the wo-
pnan and I will do as we may.

Count. Wilt thou needs be a beggar?
Clo. I do beg your good will in this cafe.

Count. In what cafe ?

Clo. Fn Isbel's cafe, and mine own 5 fervice is no
heritage, and, I think, I fhajl never have the bleffing

of God, 'till I have iMue o' my body j for they fay,

beams are blc{Jings.

Count. Tell me thy reafon why thou wilt marry.

Clo. My poor body, Madam, requires it. I am
driven on by the flefh j and he muft needs go, that

the devil drives.

Count. Is this all your worfliip's reafon ?

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

as they are.

Count. May the world know them?
Clo. I have been, Madam, a wicked creature, as

The Worthinefs of Praife dijlains his Worth,

If He, that's praisd, hi7nfelf bring the Praifeforth.

1 won't pretend, that Shakefpeare is here treading in the Steps of JEf-
<hylus\ but that Poet has fomething in his Agamemnon, which might
very well be a Foundation to what our Author has advanced in both,

ihefe Paflages.

aK\ <iv#.io~ifj.us

But to be praised with Honour, is a 'Tribute

That muji he paid Us from another's Tongue,

Vol. II. B b you
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you and all flefli and blood are ; and, indeed, I do
marry, that I may repent.

Count. Thy marriage, fooner than thy wickednefs.

Clo. I am out of friends, Madam, and I hope to

have friends for my wife's fake.

Count. Such friends are thine enemies, knave.

Clo. Y'are fliallow, Madam, in great friends j for

the knaves come to do that for me, which I am weary
ofj he, that eares my land, fpares my team, and gives

me leave to inne the crop j if I be his cuckold, he's

my drudge j he, that comforts my wife, is the che-

riflier of my flefh and blood > he, that cheriflieth my
flefli and blood, loves my flefli and blood ; he, that

loves my flefli and blood, is my friend : ergo^ he, that

kifles my wife, is my friend. If men could be content-

ed to be what they are, there were no fear in mar-

riage ; for young Charbon the puritan, and old Poyfant

the papift, howfoe'er their hearts are fever'd in religi-

on, their heads are both one j they may joul horns

together, like any deer i'th' herd.

Count. Wilt thou ever be a foul-mouth'd and ca-

lumnious knave ?

Clo. A prophet, I, Madam* and I fpeak the truth

the next way*
a For I the ballad will repeat, which men full true

« fliallfindj

<c Your marriage comes by deftiny, your cuckow fings

" by kind.

Count. Get you gone, Sir, I'll talk with you more

anon.

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

come to you j of her I am to fpeak.

Count. Sirrah, tell my gentlewoman I would fpeak

with her, Helen I mean.

Ch. a Was this fair face the caufe, quoth fhe, (6)

[Singing.

" Why

(6) Was thisfair Face the Caufe, quoth She,

Why the Grecians fackedTvov s

Mas this King Priam'* Joy>] As th« Stanza, chat follows, "
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1

" Why the Grecians facked Troy?
w Fond done, fond done-,— for Paris he
M Was this King Priam's joy.
" With that fhe fighed as (he flood, (7)
u And gave this fentence then >

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

Count,

in alternate Rhyme, and as a Rhyme is here wanting to She in the lit

Verfe; 'tis evident, the 3d. Line is wanting. The Old Folio's give Us a

Part of it ; but how to fupply the loll Part, was the Queftion. Mr.
Ro<we has given us the Fragment honeftly, as he found it : but Mr. Pope,

rather than to feem founder'd, has funk it upon Us.— I communicated

to my ingenious Friend Mr. Warburton how I found the Paffage in the

old Books,

[Fond done, done, fond,
Was this King Priam'* Joy f\

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

Text, and the following Juflification of it. " I will firft proceed to

" juitify my Senfe and Emendation,and then account for the Corruption.
" In the firft place, 'tis plain, the laft Line mould not have been read
" with an Interrogation : For was Helen King Priam's Joy ? No, furely,

" fhe was not. Who then ? Why, the Hiftorians tell us it was Paris,
" who was his Favourite Son. And how natural was it, when this She
•• (whoever She was,) had faid, Was this the Face that ruin'd Troy ? to

" fall into a moral Reflection, and fay, What a fond Deed was this f

u Priant s Mifery proceeded from him, that was his only Joy. This is

" exactly agreeable to the Simplicity of thofe antient Songs : a3 the
" Phrafe, For Paris he— is to their Mode of Locution. So far we have
" the Genius of the Ballad, Hiftory, and the Context, to make it pro-
•' bable. An Obfervation upon the enfuing Stanza may make it clear
" to Demonftration."

I will only fubjoin, in Confirmation of my Friend's ingenious Con-
jecture, that, in The Maid in the Mill by Beaumont and Fletcher, I find

a fcrap of another old Ballad upon the fame Subject, mofl nearly corre-

fponding with ours.

And herefair Paris comes,

The hopeful Youth of Troy

;

Queen Hecuba'* darling Son,

King Priam'* only Joy.

(7) With That Jhefighed, asjhe flood, *

And ga<ve this Sentence then',

Among Nine bad if One be good,

There s yet Onegood in Ten.]
This 2d Stanza is a Joke turn'd upon the Women : a Confeflion that
there was One good in Ten. Upon which the Countefs fays,

<c What \

" One good in ten ! You corrupt the Song, Sirrah". — This fhews, that
the Senfe of the Song was, one bad only in ten ; or, nine good in ten

:

B b 2 and
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Count. What, one good in ten ? You corrupt thtf

fong, firrah.

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

purifying o'th' fong: would, God would ferve the

world fo all the year ! we'd find no fault with the

tithe-woman, if I were the Parfon ; one in ten, quoth
a' ! an we might have a good woman born but every
blazing ftar, or at an earthquake, 'twould mend the

lottery well ; a man may draw his heart out, ere he
pluck one.

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

Clo. That man that fhould be at a woman's com-
mand, and yet no hurt done! tho' honefty be no pu-
ritan, yet it will do no hurt 5 it will wear the furplis

of humility over the black gown of a big heart : I

am going, forfooth, the bufinefs is for Helen to come
hither. [£#/>.

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

man intirely.

Count. Faith* I do 5 her father bequeath'd her to

me> and flie herfelf, without other advantages, may
lawfully make title to as much love as me finds 5 there

is. more owing her, than is paid 5 and more fhall be

paid her, than me 11 demand.

and this clears up the Myftery. The 2d Stanza was certainly thus in the

Old Ballad.

With that SheJighed as She flood,

Andgave this Sentence then ;

If one he bad amongfl nine good,

there's but one bad in ten.

A vifible Continuation of the Thought, as amended, in the latter Part

of the firft Stanza: and it relates to the ten Sons of Priam, who all be-

haved themielves well except this Paris. Cut why Priam" s ten Son?,

may it not beask'd, when univerfal Tradition has given him fifty? To
This I reply, that, at the time of this unfortunate Part of his Reign, he

had but ten. To thefe thib Songfter alludes. They were* Agathon, An-

t'lfhon. Deiphobusy Dins, Hector, Hclenus, Hippotbous, Pammon, Paris

r.nd Pc/itts. It feems particularly humourous in the Clown, (and

fuiting with the Licence of his Character, as a Jc/leri) all at once to

deprave the Text of the Ballad, and turn it to a Sarcafm upon

Women. Mr. Warlurtw*

St:
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Stew. Madam, I was very late more near her, than,

I think, {he wifh'd me.; alone fhe was, and did com-
municate to. her felf her own words to her own
cars j fhe thought, I dare vow for her, they touch'd

not any itranger fenfe. Her matter was, {he lov'd

your fon ; Fortune, fhe faid, was no Goddefs, (8) that

had put fuch difference betwixt their two eftates ,

Love, no God, that would not extend his might, only

where qualities were level j Diana no queen of vir-

gins, that would fuffer her poor Knight to be fur*

priz'd without refcue in the firft affault, or ranfom af-

terward. This fhe deliver'd in the mofl bitter touch
of forrow, that e'er I heard a virgin exclaim in*

which I held it my duty fpeedily to acquaint you
withal; fithence, in the lofs that may happen, it con*
cerns you fomething to know it.

Count. You have difcharg'd this honeftly, keep it

to your felfj many likelihoods inform'd me of this

before, which hung fo tottering in the balance, that

I could neither believe nor mifdoubtj pray you, leave

mej flail this in your* bofom, and I thank you for

your honefj: cares I will fpeak with you further anon,

[Exit Steward,

(8) Fortune, fhefaid, vodsno Goddefs, Sec. Love, no God,. &c com-
plain'd againft: the Queen of Virgins, &c] This Paffage Hands thus in

the old Copies.

Love, no Cfod, that <would not extend bis Might only vjhere Qualities

were level, Queen of Virgins, that vjouldJuffer her poor Knight, &c.

'Tis evident to every fenfible Reader that fomething mull have ilip'd oat

here, by which the Meaning of the Context is render'd defective. There
are no Traces for the Words, [complained againft the] which I take"to

have been firft conje&urally fupply'd by Mr- Rovoe. But the Form of

the Sentence is intirely alter'd' by their Infertionj and" they, at bell,

make but a Botch. The Steward is {peaking in the very Words he
overheard of the Young Lady ; Fortune was no GooMefs, fhe faid, for

one reafon ; Love no God, for another;— what could She then more
naturally fubrjoin, than as I have amended in the Text ?

Diana no Queen of Virgins, that vuould fuffer her poor Knight to be

furpriz'd voithout Refcue, &c.
For in poetical Hiflory Diana was as well known to prefide over Cha-

ftity, as Cupid over Love, or Fortune over the Change or Regulation of
our QircffmftanceSf *

Bb 1
Muttt
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Enter Helena.

Count. Ev'n fo it was with me, when I was young

;

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

Doth to our rofe of' youth rightly belong j

Our blood to us, this to our blood, is born 5

It is the (how and feal of nature's truth,

Where love's ftrong paffion is impreft in youth $

By our remembrances of days foregone,

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

Her eye is fick on't ; I obferve her now.
Hel. What is your pleafure; Madam ?

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

Hel. Mine honourable miftrefs.

Count. Nay, a mother

;

Why not a mother? when I faid a mother,

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

That you ftart at it? I fay, I'm your mother -

y

And put you in the catalogue of thofe,

That were enwombed mine; 'tis often fecn,

Adoption ftrives with nature > and choice breeds

A native flip to us from foreign feeds.

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

Yet I exprels to you a mother's care :

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

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

That this diftemper'd meiTenger of wet,

The many-colour'd /ra, rounds thine eyes?

Why, that you are my daughter?

Bel. That I am not.

Count. I fay, I am your mother.

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

I am from humble, he from honour'd name*
No note upon my parents, his all noble.

My mailer, my dear lord he is ; and I

His fervant live, and will his vaiTal die:

He mud not be my brother. .

Count. Nor I your mother?

//el.
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HeL You are my mother, Madam 5 would you were,

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

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

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

So I were not his fifter : can't no other,

But I your daughter, he muft be my brother?

Count. Yes, Helen, you might be my daughter-in-

law 3

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

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

The myft'ry of your lonelinefs , and rind

Your fait tears head § now to all fenfe 'tis grofs,

You love my fon 5 invention is afham'd,

Againft the proclamation of thy pallion,

To fay, thou doft not 5 therefore tell me true*

But tell me then, 'tis fo. For, look, thy cheeks

Confefsit one to th' other j and thine eyes

See it fo grofly fhown in thy behaviour,

That in their kind they fpeak it: only fin

And hellifti obftinacy tie thy tongue,

That truth fhould be fufpe&ed j fpeak, is't fo ?

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

If it be not, forfwear'tj howc'er, I charge thee,

(9) Now 1fee
The my?try ofyour lovelinefs, andfind
Your fait tears head : ——~—— J

The Myftery of her Lovelinefs is beyond my Comprehenfion : The old
Countefs is laying nothing ironical, nothing taunting, or in Reproach,
that this Word mould find a place here ; which it could not, unlefs far-

caflically employ*d, and with fome Spleen. I dare warrant, the Poet
meant, his old Lady fhould fay no more than This: " I now find the
* Myftery of your creeping into Corners, and weeping, and pining in
" fecret". For this Reafon I have amended the Text, Lonelinefs. The
Steward, in the foregoing Scene, where he gives the Countefs Intelli-

gence of Helens Behaviour fays

;

Alone She was, and did communicate to herfelf her own Words to her

pnvn Ears.

The Author has ufed the Word Lonelinefs, to fignify a Perfon's being

alone, again in his Hamlet.

We will beflow ourfives : read on this book ;

thatfhew of fuch an Exercife may colour

Your Lonelinefs.

B b 4 As
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As heav'n fhall work in me for thine avail,

To tell me truly.

HeL Good Madam, pardon me.
Count. Do you love my Ton ?

HeL Your pardon, noble miftrefs.

Count. Love you my Ton ?

HeL Do not you love him, Madam ?

Count. Go not about; my love hath in't a bond,
Whereof the world takes note : come, ,come, difclofe

The ftate of your affection 5 for your paffions
Have to the full appeach'd.

* HeL Then, I confefs,

Here on my knee, before high heav'ns and you,
That before you, and next unto high heav'n,
I love your fon :

My friends were poor, but honeft* fo's my love*
Be not offended 5 for it hurts not him>
That he is lov'd of me > I follow him not

By any token of prefumptuous fuit

;

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

Yet never know, how that Defert fhall be:

I know, 1 love in vain * flrive againft hope 3

Yet, in this captious and intenible fieve,

I flill pour in the water of my love,

And lack not to lole ftillj thus, Indian-Yikt,

Religious in mine error, I adore

The Sun that looks upon his Worfhipper,
But knows of him no more. My deareft Madam,
Let not your hate incounter with my love,

For loving where you do -, but if your felf,

Whofe aged honour cites a virtuous youth,

Did ever in fo true a flame of liking

Wife chaflly, and love dearly, that your Dian
Was both her felf and Love $ O then, give pity

To her, whofe Hate is fuch, that cannot chufe

But lend, and i.
T ive, where me is fure to lofe ;

That leeks not to rind That, which Search implies \

But, riddle-like, lives fweetly, where ihe dies

Count. Had you not lately an i:u:nt, fpeak truly,

To go to Paris ?

HeL
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Bel. Madam, I had.

Count. Wherefore? tell true.

HeL I will tell truth •, by Grace it felf, I fwear 5

You know, my father left me fome Prefcriptions

Of rare and prov'd effects $ fuch as his Reading
And manifeft Experience had collected

For general fov'reignty j and that he will'd me
In heedfuH'ft refervation to beftow them,
As notes, whofe faculties inclufive were,

More than they were in note: amongft the reft,

There is a Remedy,approv'd, fet down,
To cure the defperate languifhings, whereof
The King is render'd loft.

Count. This was your motive for Parky was it, fpeak?
HeL My lord your fon made me to think of this j

Elfe Paris, and the medicine, and the King,
Had from the converfation of my thoughts.

Haply been abfent then.

Count. But think you, Helen,

If you mould tender your fuppofed aid,

He would receive it? he and his phyficiam

Are of a mind 5 he, that they cannot help him

:

They, that they cannot help. How mall they credit

A poor unlearned Virgin, when the Schools,

Embowell'd of their Doctrine, have left off

The danger to it felf?

HeL There's fomething in't

More than my father's skill, (which was the great'ft

Of his Profeffion,) that his good receipt

Shall for my legacy be fanctified

By th' luckieftftars in heav'n$ and,would yourHonour
But give me leave to try fuccefs, I'd venture
The well-loft life of mine on his Grace's Cure,
By fuch a day and hour.

Count. Doft thou believe't ?

HeL Ay, Madam, knowingly.

Count. Why, Helen, thou fhalt have my leave and
love 5

Means and attendants 5 and my loving greetings
To thofe of mine in Court, I'll ftay at home,

And
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And pray God's Bleffing into thy attempt

:

Begone, to morrow > and be fure of this,

What I can help thee to, thou {halt not mifs.

[Exeunt.

A C T II.

SCENE, the Court of France,

? Enter the King, with divers young Lords taking leave for

the Florentine war. Bertram and Parolles.

Flourijh Cornets.

King.
FArewel, young Lords : thefe warlike principles

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

wel

;

Share the advice betwixt you. If Both gain,

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

And is enough for both.

i Lord, 'Tis our hope, Sir,

After well-enter'd foldiers, to return

And find your Grace in health.

King. No, no, it cannot be 5 and yet my heart

Will not confefs, it owns the malady

That doth my life befiege; farewei, young Lords $

Whether I live or die, be you the Sons

Of worthy French men* (10) let higher Italy

(Thofe bated, that inherit but the Fall

Of the laft Monarchy y) fee, that you come
Not

(10) let higher Italy

(Thofe bated, that inherit hut the Tall

Of the laft Monarchy j) fee, &c] This Teems to me One of the

very obfcure Paflages of Shatefpeate, and which therefore may very well

demand Explanation. Italy, at the time of this Scene, was under three

ty different Tenures. The Emperour, «t Sutcdibr of the Ronton Em-
pcrour
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Not to woo honour, but to wed it $ when
The braveft Queftant {brinks, find what you Heck,

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

z Lord. Health at your bidding fcrve your Majefly !

King. Thofe girls of Italyy take heed of them 5

They fay, our French lack language to deny,

If they demand : beware of being captives,

Before you ferve.

Both. Our hearts receive your warnings.

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

[Exit.

1 Lord. Oh, my fweet Lord, that you will flay be-

hind us !

Par. 'Tis not his fault -, the Spark
z Lord. Oh, 'tis brave wars.

Par. Moft admirable ; I have feen thofe wars.

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

$00 young* and the next yeary and 'tis too early.

Par. An thy mind Hand to it, boy, fteal away
bravely.

Ber. Shall I ftay here the forehorfe to a fmock,
Creeking my {hoes on the plain mafonry,

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

perours, had one Part; the Pope, by a pretended Donation from Con-

Rantine, another ; and the Third was co'mpos'd of free States. Now
by the laft Monarchy is meant the Roman, the Laft of the four general

Monarchies. Upon the Fall of this Monarchy, in the Scramble, fcveral

Cities fet up for Themfelves, and became free States: Now thefe might
be faid properly to inherit the Fall of the Monarchy. But the Empe-
rour could not be laid to inherit the Fall of the Monarchy, any more
than a Son, who inherits an impair'd Eftate, could be faid to inherit

the Fall of his Father's Eftate : Tho' thofe, who had defrauded the Fa-

ther, might be faid to inherit the Fall of his Eftate. Much lefs could

the Pope, by a Donation in the Times of its Duration, be faid to do fo.

This being premifed, now to the Senfe. The King fays, Higher Italy 5—
giving it the Rank of Preference to France ; but he corrects himfelf and
fays, I except Thofe from that Precedency, who only inherit the Fall of
the laft Monarchy; as all the little petty States; for inftance, Florence to

whom thefe Voluntiers were going. As if he had faid, I give the Place

of Honour to the Emperpur and the Pope, but not to the free States. All

here is clear ; and 'tis exactly 5hake/pear-i% Manner, who lov'd to fhew
his Reading on fuch Occafions, Mr. Warlurton.

I Lord.



3 8 o All's welly that Ends well

i Lord. There's honour in the theft.

Par. Commit it, Count.

z Lord. I am your acceflary, and fo farewel.

Ber.. I grow to you, and our Parting is a tortur'tj

"body.

i Lord. Farewel, Captain.

z Lord. Sweet Monfieur Parolks/r

Par. Noble heroes, my fword and yours are kin j

good Sparks and luftrous. A word, good metals.

(n) You fhall find in the regiment of the Spinii^ one

Captain Spuriv with his cicatrice, an emblem of war,

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

trench'd it 5 fay to him, I live, and obferve his reports

of me.
i Lord. We fhall, noble Captain.

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

ye do?
Ber. Stay; the King - {Exeunt Lords.

Par. Ule a more ipacious ceremony to the noble

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

too cold an adieuj.be more expreflive to them, for

they wear themfelves in the cap of the time % there, do
mufter true gate, eat, fpeak, and move under the in-

fluence of the moft receiv'd ftar j and tho' the devil

}ead the meafure, fuch are to be foliowM : after them,
and take a more dilated farewel.

(i i) You Jhall find in the Regiment of the Spinii one Captain Spurio,

bis Cicatrice, with an Emblem of War here on his Jinifter Cheek ;] It is

iurprizing, None of the Editors could fee that a flight Tranfpofition

was abfolutely ncceilary here, when there is not common Senfe in the

Paflage, as it ftands without fuch Tranfpofition. Parolles only means,
" You fhall find one Captain Spuria in the Camp with a Scar on his left

" Cheek, a Mark of War that my Sword gave him." Our Poet has em-

ploy^ this Word, to fignify Scar, in other of his Plays : So, before, iQ

As You like it ;

— lean but upon a Pvjh,

The Cicatrice and capable Imprejfure

Thy Palm Jome moment keeps

:

And in Hamlet \

Since yet thy Cicatrice looks raixj and red

the Dam !h Si-.-oi d\ -
.

*

Sn,
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Ber. And I will do fo.

Par. Worthy fellows* and like to prove mod finewy

fword-men* {Exeunt,

Enter the King) and Lafeu.

Laf. Pardon^ my Lord> for me and for my tidings.

King. I'll fee thee to ftand up.

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

pardon.

I would, you had kneel'd, my lord, to ask me mercy j

And that at my bidding you could fo ftand up.

King. I would, I had ; fo I had broke thy pate*

And ask'd thee mercy for't*

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

Will you be cur'd of your infirmity ?

King. No.
Laf. Oy will you eat no grapes, my royal fox ?

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

My royal fox could reach them : (12) I have feen a

Med?tin$
That's able to breathe life into a ftone*

Quicken a rock, and make you dance Canary
With fprightly fire and motion 5 whofe fimple touch
Is powerful to araife King Pepin^ nay,

To give great Charkmain a pen in's hand*

And write to Her a love-line.

King. What her is this?

Laf. Why, DocTror-fhe : my Lord, there's one ar*

riv'd,

If you will fee her : now, by my faith and honour,
If ferioufly I may convey my thoughts

In this my light deliverance, I have fpoke

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

Wifdom and conftancy, hath amaz'd me more

(12} / have feen a Medecine,] Lafeu does not mean that he has feen

a Remedy, but a Perfon bringing fuch Remedy. I therefore imagine,

our Author ufed the French Word, Medecin, i. e. a Phyfician ; this a-

grees with what he fubjoins immediately in Reply to the King,
Why, Do&or-She * -— and— write ts her a Love-line*

Thar*
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Than I dare blame my weaknefs : will you fee her,

For that is her Demand, and know her bufinefs ?

That done, laugh well at me.
King. Now, good Lafeu^

Bring in the admiration, that we with thee

May fpend our wonder too, or take off thine,

By wondering how thou took'ft it.

Laf. Hay, I'll fit you,

And not be all day neither. [Exit Lafeu.
King* Thus he his fpecial Nothing ever prologues.

Laf. [Returns^ Nay, come your ways.
[Bringing in Helena.

King. This hafte hath wings, indeed.

Laf. Nay, come your ways,

This is his Majefty, fay your mind to him$
A traitor you do look like> but fuch traitors

His Majefty feldom fears j I'm CreJ/id's Uncle,
That dare leave two together $ fare you well. [Exit.

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

Hel. Ay, my good Lord.

Gerard de Narbon was my Father,

In what he did profefs, well found.

King. I knew him.

Hel. The rather will I fpare my praife towards him $

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

Many Receipts he gave me, chiefly one,

Which as the deareft iffiie of his practice,

And of his old experience th'only Darling,

He bade me ftore up, as a triple eye,

Safer than mine own two : more dear I have fo 5

And hearing your high Majefty is touch'd

With that malignant caufe, wherein the honour
Of my dear Father's gift ftands chief in power,

1 come to tender it, and my appliance,,

With all bound humblenefs.

King. We thank you, Maiden ;

But may not be fo credulous of Cure,
When our moft learned Doctors leave us > and
The congregated College have concluded,

That labouring Art can never ranfome Nature
From
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Prom her unaidable eftate: we muft not

So ftain our judgment, or corrupt our hope,

To proftitute our paft-cure malady

To empericks 5 or to diflever fo

Our great felf and our credit, to efteem

A fenfelefs help, when help paft fenfe we deem,

HeL My duty then fhall pay me for my pains 5

I will no more enforce mine office on you

;

Humbly intreating from your royal thoughts

A modeft one to bear me back again.

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

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

As one near death to thofe that wifh him live 5

But what at full I know, thou know'ft no part 5

I knowing all my peril, thou no art.

HeL What I can do, can do no hurt to try,

Since you fet up your Reft 'gainft remedy :

He that of greateft works is finifher,

Oft does them by the weakeft minifter:

So holy Writ in Babes hath judgment fhown,
When Judges have been Babes 5 great floods have flown.
From Ample fources 5 and great feas have dry'd,

When Mir'cles have by th' greateft been deny'd.

Oft expeftation fails, and moft oft there

Where moft it promifes : and oft it hits

Where hope is coldeft, and defpair moft fits.

King. I muft not hear thee 5 fare thee well, kind
Maid -

9

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

Proffers, not took, reap thanks for their reward.
HeL Infpired merit fo by breath is barr'd

:

It is not fo with him that all things knows,
As 'tis with us, that fquare our guefs by (hows

;

But moft it is prefumption in us, when
The help of heav'n we count the aft of men.
Dear Sir, to my endeavours give confent,

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

I am not an impoftor, that proclaim

My felf againft the level of mine aim,

But
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But know t think, and think I know moft fare,

My Art is not paft power, nor you paft Cure.
King. Art thouTo confident? within what fpace

Hop'ft thou my Cure ?

HeL The Greater! Grace lending grace,

Ere twice the horfes of the Sun fhall bring
Their fiery torcher his diurnal ring \

Ere twice in murk and occidental damp
Moift Hefperus hath quench'd his fleepy lampj
Or four and twenty times the pilot's glafs

Hath told the thievifh minutes how they pafs;

What is infirm from your found parts fhall fly,

Health fhall live free, and ficknefs freely die.

King. Upon thy certainty and confidence,

What dar'fb thou venture?

HeL Tax of impudence,

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

With vileft torture let my life be ended.

King. Methinks, in thee fome bleffed Spirit doth fpeak

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

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

Worth name of life, in thee hath eftimate:

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

That happinefs and prime can happy call 5

Thou* this to hazard, needs muft intimate

Skill infinite, or monflrous defperate.

(13) Youth, beauty, njotfdom, courage, alike.'] This Verfe is too (hort

by a Foot ; and apparently fome Diilyllable is drop'd out by Mifchance.

Mr. Warburton concurr'd with me in Conjecture to fupply the Verfc

thus:

Youth, beauty, tvifdom, courage, virtue, all Sec.

Helena had laid a particular Strefs on her maiden Reputation ; and the

King, afterwards, when he comes to fpeak of her to Bertram, fays i

Ifjbe be

Ml that is virtuous, (fave, What thou difliPjl,

A poor Phyftciaris Daughter ;) thou dijlik'ji

Of Virtue fir her name :

Sweet
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Sweet Pra&ifer, thy phyfick I will try;

That minifters thine own death, if I die.

HeL If I break time, or flinch in property

Of what I fpoke, unpitied let me die,

And well deierv'd! Not helping, death's my fee 5

But if I help, what do you promife me ?

King. (14) Make thy Demand.
HeL But will you make it even ?

King. Ay, by my Scepter, and my hopes of Heav'n.

HeL Then fhalt thou give me, with thy kingly hand,

What Husband in thy power I will command.
Exempted be from me the arrogance
To chufe from forth the royal blood of France %

My low and humble name to propagate
With any branch or image of thy Hate :

But fuch a one thy vaflal, whom I know
Is free for me to ask, thee to beftow.

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

Thy will by my performance mall be ferv'd

:

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

Thy refolv'd Patient, on thee ftill rely.

More fhould I queftion thee, and more I muftj
(Tho' more to know, could not be more to trufl:

:

)

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

Unqueftion'd welcome, and undoubted bleft.

Give me fome help here, hoa ! if thou proceed

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

[Exeunt.

{14) King. Make thy Demand.
Hel. But nvill you make it e*ven ?

King. Ay, by my Scepter and my hopes of help.]

The King could have but a very flight Hope of Help from her, fcarce

enough to fwear by : and therefore Helen might fufpeel, he meant to

equivocate with her. Befides, obferve, the greatefl Part of the Scene is

ftriftty in Rhyme : and there is no Shadow of Reafon why it ihould be

interrupted here. I rather imagine, the Poet wrote ;

Ay, by my Scepter, and my Hopes ^Heav'n.
Dr. Tbtr/by.

Vol. II. Cc SCENE
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SCENE changes to Roufillon.

Enter Countefs, and Clown,

Count. S~*i O M E on, Sir 5 I mall now put you to

V*-/ the height of your Breeding.
Clown. I will fhew my felf highly fed, and lowly

taught; I know, my bufinefs is but to the Court.
Count. But to the Court? why, what place make you

fpecial, when you put off that with fuch contempt?
but to the Court

!

Clo. Truly, Madam, if God have lent a man any
manners, he may eafily put it off at Court : he that

cannot make a leg, put off's cap, kifs his hand, and
fay nothing, has neither leg, hands, lip, nor cap -> and,

indeed, fuch a fellow, to fay precifely, were not for

the Court : but for me, I have an anfwer will ferve all

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

queftions.

Clo. It is like a barber's chair, that fits all buttocks

;

the pin-buttock, the quatch-buttock, the brawn-but-
tock, or any buttock.

Count. Will your anfwer ferve fit to all queftions ?

Clo. As fit as ten groats is for the hand of an attor-

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

JWs rufh for Horn's fore-finger, as a pancake for Shrove-

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

the cuckold to his horn, as a fcolding quean to a wrang-

ling knave, as the nun's lip to the friar's mouth 3 nay,

as the pudding to his skin.

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

all queftions?

Clo. From below your Duke, to beneath your Con-

ftable, it will fie any queftion.

Count. It muft be an anfwer of moll: monftrous fize,

3that muft fit all demands.

Clo. But a trifle neither, in good faith, if the Learned

fhould fpeak truth of it : here it is, and all that be-

longs
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longs to't. Ask me, if I am a Courtier 5 it fhall

do you no harm to learn.

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

Clo. O lord, Sir — there's a fimple putting off:

more, more, a hundred of them.

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

you.

Clo. O lord, Sir— thick, thick, fpare not me.
Count. I think, Sir, you can eat none of this home-

ly meat.

Clo. O lord, Sir— nay, put me to't, I warrant
you.

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

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

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

fequent to your whipping : you would anfwer very
well to a whipping, if you were but bound to't.

Clo. I ne'er had worfe luck in my life, in my > O
lord, Sir 5 I fee, things may ferve long, but not ferve

ever.

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

entertain it fo merrily with a fool.

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

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

And urge her to a prefent Anfwer back.

Commend me to my kinfmen, and my fon :

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

Count. Not much imployment for you, you under-
ftand me.

Clo. Moft fruitfully, I am there before my legs.

Count, Hafte you again, [Exeunt.

Ccz SCENE
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SCENE changes to the Court of France.

Enter Bertram, Lafeu, ##^Parolles.

Laf. (if) 'TnHEY fay, miracles are paft 5 and we
L have our philofophical perfons to make

modern, and familiar, Things fupernatural and caufe-

lefs. Hence is it, that we make trifles of terrors 5 en-

fconfing our felves into feeming knowledge, when we
fhould fubmit our felves to an unknown fear.

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

hath fliot out in our later times.

Ber. And fo 'tis.

Laf. To be relinquifh'd of the Artifts—*-—

Par. So I fay, both of Galen and Paracelfas.

Laf. Of all the learned and authentick Fellows——*
Par. Right, fo I fay.

Laf That gave him out incurable,

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

Laf. Not to be help'd,

Par. Right, as 'twere a man aflur'd of an

Laf. Uncertain life, and fure death,

—

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

Laf. I may truly fay, it is a novelty to the world.
Par. It is, indeed, if you will have it in fhewing,

you lhall read it in, what do you call there

Laf. A fhewing of a heav'nly effecl: in an earthly

a&or.

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

Laf. (16) Why, your dolphin is not luftier : for me,
I fpcak in refpeft

Par.

(15) 7bey fay Miracles are pajt, and ive ha<vt our Philofophical Perfons

to make modern and familiar things fupernatural and caufelefs.] This, as

it ha6 hitherto been pointed, is directly oppofite to our Poet's, and his

Speaker's, Meaning. As I have ftop'd it, the Senfe quadrates with the

Context: and, furely, it is one unalterable Property of Philofophy, to

rrake iteming ftrange and preternatural Phenomena familiar, and re-

ducible to Caufe and Reafon.

(16) JVhy, your Dolphin /'/ not lufier :] I have thought it very proba-

ble, that, as 'tis a French Man fpeak?, and as 'tis the French King he js

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

brief and the tedious of it j and he's of a moft facine-

rious fpirit, that will not acknowledge it to be the-

—

Laf. Very hand of Heav'n.

Par. Ay, fo I fay.

Laf. In a moft weak—
Par. And debile minifter, great power, great tran-

feendencej which fliould, indeed, give us a further ufe

to be made than alone the recov'ry of the King} as to

be—
Laf. Generally thankful.

Enter King, Helena, and attendants.

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

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

Par. Mort du Vinaigre^ is not this Helen ?

Laf. 'Fore God, I think fo.

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

Sit, my Preferver, by thy Patient's fide

;

And with this healthful hand, whofe banifh'd fenfe

Thou haft repeal'd, a fecond time receive

The confirmation of my promis'd gift \

Which but attends thy naming.

fpeaking of, the Poet might have wrote,

Why, your Dauphin is not lujlier

:

i. e. the King is as hale and hearty as the Prince his Son. And that

the King in this Play is fuppofed to have a Son, is plain from what he
fays to Bertram in the firft Acl.

Wellcome, Count,

My SonV no dearer.

Befides, Dauphin in the old Impreffions is conftantly fpelt as the Filh,

Dolphin. But then confidering on the other hand, As found as a Roach,
As whole as a Fife, are proverbial Exprefljons : and conlidering too that

our Author elfewhere makes the Dolphin an Inftance or Emblem of Lu£
tihood and Activity,

— his Delights

Were Dolphin-like, they Jhenvd his Back above
The Element they UnJd in, Anto. and C!e>p.

I have not thought proper to difturb the Text. Nor would, indeed, the

Senfe of the Pai&ge be affe&ed by any Alteration.

Cc
5 Entef
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Enter three or four Lords.

Fair Maid, fend forth thine eye ; this youthful parcel

Of noble batchelors ftand at my beftowing,

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

I have to ufe y thy frank election make y

Thou haft power to chufe, and they none to forfake.

Hel. To each of you, one fair and virtuous Miftrefs

Fall, when love pleafei marry, to each but one.

Laf. I'd give bay curtal and his furniture,

My mouth no more were broken than thefe boys,

And writ as little beard.

Xing. Perufe them well :

Not one of thole, but had a noble Father.

[She addrejfes her [elf to a Lord.

He!. Gentlemen, Heaven hath, through me, reftor'd

The King to health.

All. We underftand it, and thank Heav'n for you.

Hel. I am a fimple Maid, and therein weakhieft,

That, I proteft, I limply am a Maid.
Pleafe it your Majefty, I have done already:

The Blufhes in my cheeks thus whifper me,
" We blufh that thou fhould'ft chufe, but be refus'd>
cc Let the white death fit on thy cheek for ever,
<c We'll ne'er come there again.

King. Make Choice, and fee,

Who fhuns thy love, fhuns all his love in me.
Hel. Now, Dian

y from thy Altar do I fly.

And to imperial Love, that God moll high,

Do my fighs flream : Sir, will you hear my fuit ?

I Lord. And grant it.

Hel. (17) Thanks, Sir; all the reft is mute.

Laf

(17) Thanks y Sir; all the reft are mute] All the reft are mute? She

had fpoke to but One yet. Thie is a nonfenfical Alteration of Mr.
Pope's from the old Copies, in which, I doubt not, but he thought him
fclf very wife and fagacious. The genuine Reading is, as I have re-

ftor'd in the Text

;

All the reft is mute.

(i. e. as in Hamlet, 7he rrft is Silence) and the Meaning, this. He-

Una finding a favourable Anfwcr from the firlt Gallant fhe addrefs'd to,

but
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Laf. I had rather be in this choice^ than throw
Ames-ace for my life.

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

Before I fpeak, too threatningly replies

:

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

z Lord. No better, if you pleafe,

Hel. My wifh receive,

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

Laf. Do all they deny her ? if they were Sons of
mine, I'd have them whip'd, or I would fend them to

the Turk to make eunuchs of.

Hel. Be not afraid that I your hand fhould take,

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

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

Laf. Thefe boys are boys of ice, they'll none of
her : fure, they are baftards to the Englijby the French

ne'er got 'em.

Hel. You are too young, too happy, and too good,
To make your felf a Son out of my blood.

4 Lord. (18) Fair one, I think not fo.

Laf. There's one grape yet,

Par. I am fure, thy Father drunk Wine.—-*

Laf. But if Thou be'eft not an Afs, I am a

Youth of fourteen. I have known thee already;

Hel. I dare not fay, I take you > but I give

Me and my fervice, eve? whilft I live,

but not defigning to fix her Choice there, civilly fays, I thank you, Sir ;

That is All I have to advance. I am oblig'd to You for your Comply-
ance ; but my Eye and Heart have another Aim.

(18) 4 Lord. Fair One, I think not fo.

Laf. There's one Grape yet, I am fure my Father drunk Wine

;

but if Thou bieft not an Afs, I am a Youth offourteen : I have known
thee already .] Surely, This is moil incongruent Stuff. Lafeu is angry
with the other Noblemen, for giving Helena the Repulfe : and is He an-

gry too, and thinks the fourth Nobleman an Afs, becaufe he's for em-
bracing the Match ? The Whole, certainly, can't be the Speech of one
Mouth. As I have divided the Speech, I think, Clearnefs and Humour
are reflor'd. And if Parolles were not a little pert and impertinent here

to Lafeu, why fhouid he fay, he had found him out already ? Or, why
(hould he quarrel with him in the very next Scene ?

C c 4 Into
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Into your guiding power : this is the Man.
\jfo Bertram.

King. Why then, young Bertram, take her-, fhe's thy
Wife. aoirt vs&im

£er. My Wife, my Liege? I fhall befeech your High-
nefs, V3 no j

In fuch a bufinefs give me leave to ufe dqou gn
The help of mine own eyes. bn& flub aroj

King. Know'ft thou not, Bertramyn®*i b'monori iO
What flie hath done for me ?

Ber. Yes, my good Lord, 6rfa 33*31

But never hope to know why I fhould marry her. -

King. Thou know'ft, flie has rais'd me from my fick-

ly bed. mwuodT
Ber. But follows it, my Lord, to bring me down

Muft anfwer for your railing? I know her well:
She had her Breeding at my Father's Charge :

A poor Phy (Irian's Daughter my Wife! Difdain
Rather corrupt me ever ! jwk-

King. 'Tis only title thou difdain'ft in her, the which
I can build up : ftrange is it, that our bloods,
Of colour, weight, and heat, pour'd all together,
Would quite confound diftin&ion, yet ftand off
In differences, fo mighty. If {he be
All that is virtuous, (fave what thou diflik'ft,

A poor Phyfician's Daughter,)" thou diflik'it

Of Virtue for the name: but do not fo.

(ip) From loweft Place when virtuous things proceed,
The Place is dignify'd by th' doer's deed.
Where great Addition fwells, and Virtue none.
It is a dropfied honour; good alone,

Is good without a name. Vilenefs is fo :

The property by what it is fhould go,

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

In thefc, to Nature fhe's immediate Heir 3

(19) From lo'tveft PLtce, whence virtuous things proceed,

'The Place is dignified by th' Doers Deed ] 'Tis ftrange, that None

of the Editors could perceive, that both the Sentiment and Grammar are

ccfeclive here. Thecal/ Correction, which I have given, was prefcribed

co me by the ingenious Dr. Ybirlty.

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

Which challenges it felf as honour's born,

And is not like the fire. (2,0) Honours beft thrive^

When rather from our affcs we them derive

Than our fore-goers : the mcer Word's a flave

Debaucht on every tomb, on every grave 5

A lying trophy j (21) and as oft is dumb,
Where duft and damn'd oblivion is the tomb
Of honour'd bones, indeed. What fhould be (aid ?

If thou can'ft like this Creature as a Maid,
I can create the reft: virtue and fhe,

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

King. Thou wrong'ft thy felf, if thou fhould'ft ftrivc

to chufe.

Hel. That you are well reftor'd, my Lord, I'm glad:

Let the reft go.-

King. (2.2,) My honour's at theftake ; which to defend,

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

(20) Honours heft thrive,

When rather from our Acts <we them derive

Than our Foregoers."] How nearly does this Sentiment of our Au-
thor's refemble the following PaiTage of Juvenal7

Ergo ut miremur Te, non tua, primum aliqiiid da
$£uod pojfim titulis incidere, praeter Honores

Quos illis damus, & dedimus, quibus omnia debes.

Sat. VIII. ver. 63,
^2'i) % and as oft is dumb,

Where Duft and damnd Oblivion is the Tomb.

Of honour d Bones, indeed, vohat Jhould be faid rQ This is iuch

pretty Stuff, indeed, as is only worthy of its accurate Editors ! The
Tranfpofition of an innocent Stop, or two, is a Task above their Dili-

gence : efpecially, if common Senfe is to be the Refult of it. The Re-
gulation, I have given, muft ftrike every Reader fo at nrft Glance, that

it needs not a Word in Confirmation.

(22) My Honour s at the Stake; vuhich to defeat

I muft produce my fVxuV.] The poor King of France is again

made a Man of Gotham, by our unmerciful Editors: What they make
him fay, is mere mock-reafoning. The PaiTage muft either be reftor'd,

as I have conjeclurally corre&ed ; or elfe the King muft be iuppos'dto

break off abruptly from What he was going to fay, and determine that

he will interpofe his Authority. As thus

;

My Honour s at the Stake ; which to defeat,
;

/ muft produce my Fawr*

Proud
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Proud fcornful boy, unworthy this good gift!

That doll in vile mifprifion ihackle up
My love, and her defert 5 that canft not dream,
We poizing us in her defective fcale,

Shall weigh thee to the beam ; that wilt not know,
It is in us to plant thine honour, where
We pleafe to have it grow. Check thy contempt

:

Obey our Will, which travels in thy good -,

Believe not thy difdain, but prefently

Do thine own fortunes that obedient Right, ,

Which both thy duty owes,, and our power claims;

Or I will throw thee from my care for ever

Into the fiaggers, and the carelefs lapfe

Of youth and ignorance ; my revenge and hate

Loofing upon thee in the name of juitice,

Without all terms of pity. Speak thine anfwer.

Ber. Pardon, my gracious Lord 5 for I fubmic
My fancy to your eyes. When I confider,

What great Creation, and what dole of Honour
Flies where you bid j I find, that ihe, which late

Was in my nobler thoughts molt bafe, is now
The praifed of the King > who, fo ennobled,

Is, as 'twere, born fo.

King. Take her by the hand,

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

A counterpoize; if not in thy eitate,

A ballance more repleat.

Ber. I take her hand.

King. Good fortune, and the favour of the King
Smile upon this Contract 3 whofe ceremony
Shall feem expedient on the now-born brief,

And be perform'd to night •, the folemn Feaft

Shall more attend upon the coming fpace,

Expecting abfent Friends. As thou lov'ft her,

Thy love's to me religious •, elfe does err. [Exeunt*

Manent Parolles and Lafeu.

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

Par. Your pleafure, Sir ?

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

cantation. Par*
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Par. Recantation?— my Lord? my Matter?

Laf. Ay, is it not a language I fpeak ?

Par. A moft harfh one, and not to be underftood

without bloody fucceeding. My mafter?

Laf. Are you companion to the Count Roujillon?

Par. To any Count ; to all Counts 5 to what is

man.

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

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

—

Laf. I muft tell thee, firrah, I write man 5 to which
title age cannot bring thee.

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

Laf. I did think thee, for two Ordinaries, to be a

pretty wife fellows thou didft make tolerable vent of
thy travel, it might pafsj yet the fcarfs and the ban-

nerets about thee did manifoldly diffuade me from be-

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

yet art thou good for nothing but taking up, and that

thou'rt fcarce worth.

Par. Hadft thou not the privilege of antiquity up-
on thee

Laf. (23) Do not plunge thy felf too far in anger,

left thou haften thy tryal; which if,— Lord have mer-
cy on thee for a hen ! fo, my good window of lattice,

(23) Do not plunge thy felf toofar in anger, left thou haften thy Tryal;

which is, Lord have Mercy on thee for a hen ;] Mr. Roive and Mr. Pope,

cither by Inadvertence, or fome other Fatality, have blunder'd this Paf-

fage into ftark Nonfenfe. I have reftor'd the Reading of the old Folio,

and by fubjoining the Mark to fhew a Break is neceffary, have retriev'4

the Poet's genuine Senfe

:

—— which if Lord have Mercy on thee for a hen !

The Sequel of the Sentence is imply'd, not exprefs'd : This Figure the

Rhetoricians have call'd hiravicdirnGic. A remarkable Inftance we have
of it in the firft Book ofFirgifs JEneis.

Quos Ego fed motos praftat componere Fluclus.

So likewife in Terence ;

Mala mens, malus animus ; quern quidem Ego ft fenfero, -

—

Sed quid opus eft verbis ? Andr. Acl. I. Sc. f.

But I {hall have Occafion to remark again upon It, when I come to

King Lear.

fare
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fare thee well •, thy cafement I need not open, I look
through thee. Give me thy hand.

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

nity.

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

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

Laf. Yes, good faith, ev'ry dram of it 5 and I will

not bate thee a fcruple.

Par. Well, I fhall be wifer-

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

pull at a Smack o'th' contrary. If ever thou beeft

bound in thy fcarf and beaten, thou {halt find what it

is to be proud of thy bondage. I have a defire to

hold my acquaintance with thee, or rather my know-
ledge, that I may fay in the default, he is a man I

know.
Par. My Lord, you do me moft infupportable vexa-

tion.

Laf. I would, it were hell-pains for thy fake, and

my poor doing eternal : for doing, I am paft > as I

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

[Exit.

Par. Well, thou haft a Son fhall take this difgrace

off me ; fcurvy, old, filthy, fcurvy Lord !— well,

I muft be patient, there is no fettering of authority.

I'll beat him, by my life, if I can meet him with any

convenience, an he were double and double a Lord.

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

of «— I'll beat him, an if I could but meet him a-

gain.

Re-enter Lafeu.

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

news for you : you have a new Miftrefs.

Par. I moft unfeignedly befeech your Lordfhip to

make fome refervation of your wrongs. He, my good

Lord, whom I ferve above, is my Mafter.

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

Laf.
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Laf. The Devil it is, that's thy Matter. Why doft

thou garter up thy arms o' this fafhion ? doft make
hofe of thy fleeves? do other fervants fo? thou were
bed fet thy lower part where thy nofe ftands. By mine
honour, if I were but two hours younger, I'd beat

thee: methinks, thou art a general offence, and every

man fhould beat thee. I think, thou waft created for

men to breathe themfelves upon thee.

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

Laf. Go to, Sir > you were beaten in Italy for pick-

ing a kernel out of a pomegranate ; you are a vaga*
bond, and no true traveller : you are more fawcy with
Lords and honourable Perfonages, than the commif-
fion of your birch and virtue gives you heraldry. You
are not worth another word, elfe I'd call you knave.

I leave you. {Exit.

Enter Bertram.

Par. Good, very good, it is fo then.— Good, ve-

ry good, let it be conceal'd a while.

Ber. Undone, and forfeited to cares for ever

!

Par. What is the matter, fweet heart ?

Ber. Although before the folemn Prieft I've fworn,
I will not bed her.

Par. What? what, fweet heart ?

Ber. O my Parolles, they have married me :

I'll to the Tufcan wars, and never bed her.

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

tread of a man's foot: to th' wars.

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

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

He wears his honour in a box unfeen,

That hugs his kickfy-wickfy here at home 5

Spending his manly marrow in her arms,

Which fhould fuftain the Bound and high Curvet
Of Mars's fiery Steed : to other Regions
France is a ftable, we that dwell in't jades,

Therefore to th' war.

Ber.
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Ber. It {hall be fo, I'll fend her -to my houfe,
Acquaint my Mother with my hate to her,

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

Shall furniih me to thofe Italian fields,

Where noble Fellows ftrike. War is no ftrife

To the dark Houfe, and the detefted Wife.
Par. Will this Capricio hold in thee, art fure ?

Ber. Go with me to my chamber, and advife me*
I'll fend her ftraight away : to morrow
I'll to the wars, fhe to her fingle forrow.

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

•

'Tis hard 5

A young Man, married, is a Man that's marr'd

:

Therefore away, and leave her bravely j go,

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

[Exeunt.

Enter Helena and Clown.

Hel. My Mother greets me kindly, is fhe well ?

Clo. She is not well, but yet fhe has her health ;

fhe's very merry, but yet fhe is not well : but, thanks

be given, fhe's very well, and wants nothing i'th*

world j but yet fhe is not well.

Hel. If fhe be very well, what does fhe ail, that fhe's

not very well ?

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

Hel. What two things ?

Clo. One, that fhe's not in Heav'n, whither God
fend her quickly ; the other, that fhe's in Earth, from

whence God fend her quickly !

Enter Parolles.

Par. Blefs you, my fortunate Lady.
Hel. I hope, Sir, I have your good will to have

mine own good fortune.

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

keep them on, have them ftill. O, my knave, how-

does my old Lady ?

Clo. So that you had her wrinkles and I her mony,

I would, flie did, as you fay.

Par. Why, I fay nothing.

Clo. Marry, you are the wifer man j for many a

man's tongue fhakes out his matter's undoing : to fay

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

nothing, is to be a great part of your title $ which is

within a very little of nothing.

Par. Away, thou'rt a knave.

Clo. You fhould have faid, Sir, before a knave, th'art

a knave -

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

been truth, Sir.

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

thee.

Clo. Did you find me in your felf, Sir ? or were
you taught to find me? the fearch, Sir, was profitable,

and much fool may you find in you, even to the

world's pleafure, and the encreafe of laughter.

Par. A good knave, i'faich, and well fed.

Madam, my Lord will go away to night,

A very ferious bufinefs calls on him.
The great prerogative and rite of love,

Which, as your due, time claims, he does acknow-
ledge >

But puts it off by a compell'd reftraint

:

Whofe want, and whofe delay, is ftrew'd with fweets
Which they diftil now in the curbed time,

To make the coming hour o'erflow with joy,

And pleafure drown the brim.

Bel. What's his will elfe?

Par. That you will take your inftant leave o'th' King^
And make this hade as your own good proceeding 5

Strengthen'd with what apology, you think,

May make it probable need.

Hel. What more commands he ?

Par. That having this obtain'd, you prefently

Attend his further pleafure.

Hel
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Hel. (14) In every thing I wait upon his will.

Par. I rfiall report it fo. [Exit Par.

Hel. I pray you.— Come, Sirrah. [To Clown.
[Exeunt*

Enter Lafeu and Bertram.

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

foldier.

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

Laf. You have it from his own deliverance.

Ber. And by other warranted teftimony.

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

for a bunting.

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

knowledge, and accordingly valiant.

Laf. I have then finned againft his experience, and
tranfgrefs'd againft his valour ; and my ftate that way
is dangerous, fince I cannot yet find in my heart to re-

pent: here he comes 5 I pray you, make us friends, I

will purfue the amity.

Enter Parolles.

Par. Thefe things fhall be done, Sir.

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

Par. Sir?

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

Ber. Is Ihe gone to the King ? [Afide to Parolles.

Par. She is.

Ber. Will fhe away to night ?

Par. As you'll have her.

Ber. I have writ my letters, caskcted my treafure,

given order for our horfes 5 and to night, when I

{24) Hel. In every Thing I wait upon his Will.

Par. ljball report it fo.

Hel. I pray you come, Sirrah.] The Pointing of Helens lalt

fhort Speech Hands thus abfurdly, through all the Editions. My Regu-

lation reftores the true Meaning. Upon Parolles faying, He (hall report

it fo ; Helena is intended to reply, I pray you, do fo ; and then, turning

to the Clown, She more familiarly addreiTes him, and bide him come a-

long with her,

ihould
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fhould take pofTeflion of the Bride and ere I do
begin—

—

Laf. A good Traveller is Something at the latter end
of a dinner 3 but one that lyes three thirds, and ufes

a known truth to pafs a thoufand nothings with,

fhould be once heard and thrice beaten God fave

you, Captain.

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

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

my Lord's difpleafure.

Laf (if) You have made fhift to run into't, boots
and fpurs and all, like him that leapt into the cuftard 3

and out of it you'll run again, rather than fuffer quef-

tion for your refidence.

Ber. It may be, you have miftaken him, my Lord.

Laf^ And fhall do fo ever, tho' I took him at's pray-

ers. Pare you well, my Lord, and believe this of me^
there can be no kernel in this light nut: the foul of
this man is his clothes. Truft him not in matter of
heavy confequence : I have kept of them tame, and
know their natures. Farewel, Monfieur, I have fpo-

ken better of you, than you have or will deferve at

my hand, but we muff, do good againii evil. [Exit.

Par. An idle Lord, I fwear.-

Ber. I think fo.

Par. Why, do you not know him ?

(25) You have made Jhift to run intot, boots and fpurs and all, like

him that leapt into the Cuftard.] This odd Allufion is not introduced,

without a' View to Satire. It was a Foolery pra&is'd at City-Enter-

tainments, whilfl the Jefier or Zany Was in Vogue, for him to jump
into a large deep Cuftard ; fet for the Purpofe, to fet on a Quantity of

barren Spe&ators to laugh ; as our_Poet fays in his Hamlet. I do not

advance this without fome Authority : and a Quotation from Ben Jonfik
will very well explain it.

He n£er <voill be admitted there, where Vennor comes.

He may, perchance, in Tail of a Shtrrijfs Dinner,

Skip with a Rhyme oilo' Table, from New-Nothing

;

And take his Almaine Leap into a Cuftard,

Shall make my Lady Mayorefs 'and her Sifters

Laugh all their Hoods over their Shoulders —

-

Devil's an Afs,.-A£I. Sc. I.

Vol. II. D d Ber,
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Ber. Yes, I do know him well, and common Speech

Gives him a worthy Pafs. Here comes my Clog.

Enter Helena.

Hel. I have, Sir, as I was commanded from you,

Spoke with the King, and have procured his Leave

V
m
ox prefent parting \ only, he defires

Some private fpeech with you.

Ber. I fhall obey his will.

You mufl not marvel, Helen, at my courfe,

Which holds not colour with the time j nor does

The miniftration and required office

On my particular. Prepar'd I was not

For fuch a bufinefs$ therefore am I found

So much unfettled : this drives mc to intreat you,
That prefently you take your way for home,
And rather mufe$ than ask$ why I intreat you >

For my refpe&s are better than they feem,

And my appointments have in them a need

Greater than fllews it felf Jit the firft view,

To you that know them not< This to my Mother.
[Giving a letter.

'Twill be two days ere t (hall fee you* fo

I leave you to your wifdom.

Hel. Sir, I can nothing fay,

But that I am your mod obedient fervarit.

Ber. Come, come, no more of that.

Hel. And ever {hall

With true obfervance feek to eke out That,
Wherein tow'rd me my homely ftars have fail'd

To equal my great fortune.

Ber. Let That go:

Ivly hafte is very great. Farewel *, hie home.
Hel. Pray, Sir, your pardon.

Ber. Well, what wouki you fay?

Hel. I am not worthy of the wealth I owe*
Mor dare I fay, 'tis mine, and yet it is;

I it, like a tim'rous thief, mofl fain would Ileal

What law does vouch mine own.
Ber. What would you have?

Hel
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Hel. Something, and fcarce fo much -nothing,

indeed

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

yes ;

Strangers and foes do funder, and not kifs.

Ber. I prav you, ftay not ; but in hafte to horfe.

Hel. (26) I ihali not break your bidding, good my
Lord

:

Where are my other men? Monfieur, farewel. [Exit.

Ber. Go thou tow'rd home, where 'I will never come,
Whilft I can fhake my fwlard, or hear the drum :

Away, and for our flight.

Par. Bravely, Couragio ! [Exeunt.

(26) Hel. I Jhall not break your Bidding, good my Lord:
Where are my other Men ? Monfieur, farewell.

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

What other Men is Helen here enquiring after ? Or who is She fuppos'd

to ask for them ? The old Counteis, 'tis certain, did not fend her to the

Court without fome Attendants : but neither the Clown, nor any of her

Retinue, are now upon the Stage : I have not difturb'd the Text, tho\

I fufpeft, the Lines mould be thus placed, and pointed.

Ber. Where are my ether Men, Monfieur f [To Par.] Farewell

:

[To Hel. who goes out.

Go Thou towards home, where I Sec.

Bertram, obferving Helen to linger fondly, and wanting to fhift her off,

puts on a Shew of Hafte, asks Parolles for his Servants, and then gives

his Wife an abrupt Difmiifion.

Dd! ACT
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ACT III.

SCENE, the Duke's Court in Florence.

Flourijh. Enter the Duke of Florence, two French

Lordsj with Soldiers.

D U K E.

SO that, from point to point, now have you heard
The fundamental reafons of this war,
Whofe great decifion hath much blood let forth,

And more thirfts after.

1 Lord. Holy feems the quarrel

Upon your Grace's part 5 but black and fearful

On the oppofer.

Duke. Therefore we marvel much, our coufin Frame
Would, in fo juft a bufinefs, fhut his bofom
Againft our borrowing prayers.

2. Lord. Good my Lord,

The reafons of our ftate I cannot yield,

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

By felf-unable motion 5 therefore dare not

Say what I think of it, fince I have found

My felf in my incertain grounds to fail

As often as I gueft.

Duke. Be it his pleafure.

z Lord. But I am fure, the younger of our Nation,

That furfeit on their eafe, will day by day

Come here for Phyfick.

Duke. Welcome fhall they be :

And all the honours, that can fly from us,

Shall on them fettle. You know your places well.

When better fall, for your Avails they fell}

To morrow, to the field. [Exeunt.

SCENE
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SCENE changes to Roufillon, in France,

Enter Countefs, and Clown.

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

L fave, that he comes not along with her.

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

very melancholy man.
Count. By what obfcrvance, I pray you ?

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

mend his ruff, and fing 5 ask queftions, and fing $ pick

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

of melancholy, fold a goodly Manor for a fong.

Count. Let me fee what he writes, and when he
means to come. [Reads the Letter.

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

Our old ling, and our Isbels o'th' Country, are nothing
like your old ling, and your Isbels o'th' Court : the

brain of my Cupid?& knock'd out-, and I begin to love,

as an old man loves money, with no ftomach.
Count. What have we here ?

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

Countefs reads a Letter.

I have fent you a Daughter-in-law : Jhe hath recovered

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

her j and /worn to make the not eternal. Tou Jhall heary
I am run away 5 know it, before the report come. If there

be breadth enough in the World, I will hold a long difiance.

}&y duty to you.

Tour unfortunate Son,

Bertram.

This is not well, ram and unbridled boy,
To fly the favours of fo good a King,
To pluck his indignation on thy head -

9

By the mifprizing of a Maid, too virtuous

for the contempt of empire.

Dd 5 ii*



40 £ Alh well
y
that Ends well.

Re-enter Clown.

Clo. O Madam, yonder is heavy news within be-

tween two Soldiers and ray young Lady.
Count. What is the matter ?

Clo. Nay, there is fome comfort in the news, fome
comfort 5 your Son will notbekill'd fofoon as I thought
he would.

Count. Why fhould he be kilPd ?

Clo. So fay I, Madam, if he run away, as I hear

he does ; the danger is in flanding to't j that's the

lofs of Men, though it be the getting of Children.

Here they come, will tell you more. For ray part, I

only hear, your Son was run away.

Enter Helena and two Gentlemen.

1 Gen. Save you, good Madam.
Hel. Madam, my Lord is gone, for ever gone.—
2 Gen. Do not fay fo.

Count. Think upon patience : 'pray you, Gentlemen,

I've felt fo many quirks of joy and grief,

That the firft face of neither, on the ftart,

Can woman me unto't. Where is my Son?
z Gen. Madam, he's gone to ferve the Duke of Flo-

rence.

We met him thitherward, for thence we came*
And after fome difpatch in hand at Court,
Thither we bend again.

Hel. Look on his Letter, Madam ; here's my Pafs-

port.

IVhen thou canjt get the ring upon my finger^ which ne*

ver Jhall come off> and ftoew me a Child begotten of

thy body that I am Father to^ then call me Husband

:

tut in fuch a Then / write a Never.
This is a dreadful fentence.

Count. Brought you this letter, Gentlemen?
i Gen. Ay, Madam, and, for the contents fake, are

fony for our pains.

Count. I pr'ythee, Lady, have abetter cheer.

If thou engrofleit ail the griefs as thine,

Thou
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Thou robb'ft me of a moiety : he was my Son,

But I do wafh his name out of my blood,

And thou art all my child. Towards Florence is he?
z Gen. Ay, Madam.
Count. And to be a Soldier ?

1 Gen. Such is his noble purpofc > and, believe't,

The Duke will lay upon him all the Honour
That good convenience claims.

Count. Return you thither ?

1 Gen. Ay, Madam, with the fwifteft wing offpeed.

Hel. '7/7/ / have no JVifey I have nothing in France.

'Tis bitter. [Reading,

Count. Find you That there ?

Hel. Yes, Madam.
I Gen. 'Tis but the boldnefs of his hand, happ'Iy^

which his heart was not confenting to.

Count. Nothing in France^ until he have no Wife?
There's nothing here, that is too good for him,

Put only ihej and {he deferves a Lord,
That twtnty fuch rude boys might tend upon,
And call her hourly Miftrefs. Who was with him?

1 Gen. A Servant only, and a Gentleman
Which I have fome time known.

Count. Parolksy was't not ?

I Gen. Ay, my good Lady, he.

Count. A very tainted Fellow, and full of wickednefs
\

My Son corrupts a well-derived nature

With his inducement.

1 Gen. (2.7) Indeed, good Lady, the Fellow has a

deal ofThat too much, which holds him much to have.

Count. Y'are welcome, Gentlemen; I will intreai

you, when you fee my Son, to tell him, that his fword

{27) Indeed, good Ladv, the Felloiu has a deal of That too mu:*.>.,

which holds him much to have.] This is fomewhat obfcure in the Expre:-

£oru but the Meaning muft be this. The Fellow, indeed, has a "deal

too much Vanity, Lying, boafting j but it holds him much to have fccii

Qualities; i. e. it ftands him in great Stead, is of great Service to bin*,

and what he cannot do without. For thefe were the Arts that Parolle^

ufed to get into Bertrams Favour ; and when Once they were diicpyer'

J

A
He was fet a-drift, and undene.

Dd 4 can,
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can never win the honour that he lofes : more I'll in

treat you written to bear along.

z Gen. We ferve you, Madarn, in That and all your
worthiefl affairs.

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

"Will you draw near? \_Exeunt Count, and Gentlemen.

Hel. '7/7/ I have no IVife^ I have nothing in France.

Nothing in France^ until he has no Wife!
Thou ihalt have none, RoufMon^ none in France j

Then haft thou all again. Poor Lord! is't I

That chafe thee from thy Country, and expofe
Thofe tender limbs of thine to the event
Of the none-fparing war? and is it I,

That drive thee from the fportive Court, where thou
Waft fhot at with fair eyes* to be the mark
Of fmoaky muskets? O you leaden meffengers,

That ride upon the violent fpeed of fire,

Fly with falfe aim j move the ftill-piercing air,

That fings with piercing, do not touch my Lord:
Whoever fhoots at him, I fet him there.

\Vhoever charges on his forward bread,

I am the Caitiff, that do hold him to it;

And tho' I kill him not, ] am the Caufe
His death was fo effc&ed. Better 'twere,

I met the rav'ning Lion when he roar'd

With fharp conitraint of hunger: better 'twere,

That all the miferies, which Nature owes,

Were mine at once. No, come thou home, Roufillon^

Whence honour but of danger wins a fear*

As oft it lofes all. I will be gone

:

My being here it is, that holds thee hence.

Shall I flay here to do't? no, no, although

The air of Paradife did fan the Houfe,

And Angels offie'd all; I will be gone;
That pitiful Rumour may report my flight,

To confolate thine ear. Come, night , end, day!

For with the dark, poor Thief, Til ileal away. [Exit.

SCENE
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SCENE changes to the ^Dukes Court in

Florence.

Flourijh. Enter the Duke of Florence, Bertram, Drum
and Trumpetsy Soldier

s

9 Parolles.

Duke. f~T*H E General of our Horfe thou art, and
JL we,

Great in our hope, lay our beft love and credence

Upon thy promifing fortune.

Ber. Sir, it is

A Charge too heavy for my ftrength ; but yet

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

To th' extream edge of hazard.

Duke. Then go forth,

And Fortune play upon thy profp'rous Helm,
As thy aufpicious Miftrefs

!

Ber. This very day,

Great Mars, I put my felf into thy file;

Make me but like my thoughts, and I fhall prove
A lover of thy drum * hater of love. [Exeunt,

SCENE changes to Roufillon in France.

Enter Countefs and Steward.

Count. \ Las ! and would you take the letter of her?
jl\ Might you not know, fhe would do, as

ihe has done,

By fending me a letter ? Read it again.

LETTER.
I am St. Jaques' Pilgrim^ thither gone ;

Ambitious love hath fo in me offended^

fthat bare-foot plod I the cold ground upony

With fainted vow my faults to have amended.

Write^ write
9

that from the bloody courfe of war
My deareft Maftery

your dear Sony may hie \

Blefs him at home in peacey whiljl Ifrom far
His name with zealous fervour fanftifie*

His
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His taken labours bid him me forgive j

/, his defpightful Juno, fent him forth

JFrom courtly Friends, 'with camping Foes to live \

Where death and danger dog the heels of ivorth.

He is too good and fair for death and me^

Whom I my felf embrace^ to fet him free.

Ah, what lharp {tings are in her mildeft words?
Rynaldo, you did never lack advice fo much,
As letting her pafs fo 5 had I fpoke with her,

I could have well diverted her intents,

Which thus (he hath prevented.

Stew. Pardon, Madam,
If I had given you this at over-night

She might have been o'er-ta'enj and yet ike writes,

Purfuit would be but vain.

Count. What Angel fhall

Blefs this unworthy Husband ? he cannot thrive,

Unlefs her prayers, whom Heav'n delights to hear,

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

To this unworthy husband of his Wife*
Let every word weigh heavy of her worth,
That he does weigh too light : my greateft grief,

Tho' little he do feel it, fet down fharply.

Difpatch the moft convenient mefTenger

;

When, haply, he fliall hear that ihe is gone,

He will return > and hope I may, that fhe,

Hearing fo much, will fpeed her foot again,

Led hither by pure love. Which of them Both
Is deareft to me, I've no skill in fenfe

To make diftinftion* provide this meflenger j

My heart is heavy, and mine age is weak ,

Grief would have tears, and forrow bids me fpeak.

[Exeunt.

SCENE
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SCENE changes to a publick Tlace in

Florence.
A Tucket afar off.

Enter an old widow of Florence, Diana, Violenta, and
Mariana, with other citizens.

Wid. \] A Y,come. For if they do approach the City,

i^l we mall lofe all the fight.

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

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

Commander j and that with his own hand he flew the

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

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

trumpets.

Mar. Come, let's return again, and fuffice our felves

with the report of it. Well, Diana, take heed of
this French Earl % the honour of a maid is her name,
and no legacy is fo rich as honefty.

Wid. I have told my neighbour, how you have been
follicited by a gentleman his companion.

Mar. I know that knave, (hang him !) one Parolles \

a filthy officer he is in thofe fuggeftions for the young
Earl j beware of them, Diana j (z8) their promifes, en-

(28) 'Their Promifes, Enticementl

s, Oaths, Tokens, and all the/e En-
gines of Luji, are not the Things they go under; ] /. e. They are not

in Reality io true and fincere, as in Appearance they feem to be. This
will be beft explain'd by an other Paflage in Hamlet, where Palonius is

counfelling his Daughter.
—-————- » / do know,

When the Blood hums, ho<w prodigal the Soul

Lends the Tongue vows. Thefe Blazes, oh, any Daughter,

Giving more Light than Heat, extincl in Both

Evn in their Promife as it is a making,

You mull not take for Fire.

Infew, Ophelia*

Do not believe his Vows, for they are Brokers

Not of that Dye vohich their Inveftments mew,
But meer Implorers of unholy Suits,

Breathing, like fanctified and holy Bawds*
The better to beguile.

tictments,
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ticements, oaths, tokens, and all thefe engines of luft,

are not the things they go under $ many a maid hath

been feduced by them, and the mifery is, example,
that fo terrible (hews in the wreck of maidenhood,
cannot for all That diffuade fucceffion, but that they

are limed with the twigs that threaten them. I hope,

I need not to advife you further 5 but, I hope, your

own grace will keep you where you are, tho' there

were no further danger known, but the modefty which
'•s fo loft.

Dia. You (hall not need to fear me.

Enter Helena, difgui$
yd like a Pilgrim*

Wid. I hope fo. — Look, here comes a Pilgrim; I

know, me will lye at my houfe •, thither they fend one

another j I'll queftion her: God fave you, Pilgrim!

whither are you bound ?

Hel. To S.Jaques le Grand. Where do the Pal-

mers lodge, I do befeech you ?

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

Hel. Is this the way ? \_A march afar off.

Wid. Ay, marry, is't. Hark you, they come this way.

If you will tarry, holy Pilgrim, but 'till the troops

come by,

I will conduft you where you {hall be lodg'd

;

The rather, for, I think, I know your Hoftefs

As ample as my felf.

Hel. Is it your felf?

Wid. If you mall pleafe fo, Pilgrim.

Hel. I thank you, and will (lay upon your leifure.

Wid. You came, I think, from France ?

Hel. I did fo.

Wid. Here you mall fee a Country-man of yours,

That has done worthy fervicc.

Hel. His name, I pray you?
Dia. The Count Rouftllon: know you fuch a one?
Hel. But by the ear, that hears moft nobly of him >

His face I know not.

Dia. Whatfoe'er he is,

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

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

JHeL Ay, furely, meer the truth j I know his lady.

Dia. There is a Gentleman, that ferves the Count,
Reports but courfely of her,

HeL What's his name ?

£)ia. Monfieur Parolles.

He}. Oh, I believe with him,

In argument of praife, or to the worth
Of the great Count himfelf, fhe is too mean
To have her name repeated 5 all her deferving

Is a relerved honefty, and That
I have not heard examin'd.

Dia. Alas, poor lady!

•Tis a hard bondage, to become the wife

Of a detefting lord.

Wid. Ah ! right ; good creature ! wherefoe'er fhe is,

Her heart weighs fadly \ this young maid might do her

A fhrewd Turn, if fhe pleas'd.

HeL How do you mean ?

May be, the am'rous Count follicites her

In the unlawful purpofe,

Wid. He does, indeed j

And brokes with all, that can in fuch a fuit

Corrupt the tender honour of a maid :

But fhe is arm'd for him, and keeps her guard
In honefteft defence.

Drum and Colours. Enter Bertram, Parolles, Officers and
Soldiers attending.

Mar. The Gods forbid elfe!

Wid. So, now they come :

That is Antonio^ the Duke's eldeft fon ;

That, Efcalus.

HeL Which is the Frenchman ?

Dia. He;
That with the Plume ; 'tis a moft gallant fellow;
I would, he lov'd his wife ! if he were honefter,

He were much goodlier. Is't not a handfome gentle-
man ?

HeL
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Hel. I like him well.

Dia. 'Tis pity, he is not honeft* yond's that fame
knave, (ip)

That leads him to thefe Paces j were I his lady,

I'd poifon that vile rafcal.

Hel. Which is he?
Dia. That jack-an-apes with fcarfs. Why is he me-

lancholy ?

Hel. Perchance, he's hurt i' th' battel.

Per. Lofe our drum! well.-

Mar. He's fhrcwdly vex'd at fomething. Look, he
has fpied us.

Wid. Marry, hang you! [Exeunt Ber. Per. &c.
Mar. And your curtefie, for a ring-carrier !

—
JVid. The troop is pari: come, Pilgrim, I will bring

you,

Where you (hall hoft : Of injoyn'd Penitents

There's four or five, to great St. Jaaues bound,

Already at my houfe.

Hel. I humbly thank you r

Pleafe it this matron, and this gentle maid
To eat with us to night, the Charge and Thanking
Shall be for me : and to requite you further,

I will beftow fome precepts on this virgin

Worthy the note.

Both. We'll take your offer kindly. [Exeunt.

Enter Bertram, and the two French Lords.

i Lord. Nay, good my lord, put him to't : let him
have his way.

1 Lord. If your lordfhip find him not ahilding, hold

me no more in your refpe£t.

i Lord. On my life, my lord, a bubble.

(29) ' TonJ's That fame Fellow,

That leads him to thefe Places] What Places ? He did not lead

him to be General of Horfe under the Duke of Florence, fare. Nor have

they been talking of Brothels ; or, indeed, any particular Locality. I

make no Queftkra, but our Author wrote

;

That leads him to thefe Paces,

i. e. tofuch irregular Steps, to Courfes of Debauchery, to not loving his

Wife.
Ber.
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Ber. Do you think, I am fo far deceiv'd in bim ?

1 Lord. Believe it, my lord, in mine own dire&

knowledge, without any malice^ but to fpeak of him
as nay kinfman; he's a mod notable coward, an in-

finite and endlefs liar, an hourly promife-breaker, the

owner of no one good quality worthy your lordfhip's

entertainment.

a Lord. It were fit you knew him, left, repofing

too far in his virtue, which he hath not, he might at

fome great and trufty bufinefs in a main danger fail

you.

Ber. I would, I knew in what particular action to

try him.

z Lord. None better than to let him fetch off his

drum j which you hear him fo confidently undertake

to do.

1 Lord. I, with a troop of Florentines^ will fudden*

ly furprize him y fuch I will have, whom, I am fure,

he knows not from the enemy; we will bind and hood*
wink him fo, that he mall fuppofe no other but that

he is carried into the leaguer of the adverfaries, when
we bring him to our own tents > be but your lord-

fhip prefent at his examination, if he do not for the

promife of his life, and in the higheft compulfion of
bafe fear, offer to betray you, and deliver all the in-

telligence in his power againft you, and that with the

divine forfeit of his foul upon oath, never truft my
judgment in any thing.

2, Lord. O, for the love of laughter, let him fetch

his drum> he fays, he has a ftratagem for't ; (30) when
your'

(30) When your Lord/hip fees the bottom of his Succejs int9 and f§

twhat Metal this Counterfeit Lump of Ours nuit7 he melted, ifyou gi<ve him

not John Drum's Entertainment, your Inclining cannot he removd.] I

conje&ur'd,— this counterfeit Lump of Oare, when I publiftYd my
Shakespeare rejiord: Thus it bears a Confonancy with the other

Terms accompanying, (viz. Metal, Lump, and melted) and helps the

Propriety of the Poet's Thought : For fo one Metaphor is kept up,

and all the Words are proper and fuitable to it. Bat, what is the

Meaning of John Drums Entertainmeat ? Lafeu feveral Times after-

wards calls Parolles, Tom Drum. But the Difference of the Chriftian

Name will make None in the Explanation. There is an old Motley

Interlude
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your lordfhip fees the bottom of his fuccefs in't, and
to what metal this counterfeit lump of Oar will bd
melted, if you give him not John Drum's entertain-

mentj your inclining cannot be removed. Here he
comes.

Enter Parolles.

i Lord. O, for the love of laughter, hinder not the

humour of his deiign, let him fetch off his drum in

any hand.

Ber. How now, Monfieur? this drum flicks forely

in your difpofition.

z Lord. A pox on't, let it go, 'tis but a drum.
Par. But a drum! is't but a drum? a drum fo loft!

there was excellent command! to charge in with our

horfe upon our own wings, and to rend our own
foldiers.

z Lord. That was not to be blamed in the com-
mand of the fervice $ it was a difafter of war that

Interlude, (printed in 1601) calPd, Jack Drum's Entertainment; Or,

the Comedy of Pafquil and Katharine. In This, Jack Drum is a Ser-

vant of Intrigue, who is ever aiming at Projects, and always foil'd, and
given the Drop. And there is another old piece (publinYd in 1627)
call'd, Apollo Jhroving, in which I find thcfe Expreflions.

Thuriger. 'Thou Loze/, hath Slug infefiedyou?

Why do you give fuch kind Entertainment to that Cobweb?
Scopas. ItJhall have Tom DrumV Entertainment ; a Flap with a

Fox- tail.

But Both thefe Pieces are, perhaps, too late in Time,to come to the Affif-

tance of our Author : fo we ftiuft look a little higher. What isfaid here to

Bertram is to this Effect. " My Lord, as you have taken this Fellow [Pa-
" rolles] into fo near a Confidence, if, upon his being found a Counterfeit,

" you don't cafheer him from your Favour, then ycur Attachment is

" not to be remov'd"'. — I'll now fubjoin a Quotation from Ho/ingfied,

(of whofe Books Shake/peare was a moil diligent Reader) which will

pretty well afcertain Drum's Hiilory. This Chronologer, in his De-

scription of Ireland, fpeaking of Patrick Scarfefcld, (Mayor of Dublin

in the Year 155 1) and of his extravagant Hofpitality, fubjoins, that no

Gueft had ever a cold or forbidding Look from any Part of his Family:

fo that his Porter, or any other officer, durjl not,for both his Ears, give

thefimpleji Man, that reforted to his houfe, Tom Drunw Entertainment,

which is, to hale a Man in by the Head, and thruil him out by both

tke Shoulder-

Ccc
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Cafar himfelf could not have prevented, if he had
been there to command.

Ber. Well, we cannot greatly condemn our fuc-

cefs: fome diihonour we had in the lofs of that drum,
but it is not to be recover'd.

Par, It might have been recover'd.

Ber. It might, but it is not now.
Par. It is to be recover'd j but that the merit of

fervice is feldom attributed to the true and exact per-

former, I would have that drum or another, or hie

jacet

Ber. Why, if you have a ftomach to't, Monfieur;
if you think your myftery in ftratagem can bring this

inftrument of honour again into his native quarter,

be magnanimous in the enterprize and go on 5 I will

grace the attempt for a worthy exploit : if you fpeed

well in it, the Duke fhall both fpeak of it, and ex-

tend to you what further becomes his Greatnefs, even

to the utmoft fyllabte of your worthinefs.

Par. By the hand of a foldier, I will undertake it.

Ber. But you mufl not now {lumber in it.

Par. I'll about it this evenings and I will prefently

pen down my dilemma's, encourage my felf in my
certainty, put my felf into my mortal preparation >

and, by midiiight, look to hear further from me.
Ber. May I be bold to acquaint his Grace, you are

gone about it ?

Par. I know not what the fuccefs will be, my Lord ->

but the attempt I vow.
Ber. I know,th'art valiant $ and to the poffibility of

thy foldierfhip, will fubferibe for thee -, farewel.

Par. I love not many words. \_Exit.

1 Lord. No more than a fifli loves water. — Is not

this a ftrange fellow, my lord, that fo confidently

feems to undertake this bufinefs, which he knows is

not to be done 5 damns himfelf to do it, and dares

better be damn'd than to d@'t ?

z Lord. You do not know him, my lord, as we do ,

certain it is, that he will fteal himfelf into a man's
favour, and for a week efcape a great deal of difco-

Vo l, II. E e veries ;
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veries j but when you find him out, you have him
ever after.

Ber. Why, do you think, he will make no deed at

all of this, that fo ferioufly he does addrefs himfelf

unto?
z Lord. None in the world, but return with an in-

vention, and clap upon you two or three probable
lies 5 but we have almoft imbofs'd him, you ihall fee

his fall to night $ for, indeed, he is not for your lord-

fhip's refpect.

1 Lord. We'll make you fome fport with the fox,

ere we cafe him. He was firft fmoak'd by the old

lord Lafeu ; when his difguife and he is parted, tell

rae what a fprat you ihall find him 3 which you fhall

fee, this very night.

2, Lord. I mult go and look my twigs j he ihall be

caught.

Ber. Your brother he fhall go along with me.

z Lord. As't pleafe your lordfhip. I'll leave you [_Exit.

Ber. Now will I lead you to the houfe, and ihew
you

The lafs I fpoke of.

I Lord. But you fay, fhe's honeft.

Ber. That's all the fault : I fpoke with her but once,

And found her wondrous cold > but I fent to her,

By this fame coxcomb that we have i'th' wind,

Tokens and letters, which ihe did refendj

And this is all I've done; fhe's a fair creature,

Will you go fee her ?

1 Lord. With all my heart, my lord. \_Exeunt.

SCENE changes to the Widow's Houfe.

Enter Helena, and Widow.

lie!. T F you mifdoubt me that I am not ihc,

1 I know not, how I fhall allure you further,

But I fhall lofe the grounds I work upon.

Wid. Tho' my eftate be fallen, I was well born,

Nothing acquainted with thefe bufincUcs,

And
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And would not put my reputation now
In any ftaining a£t.

Hel. Nor would I wifh you.

Firft, give me Truft, the Count he is my husband j

And what to your fworn counfel I have fpoken,

Is fo, from word to word j and then you cannot,

By the good aid that I of you Ihall borrow,
Err in bellowing it.

Wid. I mould believe you,

For you have fhew'd me That,, which well approves
Y'are great in fortune.

Hel. Take this purfe of gold,

And let me buy your friendly help thus far,

Which I will over-pay, and pay again

When I have found ic. The Count wooes your
daughter,

Lays down his wanton (lege before her beauty,

Refolves to carry her -, lee her confent,

As we'll direcl: her how 'tis beil to bear it.

Now his important blood will nought deny,

That fhe'll demand : a ring the Count does wear,
That downward hath fucceeded in his Houfe
From fon to fon, fome four or five Defcents,

Since the firft Father wore it. This ring he holds

In moll rich choice j yet in his idle fire,

To buy his will, it would not feem too dear,

Howe'er repented after.

Wid. Now I fee the bottom of your purpofe.
r ~ Hel. You fee it lawful then. It is no more,
But that your daughter, ere fhe feems as won,
Defires this ring 5 appoints him an encounter y

In fine, delivers me to fill the time,

Her felf moft chaftly abfent : after this,

To marry her, I'll add three thoufand crowns
To what is paft already.

Wid. I have yielded :

Inftruct my daughter how fhe (hall perfever,

That time and place, with this deceit fo lawful,

May prove coherent. Every night he comes
With mufick of all forts, and fongs compos'd

E e 1 To
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To her unworthinefs : it nothing fteads us

To chide him from our eeves, for he perfifts,

As if his life lay on't.

Hel. Why then, to night

Let us a(Tay our plot ; which if it fpeed,

Is wicked meaning in a lawful deed j

And lawful meaning in a lawful a£t,

Where Both not fin, and yet a finful fa£fc.

But let's about it.— [Exeunt.

A C T IV.

SCENE, Part of the French Camp in

r Florence.

Enter one of the French Lords, with five or fix Soldiers

in ambufh.

Lord.

HE can come no other way but by this hedge-
corner j when you fally upon him, fpeak what
terrible language you will* though you un-

derftand it not your felves, no matter ; for we muft; not

feem to underftand him, unlefs fome one amongft us,

whom we muft produce for an Interpreter.

Sol. Good Captain, let me be th' Interpreter.

Lord. Art not acquainted with him ? knows he not

thy voice ?

Sol. No, Sir, I warrant you.

Lord. But what linlie-woolfie haft thou to fpeak to

us again ?

Sol. Ev'n fuch as you fpeak to me
Loid. He muft think us fomc band of ftrangers

i'th' Adversaries entertainment. Now he hath a fmack
of
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of all neighbouring languages, therefore we muft: eve-

ry one be a man of his own fancy ; not to know what
we fpeak one to another, fo we feem to know, is to

know ftraight our purpofe : chough's language, gab-

ble enough, and good enough. As for you, Interpre-

ter, you mult feem very politick. But couch, hoa!

here he comes, to beguile two hours in a fleep, and

;hen to return and fwear the lies he forges.

Enter Parolles.

Par. Ten a clock} within thefe three hours 'twill

be time enough to go home. What fhall I fay, I have

done ? it mult be a very plaufive invention that carries

it. They begin to fmoak me, and difgraces have of

late knock'd too often at my door^ I find, my tongue

is too fool-hardy > but my heart hath the fear of Mars
before it and of his creatures, not daring the reports

of my tongue.

Lord. This is the firft truth that e'er thine own
tongue was guilty of. \_Afide.

Par. What the devil fhould move me to undertake
the recovery of this drum, being not ignorant of the

impoffibility, and knowing I had no fuch purpofe ? I

muft give my felf fome hurts, and fay, I got them in

exploit -, yet flight ones will not carry it. They will

fay, came you off with fo little ? and great ones I dare

not give 5 wherefore what's the inftance? (31) Tongue,
I muft put you into a butter-woman's mouth, and buy
my felf another of Bajazefs mule, if you prattle me
into thefe perils. Lord,

(3 1 ) Tongue, I muft put You into a Butters-woman's Mouth, and buy my-

felf another ^BajazetV Mule, ifyou prattle me into thefe Perils] Why
of Bajazefs Mule, any more than any other Mule ? Is there any parti-

cular Conceit, any Story on Record, by which that Emperour's Mule is

fignaliz'd ? 1£ there be, I freely own my Ignorance. Tho' I have not
alter'd the Text, Mr. Warhurton concurr'd with me in thinking that the

Poet probably wrote j— and buy myfelf another ofBa.jazet's Mute
?

i. e. of a Turkijh Mute. So in Henry V.
Either our Hiftory Jhall with full Mouth
Speak freely of our Afts ; or el/e Qur Grave,
Uke Turkilh Mute, Jhall harot a tonguelefs Mouth, &c

.
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Lord. Is it poffible, he fhould know what he is, and
be that he is? [Afide.

Par. I would, the cutting of my garments would
ferve the turn, or the breaking of my SpaniJJo fvvord.

Lord.- We cannot afford you fo. [Afide.
Par. Or the baring of my beard, and to fay, it was

in ftratagem.

Lord. 'Twould not do. [Afide.

Par. Or to dro'wn my cloaths, and fay, I was ftript.

Lord. Hardly ferve. [Afide.

Par. Though I fwore, I leap'd from the window
of the cittadel—

Lord. How deep ? [Afide.

Par. Thirty fathom.

Lord. Three great oaths would fcarce make that be
believed. [Afide.

Par. I would, I had any drum of the enemies > I

would fwear, I recover'd ir.

Lord. You fhall hear one anon. [Afide.

Par. A drum now of the enemies ! [Alarum within.

Lord. Throeo movoufus, cargo, cargo, cargo.

All. Cargo , cargo, villiando par corbo, cargo.

Par. O ranfom, ranfom : — do not hide mine eyes.

[They feize him and blindfold him.

Inter. Boskos thromuldo boskos.

Par. I know, you are the Muskos regiment,

And I fhall lofe my life for want of language.

If there be here German, or Dane, low Dutch

,

Italian, or French, let him fpeak to me,
I'll difcover That which fhall undo the Florentine.

Inter. Boskos vauvado \ I underftand thee, and can

fpeak thy tongue -, Kerelybonto, Sir, betake thee to

thy faith, for feventeen poniards are at thy bofom.

Befides, as my Friend obferv'd to me, the Antithefis between a Butter-

*woman and a Mute is tolerably well. If there be any difficulty remains,

it is to know, why the Poet has chofen to fay, Bajaxefs Mute. To this

it may be anfwer'd, that Baumei the Great, (who was at lait overthrown

bv Tamerlane ;) by his prodigious Exploits becoming very famous, for a

long time arter, amongft us Europeans, his Succeffors were callM by his

Name, when they were i'poke of.

Par.
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Par. Oh!
Int. Oh, pray, pray, pray.

Mancha ravancha dulche.

Lord. OJceoribi dulchos volivorco,

Int. The General is content to (pare thee yet,

And, hood-winkt as thou art, will lead thee on
To gather from thee. Haply, thou may'fl inform

Something to fave thy life.

Par. Oh let me live,

And all the fecrets of our Camp I'll fhew

;

Their force, their purpofes : nay, I'll ipeak That
Which you will wonder at.

Int. But wilt thou faithfully?

Par. If I do not, damn me.
Int. A'cordo linta.

Come on, thou art granted fpace. \_Exit.

\_A Jbort alarum within.

Lord, Go, tell the Count Roujjillon and my brother,

We've caught the woodcock, and will keep him muf-
fled

'Till we do hear from them.

Sol. Captain, I will.

Lord. He will betray us all unto our felves,

Inform 'em That.
Sol. So I will, Sir.

Lord. 'Till then I'll keep him dark and fafely lockt.

[Exeunt.

SCENE changes to the Widow's Houfe.

Enter Bertram, and Diana.

Ber, ^TpHEY told me, that your name was FontibelL

1 Dia. No, my good Lord, Diana.
Ber. Titled Goddefs,

And worth it with addition! but, fair foul,

In your fine frame hath love no quality ?

If the quick fire of youth light not your mind.
You are no Maiden, but a Monument

:

When you are dead, you fhould be fuch a one
E e 4
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As you arc now, for you are cold and ftern *

And now you fhould be as your Mother was,

When your fvveet felf was got.

Dia. She then was honeft.

Ber. So fhould you be.

Dia. No.
My Mother did but duty; fuch, my Lord,
As you owe to your Wife.

Ber. No more o' that!

I pr'ythee, do not ftrive againfi: my vows:
I was compell'd to her, but I love thee

By love's own fweet conftraint, and will for ever

Do thee all rights of fervice.

Dia. Ay, fo you ferve us,

'Till we ferve you : but when you have our rofes,

You barely leave our thorns to prick our felves,

And mock us with our barenefs.

Ber. How have I fworn !

Dia. 'Tis not the many oaths, that make the truth >

But the plain fingle vow, that is vow'd true;

What is not holy, that we fwear not by
?

But take the High'ft to witnefs : then, pray tell me,

If I fhould fwear by Jove's great Attributes

I lov'd you dearly, would you believe my oaths,

When I did love you ill ? this has no holding,

To fwear by him whom I proteft to love,

That I will work againfl him. Therefore your oaths

Are words, and poor conditions but unfeaPd 5

At leaft, in my opinion.

Ber. Change it, change it :

Be not fo holy-cruel. Love is holy,

And my integrity ne'er knew the crafts,

That you do charge men with: ftand no more off",

But give thy felf unto my fick deflres,

Which then recover. Say, thou art mine; and ever

My love, as it begins, fliall fo perfever.

Dia. I fee, that men make hopes in fuch affairs

That we'll fori a Ice our felves. Give me that ring.

Ber. I'll lend it thec, my Dear, but have no power
To give it from me.

Dia,
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Dia. Will you not, my Lord ?

Ber. It is an Honour 'longing to our Houfe,

Bequeathed down from many Anceftorsj

Which were the greateft obloquy i' th' world

In me to lofe.

Dia. Mine Honour's fuch a ring 5

My chaftity's the jewel of our Houfe,

Bequeathed down from many Anceftors;

Which were the greateft obloquy i'th' world
In me to lofe. Thus your own proper wifdom
Brings in the champion Honour on my part,

Againft your vain afTault.

Ber. Here, take my ring.

My Houfe, my Honour, yea, my life be thine,

And I'll be bid by thee.

Dia. When midnight comes, knock at my chamber
window ;

I'll order take, my Mother fhall not hear.

Now will I charge you in the band of truth,

When you have conquer'd my yet maiden bed,

Remain there but an hour, nor fpeak to me :

My reafons are moft ftrong, and you fliall know them,
When back again this ring fhall be deliver'd

;

And on your finger, in the night, I'll put
Another ring, that, what in time proceeds,

May token to the future our paft deeds.

Adieu, 'till then; then, fail not: you have won
A Wife of me, tho' there my hope be done.

Ber. A heav'n on earth I've won by wooing thee.

[Bpcit.

Dia. For which live long to thank both heav'n and me.
You may fo in the end.——

-

My Mother told me juft how he would woo,
As if fhe fate in's heart j me fays, all men
Have the like oaths : he had fworn to marry me,
When his Wife's dead : therefore I'll lye with him,
When I am buried. (32,) Since Frenchmen are fo braid.

Marry 'em that will, I'd live and die a maid *

Only,
(32) Since Frenchmen are fo braid,

Marry that will, Vll live and dye a Maid.] This is certainly the

molt
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Only, in this difguife, I think' c no fin

To cozen him, that would unjuilly win. [£#//,

SCENE changes to the French Camp in

Florence.

Enter the two French Lords , and two or three Soldiers;

i Lord. \7 OU have not given him his Mother's let*

1 ter ?

z Lord. I have delivered it an hour fince-, there is

fomething in't, that ftings his nature ; for, on the
reading it, he chang'd almoft into another man.

i Lord. He has much worthy blame laid upon him
for fhaking off fo good a wife, and fo fweet a lady.

z Lord. Efpecially, he hath incurred the everlafling

difpleafure of the King, who had even tun'd his boun-
ty to fing happinefs to him. I will tell you a thing,

but you fhall let it dwell darkly with you.

i Lord. When you have fpoken it, 'tis dead, and I

am the grave of it,

z Lord. He hath perverted a young Gentlewoman
here in Florence, of a moft chafte renown $ and this

night he flefhes his will in the fpoil of her honour;
he hath given her his monumental ring, and thinks

himfelf made in the unchafte compofition.

1 Lord. Now God delay our rebellion $ as we arc

our felves, what things are we

!

moft cruel Refolution, that ever poor Wench made. What I becaufe

Frenchmen were falie, She, that was an Italian, would marry Nobody.
But it is plain, as rehVd as this Reafoning is, her Mother did not under-

ftand the Delicacy of the Conclufion ; for afterwards She comes into

Helen % Project, on the Promife of a good round Dow'ry of 3000 Crowns,

to help her Daughter to a Husband. In mort, the Text is, without all

Queftion, corrupted ; and we mould read it thus.

Since Frenchmen are fo braid.

Marry 'cm that will, I'de live and dye a Maid.

j. e. fmce Frenchmen prove fo crooked and perverfe in their Manners, let

who will marry them, I had rather live and die a Maid than venture

upon them. This me fays with a View to Helen, who appear
1

d fo fond

of her Husband, and went thro' fo many Difficulties to obtain him. I

dare fay, the fair Sex will think this Emendation moft agreeable to the

Rules of Logic, as well as to the Ids erring Dictates of Nature.

Mr. Warburton.

z LqicI.
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z Lord. Meerly our own traitors ; and as in the

common courfe of all treafons, we ftill fee them re-

veal themfelves, 'till they attain to their abhorr'd ends 5

fo he, that in this a£tion contrives againft his own No-
bility, in his proper ftream o'erflows himfelf.

1 Lord. Is it not meant damnable in us to be the

trumpeters of our unlawful intents ? we fliall not then

have his company to night ?

z Lord. Not 'till after midnight; for he is dieted to

his hour.

1 Lord. That approaches apace : I would gladly have
him fee his company anatomiz'd, that he might take a
meafure of his own judgment, wherein fo curioufly

he had fet this counterfeit.

z Lord. We will not meddle with him 'till he come

;

for his prefence muft be the whip of the other.

1 Lord. In the mean time, what hear you of thefc

Wars?
z Lord. I hear, there is an overture of Peace.

1 Lord. Nay, I affure you, a Peace concluded.

z Lord. What will Count Roufillon do then? will he
travel higher, or return again into France ?

1 Lord. I perceive by this demand, you are not al-

together of his Council.

z Lord. Let it be forbid. Sir ! fo ihould I be a great

deal of his aft.

1 Lord. Sir, his Wife fome two months fince fled

from his Houfe, her pretence is a Pilgrimage to St.

Jaques le Grand; which holy Undertaking, with moft
auftere fan&imony, fhe accomplifh'd 5 and there refi-

ding, the tendernefs of her nature became as a prey to

her grief; in fine, made a groan of her laft breath, and
now fhe fings in heaven.

z Lord. How is this juftified?

1 Lord. The ftronger part of it by her own letters,

which makes her ftory true, even to the point of her

death j her death it felf (which could not be her office

to fay, is come) was faithfully confirm'd by theRe£tor
of the place.

z Lord. Hath the Count all this intelligence?

1 Lord,
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i Lord. Ay, and the particular confirmations, point

from point, to the full arming of the verity.

z Lord. I am heartily forry, that he'll be glad of

this.

i Lord. How mightily fometimes we make us com-
forts of our lofles !

i Lord. And how mightily fome other times we
drown our gain in tears ! the great dignity, that his va-

lour hath here acquired for him, fhall at home be en-

counter'd with a fhame as ample.

i Lord. The web of our life is of a mingled yarn,

good and ill together : our virtues would be proud, if

our faults whipt them notj and our crimes would de-

fpair, if they were not cherifh'd by our virtues.

Enter a Servant.

How now ? where's your Mailer ?

Ser. He met the Duke in the flreet, Sir, of whom
he hath taken a folemn leave : his Lordfhip will next

morning for France. The Duke hath offered him let-

ters of commendations to the King.

i Lord. They fhall be no more than needful there,

if they were more than they can commend.

Enter Bertram.

i Lord. They cannot be too fweet for the King's

tartnefs : here's his Lordfhip now. How now, my
Lord, is't not after midnight ?

Ber. I have to night difpatch'd fixteen bufinefTes, a

month's length a-piece, by an abftraft of fuccefs > I

have congied with the Duke, done my adieu with his

nearefl> buried a wife, mourn'd for her > writ to my
lady mother, I am returning j entertain'd my convoy >

and, between thefe main parcels of difpatch, effected

many nicer needs : the Lift was the greater!;, but That

I have not ended yet.

z Lord. If the budnefs be of any difficulty, and this

morning your departure htnc:, it requires hafte at

your Lordlhip.

Bcr.
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Ber. I mean, the bufinefs is not ended, as fearing to

hear of it hereafter. But fhall we have this dialogue

between the fool and the foldier ? come, bring forth

this counterfeit module 3 h'as deceiv'd me, like a dou-

ble-meaning prophefier.

2 Lord. Bring him forth 5 h'as fate in the Stocks all

night, poor gallant knave.

Ber. No matter 5 his heels have deferv'd it, in ufurp-

ing his fpurs fo long. How does he carry himfelf?

1 Lord. I have told your Lordfhip already : the

Stocks carry him. But to anfwer you as you would
be underftood, he weeps like a wench that had fhed

her milk j he hath confeft himfelf to Morgan^ whom
he fuppofes to be a Friar, from the time of his re-

membrance to this very inftant difafter of his fetting

i'th' Stocks j and what, think you, he hath confeft ?

Ber. Nothing of me, has he?
2 Lord. His confeffion is taken, and it fhall be read

to his face; if your Lordfhip be in't, as I believe you
are, you muft have the patience to hear it.

Enter Parolles, with his Interpreter.

Ber. A plague upon him, muffled! he can fay no-

thing of me ; hum ! hum ! .

1 Lord, Hoodman comes : Portotartaroffd.

Int. He calls for the tortures 5 what, will you fay

without 'em ?

Par. I will confefs what I know without couftraintj

if ye pinch me like a pafty, I can fay no more.

Int. Bosko Chimurcho.

2 Lord. Biblibindo chicurmurco.

Int. You are a merciful General : our General bids

you anfwer to what I fhall ask you out of a note.

Par. And truly, as I hope to live.

Int. Firft demand of him, how many Horfe the Duke
is ftrong. What fay you to that ?

Par. Five or fix thoufand, but very weak and un-
ferviceable 5 the troops are all fcatter'd, and the Com-
manders very poor rogues, upon my reputation and
credit, and as I hope to live.

Int.
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Int. Shall I fet down your anfwer fo ?

Par. Do, I'll take the Sacrament on't, how and
which way you will : all's one to me.

Ber. What a paft-faving flave is this ?

I Lord. Y'are deceiv'd, my Lord, this is Monfieur
ParolleSy the gallant militarift, that was his own phrafe,

that had the whole theory of war in the knot of his

fcarf, and the practice in the chape of his dagger.

z Lord. I will never truft a man again for keeping
his fword clean ; nor believe, he can have every thing

in him by wearing his apparel neatly.

Int. Well, that's fet down.
Par. Five or fix thoufand horfe I faid, (I will fay

true,) or thereabouts, fet down ; for I'll fpeak truth.

i Lord. He's very near the truth in this.

Ber. But I con him no thanks for't, in the nature he
delivers it.

Par. Poor rogues, I pray you, fay.

Int. Well, that's fet down.
Par. I humbly thank you, Sir* a truth's a truth,

the rogues are marvellous poor.

Int. Demand of him of what ftrength they are a-

foot. What fay you to that ?

Par. By my troth, Sir, if I were to live this pre-

fent hour I will tell true. Let me fee, Spurio a hun-
dred and fifty, Sebaftian fo many, Corambus fo many,
Jaques fo many; Guiltian^ Cofmo^ Lodowick^ and Gra-

ta, two hundred and fifty each ; mine own company,
Chitopher^ Vaumond^ Bentit, two hundred and fifty

each j fo that the mufter file, rotten and found, upon
my life amounts not to fifteen thoufand Poll j half of

the which dare not lhake the fnow from off their caf-

focks, left they make themfelves to pieces.

Ber. What fhall be done to him?
i Lord. Nothing, but let him have thanks. De-

mand of him my conditions, and what credit I have

with the Duke.
Int. Well, that's fet down. You fhall demand of

him, whether one Captain Dumain be i'th* camp, a

Frenchman ; what his reputation is with the Duke,
what
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what his valour, honefty, and expertnefs in war ; or

whether he thinks, it were not poffible with well-
weighing fums of gold to corrupt him to a revolt.

What fay you to this ? what do you know of it ?

Par. I befeech you, let me anfwer to the particular

of the Interrogatories. Demand them fingly.

Int. Do you know this Captain Dumain?
Par. I know him* he was a botcher's prentice in

Paris, from whence he was whipt for getting the
fheriff's fool with child, a dumb innocent, that could
not fay him nay.

Ber. Nay, by your leave, hold your hands ; tho' I
know, his brains are forfeit to the next tile that falls.

Int. Well, is this Captain in the Duke of Florence's

Camp?
Par. Upon my knowledge he is, and lowfie.

1 Lord. Nay, look not fo upon me, we fhall hear
of your Lordfhip anon.

Int. What is his reputation with the Duke?
Par. The Duke knows him for no other but a poor

Officer of mine, and writ to me the other day to turn
him out o'th' band. I think, I have his letter in my
pocket.

Int. Marry, we'll fearch.

Par. In good fadnefs, I do not know ; either it is

there, or it is upon the file with the Duke's other let-

ters in my tent.

Int. Here 'tis, here's a paper, fhall I read it to you?
Par. I do not know, if it be it or no.

Ber. Our Interpreter does it well.

1 Lord. Excellently.

Int. Dian, the Counfs a fool, and full of gold.

Par. That is not the Duke's letter, Sir * that is an
advertifement to a proper maid in Florence, one Dianay

to take heed of the allurement of one Count Roufillon,

a foolifh idle boy > but, for all that, very ruttifh. I

pray you, Sir, put it up again.

Int. Nay, I'll read it firft, by your favour.

Par. My meaning in't, I proteft, was very honeft

in the behalf of the maid \ for I knew the young Count
to
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to be a dangerous and lafcivious boy, who is a whale
to virginity, and devours up all the fry it finds.

Ber. Damnable ! both fides rogue.
"

Interpreter reads the letter,

IVhen he [wears oaths^ bid him drop gold, and take it.

After he [cores , he never pays the [core :
:

Half won, is match well made -> match, and well make it

:

{

He ne
y
er pays after-debt

s

9 take it before.

And [ay, a [oldier (Dian) told thee this

:

(33) Men are to mell with, boys are but to ki[s.

For count of this, the Count's a fool9 I know it.

Who pays before, but not when he does owe it.

Thine, as he vow'd to thee in thine ear,

Pa roll es.

Ber. He fhall be whipt through the army with this

rhime in his forehead.

2. Lord. This is your devoted friend, Sir, the mani-
fold linguift and the armi-potent foldier.

Ber. I could endure any thing before but a car, and
now he's a cat to me.

Int. I perceive, Sir, by the General's looks, we
fhall be fain to hang you.

Par, My life, Sir, in any cafe 5 not that I am afraid

to die> but that my offences being many, I would re-

pent out the remainder of nature. Let me live, Sir,

in a Dungeon, i'th' Stocks, any where, fo I may live.

Int. We'll fee what may be done, fo you confefs

freely j therefore, once more, to this Captain Dumain

:

(33) Men are to mell nvith, hoys are not to kifs] All the Editors have

obtruded a new Maxim upon us here, that Boys are not to kifs. Li~

via, in Beaumont and Fletcher s Tamer tamd, is of a quite oppofite Opi-

nion.

For Boys were made for Nothing but dry Kijfts.

And our Poet's Thought, I am perfwaded, went to the fame Tune j

that Boys are fit only to kifs ; Men to mingle with, and give more fub-

ftantial Pleafures. To mell, is deriv'd from the French Word, me'ler; to

mingle. I made this Correction when I publifh'd my Shakespeare*
rejiord ; and Mr. Poj;e has thought fit to adopt it in his lall Impreihon.

you
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you have anfwer'd to his reputation with the Duke,
and to his valour. What is his honefty ?

Par. He will fteal, Sir, an egg out of a cloifter

:

for rapes and ravifhments he parallels Nejfus. He pro-
fefles not keeping of oaths j in breaking them he is

flronger than Hercules. He will lie, Sir, with fuch vo-
lubility, that you would think, truth were a fool

:

drunkennefs is his beft virtue, for he will be fwine-

drunk, and in his fleep he does little harm, faye to his

bed-cloaths about him ; but they know his conditions,

and lay him in ftraw. I have but little more to fay,

Sir, of his honefty, he has every thing that an honeft

man fhould not have j what an honeft man Ihould have,

he has nothing.

1 Lord. I begin to love him for this.

Ber. For this defcription of thine honefty ? a pox
upon him for me, he is more and more a cat.

Int. What fay you to his expertnefs in war?
Par. Faith, Sir, h'as led the drum before the En-

glijh Tragedians : to belie him, I will not ; and more
of his foldierfhip I know not * except in that Country,
he had the honour to be the Officer at a place there

call'd Mile-end, to inftru6fc for the doubling of files. I
would do the man what honour I can, but of this I
am not certain.

1 Lord. He hath out-villain'd villany fo far, that the

rarity redeems him.

Ber. A pox on him, he's a cat (till.

Int. His qualities being at this poor price, I need
not to ask you if gold will corrupt him to revolt.

Par. Sir, for a Quart-d'ccu he will fell the fee-fim-

ple of his falvation, the inheritance of it, and cut th'in-

tail from all remainders, and a perpetual fucceffion

for it perpetually.

Int. What's his Brother, the other Captain Du-
main ?

i Lord. Why does he ask him of me?
Int. What's he?

Par. E'en a crow o'th' fame neft ; not altogether fo

great as the firft in goodnefs, but greater a great deal

Vol, II. F f in
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in evil. He excels his Brother for a Coward, yet his

brother is reputed one of the beft that is. In a Retreat

he out-runs any lacquey j marry, in coming on he has

the cramp.
Int. If your life be faved, will you undertake to

betray the Florentine ?

Par. Ay, and the Captain of his horfe, Count Rou-

fillon.

Int. I'll whifper with the General and know his

pleafure.

Par. I'll no more drumming, a plague of all drums!
Only to feem to deferve well, and to beguile the fup-

pofition of that lafcivious young boy the Count, have

I run into danger > yet who would have fufpe&ed an

ambufh where I was taken? [Afide.
Int. There is no remedy, Sir, but you mult die ;

the General fays, you, that have fo traiteroufly difco-

vered the fecrets of your army, and made fuch pefli-

ferous reports of men very nobly held, can ferve the

world for no honeft ufe \ therefore you muft die.

Come, headfman, off with his head.

Par. O lord, Sir, let me live, or let me fee my
death.

Int. That fhall you, and take your leave of all

your friends. [Unbinding him.

So, look about you , know you any here ?

Ber. Good morrow, noble Captain.

2 Lord. God blefs you, Captain Parolles.

1 Lord. God lave you, noble Captain.

2 Lord. Captain, what Greeting will you to my
Lord Lafeu? I am for France.

i Lord. Good Captain, will you give me a copy of

that fame Sonnet you writ to Diana in behalf of the

Count Roufdlon? if I were not a very coward, I'd com-
pel it of you , but fare you well. [Exeunt.

Int. You are undone, Captain, all but your fcarf ;

that has a knot on't yet.

Par. Who cannot be cruuYd with a plot?

Int. If you could find out a Country where but wo-
men were that had received fo much fhame, you

might
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might begin an impudent Nation. Fare you well, Sir,

I am for France too, we fhall fpeak of you there.

[Exit.

Par. Yet am I thankful : if my heart were great,

'Twould burft at this. Captain I'll be no more,

But I will eat and drink, and fleep as foft,

As Captain fhall. Simply the thing I am
Shall make me live : who knows himfelf a braggart,

Let him fear this 5 for it will come to pafs,

That every braggart fhall be found an afs.

Ruft, fword ! cool, blufhes ! and, Parolles, live

Safeft in fhame ! being fool'd, by fool'ry thrive $

There's place and means for every man alive.

I'll after them. [Exit.

SCENE changes to the Widow's Houfe, at

Florence.

Enter Helena, Widow and Diana.

Hel. THAT you may well perceive I have not

JL wrong'd you,
One of the Greateft in the chriftian world
Shall be my Surety j 'fore whofe Throne 'tis needful,

Ere I can perfect mine intents, to kneel.

Time was, I did him a defired office

Dear almoft as his life 3 which gratitude

Through flinty Tartars bofom would peep forth,

And anfwer thanks. I duly am inform'd,

His Grace is at Marfellies, to which place

We have convenient Convoy ; you muft know,
I am fuppofed dead 5 the Army breaking,

My husband hies him home} where, heaven aiding,

And by the leave of my good lord the King,
We'll be before our welcome.

Wid. Gentle Madam,
You never had a fervant, to whofe truft

Your bufinefs was more welcome.
Hel. Nor you, Miflrefs,

Ever a friend, whofe thoughts more truly labour

Ffz To



45 £ All*s welly that Ends well.

To recompence your love : doubt not, but heav'n

Hath brought me up to be your Daughter's dowre,
As it hath fated her to be my motive

And helper to a husband. But, O ftrange men!
That can fuch fweet ufe make of what they hate,

When faucy trufting of the cozen'd thoughts

Defiles the pitchy night} fo luft doth play

With what it loaths, for that which is away.

But more of this hereafter. You, Diana
i

Under my poor inftru&ions yet muft fuffer

Something in my behalf.

Dia. Let death and honefty

Go with your impofitions, I am yours

Upon your will to fuffer.

Hel. Yet I pray you

:

But with the word the time will bring on fummer*
When briars {hall have leaves as well as thorns,

And be as fweet as fharp : we muft away,

(34) Our waggon is prepar'd, and time revives us $

(3f ) AIVs well, that ends wells ftill the fine's the crown \

Whate'er the courfe, the end is the renown. [Exeunt.

(34) Our Wargon is prepard, and Time revives us ;] The Word re-

wives conveys fo little Idea of Senfe here, that it feems very liable to

Sufpicion. How could Time revive thefe travelling Adventurers ? Helen

could not have fo poor a Thought as to mean, " tho' we were tir'd lair.

" Night, yet Repofe has given us frefti Vigour, and now Time revives

" us for a new Fatigue." Can It then have this Meaning ? The Confe-

quences of our Enterprize, and the happy IlTue that may crown it in

Time, revive our Spirits, and animate us to a chearful Profecution.

Mr. Warburton very reafonably conjectures, that We mould read,

and Time revyes us ;

i. e. looks us in the Face, calls upon us to haften ;

(3 c) AWs well, that ends well ; ftill that finds the Crown ;] What
finds ? There is no Subftantive in the preceding Branch of the Sentence

to anfwer to this Relative. But this is the Reading only of Mr. Ro-ive

and Mr. Pope ; I have reltor'd the genuine Text from the firft Folio. Our
Author is alluding to the Latin proverbial Gnome ; Finis coronat opus.

And he elfewhere ufts the fint% to fignify, the End, the lilue. So Be-
nedick, in Much Ado about Nothing.

and the fine is, (Jbr the Which I tnay go the finer,) I will live a
Batch^Mor,

SCENE
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SCENE changes to Roufillon in France,

Enter Countefs, Lafeu, and Clown.

Laf. y^] O, no, no, your Son was mif-led with a

JLN fnipt-taffata fellow there, whofe villainous

fafFron would have made all the unbak'd and dowy
youth of a nation in his colour. Your daughter-in-

law had been alive at this hour, and your Son here at

home more advanc'd by the King than by that red-

tail'd humble-bee I fpeak of.

Count, I would, I had not known him ! it was the

death of the moft virtuous Gentlewoman that ever Na-
ture had Praife for creating} if fhe had partaken of my
flefh, and coil me the deareft groans of a Mother, I

could not have owed her a more rooted love.

Laf. 'Twas a good lady, 'twas a good lady. We
may pick a thoufand fallets ere we light on fuch ano-

ther herb.

Clo. Indeed, Sir, fhe was the fweet marjoram of the

fallet, or rather the herb of grace.

Laf. They are not fallet- herbs;, you knave, they are

nofe-herbs.

Clo. I am no great Nebuchadnezzar^ Sir, I have not

much skill in grafs.

Laf. Whether dofl: thou profefs thy felf, a knave or

a fool?

Clo. A fool, Sir, at a woman's fervice ; and a knave,

at a man's.

Laf. Your diftin&ion?

Clo. I would cozen the man of his wife, and do his

fervice.

Laf. So you were a knave at his fervice, indeed.

Clo. And I would give his wife my bauble, Sir, to

do her fervice.

Laf. I will fubfcribe for thee, thou art both knave
and fool.

Clo. At your fervice.

Laf. No, no3 no,

F f j Clo.
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Clo. Why, Sir, if I cannot ferve you, I can fervc

as great a Prince as you are.

Laf. Who's that, a Frenchman ?

Clo. Faith, Sir, he has an EngUJJo name , but his

phifnomy is more hotter in France than there.

Laf. What Prince is that ?

Clo. The black Prince, Sir, alias the Prince ofDark-
nefs, alias the Devil.

Laf. Hold thee, there's my purfe y I give thee not

this to feduce thee from thy Mafter thou talk'ii of,

ferve him ftill.

Clo. I'm a woodland fellow, Sir, that always lov'd

a great fire $ and the Mafter I fpeak of ever keeps a

good fire; but, fure, he is the Prince of the world, let

his Nobility remain in's Court. I am for the Houfe
with the narrow gate, which I take to be too little for

Pomp to enter : lbme, that humble themfelves, may ;

but the Many will be too chill and tender, and they'll

be for the flowry way that leads to the broad gate,

and the great fire.

Lif Go thy ways, I begin to be a weary of thee,

and I tell thee fo berore, becaufe I would not fall out

with thee. Go thy ways, let my horfes be well look'd

to, without any tricks.

Clo. If I put any tricks upon 'em, they fhall be jades

tricks, which are their own right by the law of Na-
ture. [_Esit.

Laf. A fhrewd knave, and an unhappy.
Count. So he is. My Lord, that's gone, made him-

felf much fport out of him 3 by his authority he re-

mains here, which he thinks is a patent for his fawci-

nefs y and, indeed, he has no pace, but runs where he

will.

Laf I like him well, 'tis not amifs , and I was about

to tell you, fince I heard of the good Lady's death,

and that my Lord your Son was upon his return home,
I mov'd the King my Mafter to fpeak in the behalf of

my Daughter
y which in the minority of them both,

his Majcfty, out of a iclf-gracious remembrance, did

firft propoic} his Highnefs hath promis'd me to do itj

and
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and to flop up the difpleafure he hath conceiv'd againfi

your Son, there is no fitter matter. How do's your
Ladyfhip like it?

Count. With very much content, my Lord, and I

wifh it happily effected.

Laf. His Highnefs comes poft from Marfeilles^ of as

able a body as when he number'd thirty; he will be
here to morrow, or I am deceiv'd by him that in fuch
intelligence hath feldom faiPd.

Count. It rejoices me, that, I hope, I mail fee him
ere I die. I have letters, that my Son will be here to

night : I mail befeech your Lordfhip to remain with
me 'till they meet together.

Laf. Madam, I was thinking with what manners I

might fafely be admitted.

Count. You need but plead your honourable privi-

lege.

Laf. Lady, of that I have made a bold charter; but
?

I thank my God, it holds yet.

Enter Clown.

Clo. O Madam, yonder's my Lord your Son with a
patch of velvet on's face; whether there be a fear un-
der't, or no, the velvet knows, but 'tis a goodly patch
of velvet} his left cheek is a cheek of two pile and a

half, but his right cheek is worn bare.

Count. A fear nobly got, or a noble fear, is a good-

livery of honour. So, belike, is that.

Clo. But it is your carbonado'd face.

Laf. Let us go fee your Son, I pray you : I long to

talk with the young noble Soldier.

Clo. 'Faith, there's a dozen of 'em with delicate fine

hats and moft courteous feathers, which bow the head,

and nod at every man. [Exeunt.

F f 4 ACT
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ACT
SCENE, the Court of France, at

Marfeilles. b1# ;

Enter Helena, Widow, and Diana, with tw&

Attendants.

Helena.
BUT this exceeding Polling day and night

Muft wear your fpirits low 5 we cannot help it.

But fince you've made the days and nights as

one,

To wear your gentle limbs in my affairs %

Be bold, you do fo grow in my requital,

As nothing can unroot you. In happy time,

Enter a Gentleman.

This man may help me to his Majefty's ear,

If he would fpend his power. God fave you, Sir.

Gent. And you,

HeL Sir, I have feen you in the Court of France.

Gent. I have been fometimes there.

HeL I do prefume, Sir, that you are not fallen

From the report that goes upon your goodnefs >

And therefore, goaded with moft iharp occafions

Which lay nice manners by, I put you to

The ufe of your own virtues, for the which
I iriall continue thankful.

Gent. What's your will?

HeL That it will pleafe you
To give this poor petition to the King,
And aid me with that ftore of power you have,

To come into his prefence.

Gent. The King's not here.

HeL Not here, Sir ?

Gent.
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Gent, Not, indeed.

He hence remov'd laft night, and with more hafte

Than is his ufe.

Wid. Lord, how we lofe our pains

!

HeL All's well, that ends well yet,

Tho' time feem fo adverfe, and means unfit:

I do befeech you, whither is he gone ?

Gent. Marry, as I take it, to Roufillon,

Whither I'm going,

HeL I befeech you, Sir,

Since you are like to fee the King before me,

Commend the paper to his gracious hand j

Which, I prefume, (hall render you no Blame,

But rather make you thank your pains for it.

I will come after you with what good fpeed

Our means will make us means. %x

Gent. This I'll do for you.

HeL And you (hall find your felf to be well thank'd,

What-e'er falls more. We muft to horfe again.

Go, go, provide. [Exeunt.

SCENE changes to Roufillon.

Enter Clown, and Parolles.

Par. /^OOD Mr. Levatch9 give my Lord Lafeu
Vj this letter j I have ere now, Sir, been bet-

ter known to you, when I have held familiarity with

freflier cloathsj (j6) but I am now, Sir, muddied in

fortune's moat, and (mell fomewhat ftrong of her ftrong

difpleafure.

\ulOi.

(36) But 1 am no<w, Sir, muddied in Fortune 's Mood, and fmell forde-

<what ftrong of her ftrong Difpleafure] Fortune''s Mood is, without Ques-
tion, good Senfc, and very proper : and yet I verily Relieve, the Poet

wrote as I have reflor'd in the Text; in Fortunes Moat : becaufe

the Clown in the very next Speech replies, I will henceforth eat no Fifh

of Fortune's buttering, and again, when he conies to repeat Parolles 's Pe-

tition to Lafeu, that hathfaWn into the unclean Fifhpond of her

Difpleafure, and, as he fays, is muddied <withal. And again, Pray
you, Sir, ufe the Carp ax you may, Sec. In all which Places, 'tis ob-

vious, a Moat, or Pond, is the Allufion. Befides, Parolles fmelling

ftrong,
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Clo. Truly, fortune's difpleafure is but fluttifh, if it

fmell fo ftrongly as thou fpeak'fl of: I will henceforth
eat no fifh of fortune's butt'ring. Pr'ythee, allow the

wind.

Par. Nay, you need not to flop your nofe, Sir j I

fpake but by a metaphor.

Clo. Indeed, Sir, if your metaphor ftink, I will (lop

my nofe againft any man's metaphor. Pry'thee, get

thee further.

Par. Pray you, Sir, deliver me this paper.

Clo. Foh! pr'ythee, ftand away 5 a paper from for-

tune's clofe-ftool, to give to a Nobleman ! look, here
he comes himfelf.

Enter Lafeu.

Here is a pur of fortune's, Sir, or of fortune's

cat, (but not a musk-cat;) that hath fall'n into the

unclean fiihpond of her difpleafure, and, as he fays, is

muddied withai. Pr«->y you, Sir, ufe the carp as you
may ; for he looks like a poor, depayed, ingenious,

foolifh, rafcally knave. (37) I do pity his diftrefs in

my Similes of comfort, and leave him to yourLordfhip.

Par. My Lord, I am a man whom fortune hath cru-

elly fcratch'd.

Laf. And what would you have me to do ? 'tis too

late to pare her nails now. Wherein have you play'd

the knave with fortune, that me mould fcratch you,

who of her felf is a good Lady, and would not have

fhong, as he fays, of Fortune's flrong Difpleafure, carries on the fame

Image : For as the Moats round old Seats were always replenifh'd with

Fifh, fo the Clown's joke of holding his Nofe, we may prefume, pro-

ceeded from This becaufe la Chambre bajfe was always over

the Moat : and therefore the Clown humouroufly fays, when Parolles is

prefling him to deliver his Letter to Lord Lafeu.— Foh ! prythee,

fand anxay : A Paperfrom Fortune's Clofeftool, to give to a Nobleman !

(37) / do pity his Difrefs in my Smiles of Comfort.] This very hu-

mourous Paftage my Friend Mr. Warburton refcued from Nonfenfc molt

happily, by the Iniertion of a fingle Letter, in the Manner I have re-

frrm'd the Text. Thefe Similes of Comfort are ironically meant by the

Clown; as much as to fay, you may perceive, how much I think he

defcrves Comfoit, by my calling him Fortune^ Cat, Carp, rafcally

Knave, Sec.

knaves
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Jtnaves thrive long under her ? there's a Quart-d'ecu

for you : let the Juftices make you and fortune friends

;

I am for other bufinefs.

Par. I befeech your honour, to hear me one flngle

word.

Laf. You beg a fingle penny more : come, you fhall

ha't, fave your word.
Par. My name, my good Lord, is Parolks.

Laf. You beg more than one word then. Cox' my
paflion ! give me your hand : how does your drum ?

Par. O my good Lord, you were the fir ft, that found

me.

Laf. Was I, infooth ? and I was the firft, that loft

thee.

Par. It lyes in you, my Lord, to bring me in fome
grace, for you did bring me out.

Laf. Out upon thee, knave ! doft thou put upon
me at once both the office of God and the Devil? one
brings thee in grace, and the other brings thee out.

[_Sound Trumpets.'] The King's coming, I know, by his

trumpets. Sirrah, inquire further after me, I had talk

of you laft night} tho' you are a fool and a knave, you
fhall eat -> go to, follow.

Par. I praife God for you. [Exeunt.

Flourip. Enter King, Countefs,. Lafeu, the two
French Lords, with attendants.

King. We loft a jewel of her, (38) our efteem
Was made much poorer by it 5 but your Son,

(38) oar Efteem
Was made much poorer by it: ] What's the Meaning of the

King's Efieem being made poorer by the Lofs of Helen ? I think, it

can only be underftcod in one Senfe ; and That Senfe won't carry Water

:

i. e. We fuffer'd in our Eftimation by her Lofs. But how fo ? Did the

King contribute to her Misfortunes ? Nothing like it. Or did he not
do all in his Power to prevent them ? Yes ; he married Bertram to her.

We mult certainly read therefore ;

We loft a Jewel ofher ; our Eftate'

Was made much poorer by it

:

That's the certain Confequence of any one's lofing a Jewel, for their Ef-

tate to be made proportionably poorer according to the Value of the Lofs

Mr. Warburton.

As
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As mad in folly, lack d the feme to know
Her eftimation home.

Count. 'Tis pad, my Liege j

And I befeech your Majefty to make it

(39) Natural rebellion, done i'th' blade of youth.

When oil and fire, too ftrong for reafon's force,

O'erbears it, and burns on.

King. My honour'd Lady,

I have forgiven and forgotten all >

Tho' my revenges were high bent upon him,
And watch'd the time to fhoot.

Laf. This I muft fay,

But firft I beg my pardon $ the young Lord
Did to his Majefty, his Mother, and his Lady,
Offence of mighty note* but to himfelf

The greateft wrong of all. He loft a Wife,
Whofe beauty did aftonifh the Survey
Of richeft eyes* whofe words all ears took captive ;

Whofe dear perfection, hearts, that fcorn'd to ferve,

Humbly call'd Miftrefs.

King. Praifing what is loft,

Makes the remembrance dear. Well — call him
hither -

y

We're reconcil'd, and the firft view fhall kill

All repetition : let him not ask our pardon.

The nature of his great offence is dead,

And deeper than oblivion we do bury

Th' incenfing relicks of it. Let him approach,

(39) Natural Rebellion, done i
y

th
y
blade of Youth,"] If this Reading be

genuine, the Metaphor mud be from any Grain, or Plant, taking Fire:

but, I own, it feems more in Sbake/peares way of Thinking to fuppofe

He wrote ;

Nat&raJ Rebellion, done itti blaze of Youth,

i. e. in the Fervour, Flame, &c. So He has exprefs'd himfelf, upon a,

like Occafion, in Hamlet,

, . / do know,

When the Blood burns, hczv prodigal the Soul

Lends the Tongue Vows. Theft Blazes, O my Daughter, Sec.

And fo, again, in his Troilus and CreJJida ;

Tor II(<fcor, %n his Blaze of Wrath, fubferibet

To tender QbieHs.

A
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A ftranger, no offender-, and inform him,

So 'tis our will he fhould.

Gent. I fhall, my Liege.

King. What fays he to your Daughter ? Have you
fpoke ?

Laf. All, that he is, hath reference to your High-
nefs.

King. Then fhall we have a Match. I have letters

fent me,
That fet him high in fame.

Enter Bertram.

Laf. He looks well on't.

King. I'm not a day of feafon,

For thou may'ft fee a fun-fhine and a hail

In me at once $ but to the brighteft beams
Diftracted clouds give ways fo ftand thou forth,

The time is fair again.

Ber. My high-repented Blames,

Dear Sovereign, pardon to me.
King. All is whole,

Not one word more of the confumed time,

Let's take the inftant by the forward top $

For we are old, and on our quick'ft decrees

Th' inaudible and noifelefs foot of time

Steals, ere we can effect them. You remember
The Daughter of this Lord ?

Ber. Admiringly, my Liege. At firft

I ftuck my choice upon her, ere my heart

Durfl make too bold a herald of my tongue:
Where the impreflion of mine eye en fixing,

Contempt his fcornful perfpective did lend me,
Which warp'd the line of every other favour

;

Scorn'd a fair colour, or exprefs'd it itolPn,

Extended or contracted all proportions

To a moft hideous object : thence it came,
Than fhe, whom all men prais'd, and whom my felf,

Since I have loft, have lov'd, was in mine eye

The duft that did offend it.

King-
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King. Well excused:

That thou didft love her, ftrikes fome fcores away
From the great 'compt jbut Love, that comes too late,

Like a remoi feful Pardon flowly carried,

To the great Sender turns a fowre offence,

Crying, that's good that is gone: our rafh faults

Make trivial price of ferious things we have,

Not knowing them, until we know their Grave.
Of: our difpleafures, to our felves unjuft,

Deftroy our Friends, and, after, weep their dufr. :

Our own iove, waking, cries to fee what's done,

"While fhameful hate fleeps out the afternoon.

Be this fweet Helen's knell > and now, forget her.

Send forth your amorous token for fair Maudlin^
The main confents are had, and here we'll flay

To fee our Widower's fecond marriage-day :

Count. (40) Which better than the firit, O dear

heav'n, blefs,

Or, ere they meet, in me, O nature, ceafe!

Laf. Come on, my Son, in whom my Houfe's Name
Muft be digefted : give a favour from you
To fparkle in the fpirits of my Daughter,
That fhe may quickly come. By my old beard,

And ev'ry hair that's on't, Helen^ that's dead,

Was a fweet Creature : fuch a ring as this,

The laft that e'er ihe took her leave at Court,

I faw upon her finger.

Ber. Her's it was not.

King. Now, pray you, let me fee it. For mine eye,

While I was fpeaking, oft was faflen'd to't :

This ring was mine* and, when I gave it Helen^

I bad her, if her fortunes ever flood

(4c) Which better than the f.rjl, O dear Heavn, blefs,

Or, e'er they meet, in nir, O Mature, ceaft .'] I have ventur'A

againft the Authority of the printed Copies, to prefix die CountefisNzvm
to thefe two Lines. The King appears, indeed, to be a Favourer of

Bertram : but if Bertram mould make a bad Husband the fecond Time,

why fhould it give the King fuch mortal Pangs ? A fond and dilappointed

Mother might reafonably not deiire to live to fee fuch a Day : and from

her the Wifh of dying, rather than :o behold it, comes with Propriety.

Nccefliticd
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Neceflitied to help, that by this token

I would relieve her. Had you that craft to reave her

Of what fhould ftead her moft?
Ber. My gracious Sovereign,

Howe'er it pleafes you to take it fo,

The ring was never her's.

Count, Son, on my life,

I've feen her wear it, and fhe reckon'd it

At her life's rate.

Laf. I'm fure, I faw her wear it.

Ber. You are deceiv'd, my Lord, fhe never faw it >

In Florence was it from a cafement thrown me,
Wrap'd in a paper, which contain'd the Name
Of her that threw it: (41) Noble fhe was, and thought
I flood ungag'd 5 but when I had fubferib'd

To mine own fortune, and inform'd her fully,

I could not anfwer in that courfe of honour
As fhe had made the overture, fhe ceaft

In heavy fatisfaction, and would never

Receive the ring again.

King. Pintus himfelf,

That knows the cincl: and multiplying Medicine,
Hath not in Nature's myftery more fcience,

Than I have in this ring. 'Twas mine, 'twas Helen's,

Whoever gave it you : then if you know,
That you are well acquainted with your felf,

Confefs 'twas hers, and by what rough enforcement
You got it from her. She call'd the Saints to furety.

That fhe would never put it from her finger,

Unlefs fhe gave it to your felf in bed,

(Where you have never come) or fentit us

Upon her great difafler.

Ber. She never faw it.

(41) • — noble She nvas, and thought

I flood engag'd ; ] I don't underftand this Reading; if We
are to underftand, that She thought Bertram engag'd to her in Affection,

infnar'd by her Charms, this Meaning is too obfcurely exprefs'd. The
" Context rather makes me believe, that the Poet wrote,

noble She was> and thought

I flood ungag'd

;

i. e. unengaged : neither my Heart, nor Perfon, difpos'd of.

Kin*.a
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King. Thou fpeak'ft it falfely,as I love mine honour j

And mak'ft conjeft'ral fears to come into me,
Which I would fain Ihut out* if it fhould prove
That thou art fo inhuman 'twill not prove fo

And yet I know not— thou didft hate her deadly,
And fhe is dead j which nothing, but to clofe

Her eyes my felf, could win me to believe,

More than to fee this ring. Take him away.
[Guards feize Bertram.

My fore-paft proofs, howe'er the matter fall,

Shall tax my fears of little vanity,

Having vainly fear'd too little. Away with him,
We'll fift this matter further.

Ber. If you fhall prove,

This ring was ever hers, you fhall as eafie

Prove that I husbanded her bed in Florence^

Where yet fhe never was. [Exit Bertram guarded.

Enter a Gentleman.

King. I'm wrap'd in difmal thinkings.

Gent. Gracious Sovereign,

Whether I've been to blame or no, I know not :

Here's a petition from a Florentine,

Who hath for four or five Removes come fhort

To tender it her felf. I undertook ity

Vanquifh'd thereto by the fair grace and fpeech

Of the poor Suppliant, who by this, I know,
Is here attending : her bufinefs looks in her

With an importing vifage, and ihe told me,
In a fweet verbal brief, it did concern

Your Highnefs with her felf.

The King reads a Letter.

Upon his many proteftations to marry me, when his Wife
was deadj I blujh to fay it, he won me. Now is the Count

Roufillon a Widower, his vows are forfeited to me, and

my Honour's paid to him. He ftok from Florence, taking

po leave, and Ifollow him to this Country for juftice : grant

it me, O King, in you it beft lyes -

3 otherwife a feducer flow

riftjes, and a poor Maid is undone.

Diana Capulet.

Laf.
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.Laf. I will buy me a fon-in-law in a Fair, and toll

for him. For this, 1*11 none of him.

King. The heavens have thought well on thee, Lafeu%
To bring forth this difcov'ry, Seek thefe fuitors :

Go fpeedily, and bring again the Count.

Enter Bertram*

I am afraid, the life of Helen (Lady)
Was foully matched.

Count. Now juftice on the doers!

King. I wonder, Sir, wives are fo monftrous to you,
And that you fly them as you fwear to them ;

Yet you defire to wed. What Woman's that?

Enter Widow, and Diana.

Dia. I am, my Lord, a wretched Florentine,

Derived from the ancient Capulet •,

My fuit, as I do underftand, you know,
And therefore know how far I may be pitied.

Wid. I am her Mother, Sir, whofe Age and Honour
Both fufFer under this complaint we bring,

And both fhall ceafe without your remedy.

King. Come hither, Count 5 do you know thefe Wo-
men ?

Ber. My Lord, I neither can nor will deny
But that I know them 5 do they charge me further?

Dia. Why do you look fo ftrange upon your Wife?
Ber. She's none of mine, my Lord,
Dia. If you fhall marry,

You give away this hand, and that is mine;
You give away heav'n's vows, and thofe are mine j

You give away my felf, which is known mine*
For I by vow am fo embodied yours,

That fhe, which marries you, muft marry me,
Either both or none.

Laf. Your reputation comes too fhort for my Daugh-
ter, you are no husband for her, \jTo Bertram.

Ber. My Lord, this is a fond and defp'rate Creature,

Whom fometime I have laugh'd with : let your High-
ncCs

Vol. II. G g Lay
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Lay a more noble thought upon mine honour,
Than for to think that I would fink it here.

King. Sir, for my thoughts, you have them ill to
friend,

'Till your deeds gain them fairer : prove your honour,
Then in my thought it lies.

Dia. Good my Lord,
Ask him upon his oath, if he does think

He had not my virginity.

King. What fay'ft thou to her ?

Ber. She's impudent, my Lord

;

And was a common gamefter to the camp.
Dia. He does me wrong, my Lord j if I were (oj

He might have bought me at a common price.

Do not believe him. O, behold this ring,

Whofe high refpeft and rich validity

Did lack a parallel : yet, for all that,

He gave it to a commoner o'th' camp,
If I be one.

Count. He blufhes, and 'tis his :

Of fix preceding anceftors, that gemm
(41) Conferr'd by Teftament to th' fequent iflue,

Hath it been ow'd and worn. This is his Wife,

That ring's a thoufand proofs.

King. Methought, you faid,

You faw one here in Court could witnefs it.

Dia. I did, my Lord, but loth am to produce

So bad an initrument* his name's Parolles.

(42) Conferred by Tejiament to th? fubfequent Ijfue,"] This is only the

Reading, I think, of the laft Editor. I might lay, This in Mr. Pope'*

Ear is a Verfe, — to return him one of his Civilities : but I'll content

myfelf witn obferving, that all the genuine Copies read;

Con/err d by Teflament to tJ? fequent Ijjuc,

So, before, in this Play ;

Indeed, your O Lord, Sir, is very fequent to your whipping.

So, in Troilus and GreJJida ;

But be thou true, fay I, to fafiiov in

My fequent Protefw.tion :

So, in Humlt.
now* the next Day

Was our Sea-fight ; and What to this was fequent,

Tlou kno-ju^jl already.

A ^<J in many otiicr Inllanccs, that might be quoted.

Laf.
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Laf. I faw the man to day, if man he 'be.

King. Find him, and bring him hither.

Ber. What of him ?

He's quoted for a moft perfidious flave,

With all the fpots o'th' world, tax'd and debofh'd,

Which Nature fickens with : but to fpeak truth,

Am I or that or this, for what he'll utter,

That will fpeak any thing?

King. She hath that ring of yours.

Ber. I think, (he has 5 certain it is, I lik'd her,

And boarded her i'th' wanton way of youth

:

She knew her diftance, and did angle for me,
Madding my eagernefs with her reftraint

;

As all impediments in fancy's courfe

Are motives of more fancy : and in fine,

Her infuit coming with her modern grace,

Subdu'd me to her rate : ihe got the ring 3

And I had That, which any Inferior might
At market-price have bought.

Dia. I muft be patient :

You, that turn'd off a firft fo noble Wife,
May juftly diet me. I pray you yet,

(Since you lack virtue, I will lofe a Husband,)
Send for your ring, I will return it home,
And give me mine again.

Ber. I have it not.

King. What ring was yours, I pray you ?

Dia. Sir, much like the fame upon your finger.

King. Know you this ring? this ring was his of lateJ

Dia. And this was it I gave him, being a-bed.

King. The ftory then goes falfe, you threw it him
Out of a cafement.

Dia. I have fpoke the truth.

Enter Parolles.

Ber. My Lord, I do confefs, the ring was hers.

King. You boggle fhrewdly, every feather ftarts

you:*-

—

•

Is this the man you fpeak of?

Dia. It is, my Lord.
Gg % King*
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King. Tell me, Sirrah, but tell me true, I charge
you,

Not fearing the difpleafure of your Mafter,

Which on your juil proceeding I'll keep off;

By him and by this Woman here, what know you?
Par. So pleafe your Majefty, my Mafter hath been

an honourable Gentleman. Tricks he hath had in him,
which Gentlemen have.

King. Come, come, to the purpofe ; did he love

this Woman?
Par. 'Faith, Sir, he did love her; but how?
King. How, I pray you?
Par. He did love her, Sir, as a Gentleman loves a

Woman.
King. How is that ?

Par. He lov'd her, Sir, and lov'd her not.

King. As thou art a knave, and no knave; what an
equivocal companion is this ?

Par. I am a poor man, and at your Majefty's Com-
mand.

Laf. He's a good Drum, my Lord, but a naughty
Orator.

Dia. Do you know, he prorriis'd me marriage T
Par. 'Faith, I know more than I'll fpeak.

King. But wilt thou not fpeak all thou know'ft?
Par. Yes, fo pleafe your Majefty. I did go between

them, as I faid -, but more than that, he lov'd her:

for, indeed, he was mad for her, and talk'd of Satan,

and of limbo, and of furies, and I know not what;
yet I was in that credit with them at that time, that I

knew of their going to bed, and of other motions, as

promifing her marriage, and things that would derive

me ill will to fpeak of; therefore I will not fpeak

what I know.
King. Thou haft fpoken all already, unlefs thou canft

fay they arc married ; but thou art too fine in thy evi-

dence; therefore ftand afide. This ring, you fay, was

ycurs ?

Dia. Ay, my good Lord.

King. Whcie did you buy it? or who gave it you?
Di.i.
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Dia. It was not given me, nor did I buy it.

King. Who lent it you ?

Dia. It was not lent me neither.

King. Where did you find it then ?

Dia. I found it not.

King. If it were yours by none of all thefe ways, 1

How could you give it him ?

Dia. I never gave it him.

Laf. This Woman's an eafie glove, my Lord, fhe

goes off and on at pleafure.

King. This ring was mine, I gave it his firft Wife.

Dia. It might be yours, or hers, for ought I .know.

King. Take her away, I do not like her now,
To prifon with her : and away with him.

Unlefs thou tell' ft me where thou hadft this ring,

Thou dieft within this hour.

Dia. I'll never tell you.

King. Take her away.

Dia. I'll put in bail, my Liege.

King. I think thee now fome common cuftomer.

Dia. By Jove, if ever I knew man, 'twas you.

King. Wherefore hail thou accus'd him all this while ?

Dia. Becaufe he's guilty, and he is not guilty -
3

He knows, I am no Maid, and he'll fwear to't 5,

I'll fwear, I am a Maid, and he knows not.

Great King, I am no Strumpet, by my life 5

I'm either Maid, or elfe this old Man's Wife.

[Pointing to Lafeu.

King. She does abufe our ears y to prifon with her.

Dia. Good Mother, fetch my bail. Stay, royal Sir,

[_Ex. Widow..
The Jeweller that owes the ring is fent for,

And he fhall furety me. But for this Lord, [To Bert*

Who hath abus'd me, as he knows himfelf,

Tho' yet he never harm'd me, here I quit him
;
.

He knows himfelf my bed he hath defil'd,

And at that time he got his Wife with child ;

Dead tho' fhe be, fhe feels her young one kick

:

So there's my Riddle, one that's dead is quick.
And now behold the meaning.

Gg J Enter
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Enter Helena, and Widow.

King. Is there no Exorcift

Beguiles the truer office of mine eyes ?

Is't real, that I fee ?

Hel. No, my good Lord,
'Tis but a fhadow of a Wife you fee,

The name, and not the thing.

Ber. Both, Bothj oh, pardon!
Hel. Oh, my good Lord, when I was like this Maid,

I found you wond'rous kind j there is your ring,

And look you, here's your letter : this it fays,

When from my finger you can get this ring)

jlnd are by me with child) &c. This is done.

Will you be mine, now you are doubly won?
Ber. If fhe, my Liege, can make me know this

clearly,

I'll love her dearly, ever, ever dearly.

Hel. If it appear not plain, and prove untrue,

Deadly Divorce ftep between me and you !

O, my dear Mother, do I fee you living?

[To the Countefs.

Laf. Mine eyes fmell onions, I mall weep anon:

Good Tom Drum^ lend me a handkerchief, [To Parolles.

So, I thank thee, wait on me home. I'll make fporc

with thee : let thy courtefies alone, they are fcurvy

ones.

King. Let us from point to point this flory know,
To make the even truth in pleafure flow :

If thou beeft yet a frefh uncropped flower, [To Diana.

Chufe thou thy husband, and I'll pay thy dower j

For I can guefs, that by thy honeft aid,

Thou kept'it a Wife her felf, thy felf a Maid.
Of that and all the progrefs more and lefs,

Refolvedly more leifure ihall exprefs;

AH vet feems well, and if it end fo meet,

1 he bitter paft, more welcome is the fweet. [Exeunt.

E P I-



EPILOGUE.
Spoken by the KING,

^T^HE King's a beggar , now the Play is done:

-*• All is well ended, if this fuit be won,

T'hat you exprefs content $ which we will pay,

With ftrife to pleafe you, day exceeding day 5

Ours be your Patience then, and yours our Parts,

Tour gentle Hands lend us, and take our Hearts,

Gg4 TWELFTH-
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Dramatis Perfonae.

O R S I N O, Duke of Illyria.

Sebaftian, a young Gentleman, Brother to Viola.

Antonio, a Sea-captain, Friend to Sebaftian.

Valentine, ? ~ 7 ,. , ^ ,

r £ Gentlemen^ attending on the Duke.

Sir Toby Belch, Uncle to Olivia.

Sir Andrew Ague-cheek, a foolijh Knight, pretending to

Olivia.

A Sea-captain, Friend to Viola.

Fabian, Servant to Olivia.

Malvolio, a fantaftical Steward to Olivia.

Clown, Servant to Olivia.

Olivia, a Lady of great beauty andfortune, beloved by the

Duke.

Viola, in love with the Duke.

Maria, Olivia'* Woman.

Priejl, Sailors, Officers, and other Attendants*

SCENE, a City on the Coaji of Illyria.
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WHAT YOU WILL,

ACT I.

SCENE, the Palace.

Enter the Duke, Curio, and Lords.

Duke.
F Mufick be the food of Love, play on ^

Give me excefs of it ; that, furfei ting,

The appetite may ficken, and fo die.

That Strain again y— it had a dying Fall:

O, it came o'er my ear, like the fweet
That breathes upon a bank of violets, [fouth,

Stealing, and giving odour. Enough ! no more ;

'Tis not fo fweet now, as it was before.

O fpirit or Love, how quick and frefli art thou

!

That, notwithstanding thy capacity

Receiveth as the fea, nought enters there,

Of what validity and pitch foe'er,

But falls into abatement and low price,

Even in a minute ; (i) fo full of fhapes in fancy,

That it alone is high fantaftical.

Cur.

(0
-

fo full of Shapes is Fancy,

That it alone is high fantaJiicaL'] Shakefpeare has made his Polo-

Jiius (a Character, which he defign'd fhould be receiv'd with Laughter) fay

;

« for
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Cur. Will you go hunt, my Lord?
Duke. What, Curio?

Cur, The hart.

Duke. Why, fo I do, the nobleft that I have

:

O, when my eyes did fee Olivia firft,

Methought, fhe purg'd the air of peftilencej

That inibmt was I turn'd into a hart,

And my defires, like fell and cruel hounds,

E'er fince purfue me. How now, what news from her?

Enter Valentine.

Val. So pleafe my Lord, I might not be admitted.

But from her hand-maid do return this anfwer:
The element it felf, 'till feven years hence,

Shall not behold her face at ample view $

But, like a Cloyftrefs, fhe will veiled walk,
And water once a day her chamber round
With eye-offending brine : all this to feafon

A brother's dead love, which ihe would keep frefh -

And lafting in her fad remembrance.
Duke. O, She, that hath a heart of that fine frame,

To pay this debt of love but to a Brother,

How will fhe love, when the rich golden fhafc

Hath kill'd the flock of all affections elfe

That live in her ? when liver, brain, and heart,

Thefe fov'raign Thrones, are all fupply'd, and fill'd,

for to define true Madnefs,

What ist, but to be Nothing elfe but mad,
But there is no Parity of Reafon why his Duke here, who is altogether

ferious, ar»d moralizing on the Qualities of Love, mould tell us, that

Fancy is alone the molt fantajlical Thing imaginable. I am perfuaded,

the Alteration of if into in has given us the Poefs genuine Meaning

;

that Love is mort fantajlical, in being fo variable in its Fancies. And
Shakefpeare every where fuppofes this to be the diftinguiming Charatte-

riitic of this Paliion. In his As You like it, where What it is to be in,

Love is (kfm d, amongll other Marks we have This

;

// is to be all 'made of Fantafie.

And in the fame Play, Rofalind, fpeaking of her Lover, fays

;

• If I could meet that Fancy- monger, I wouldgi-ve him fome
good Cjunfdy for he fcetns to ha've the Quotidian of Love upon him.

And a hundr.-J other Pafl'ugcs might be emoted, did the Matter require

any Proof. Mr. Warburton.

Her
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Her fweet perfe&ions, with one felf-fame King

!

Away before me to fweet beds of flowers -

y

Love-thoughts lye rich, when canopy'd with bowers.

[Exeunt*

SCENE, the Street.

Enter Viola, a Captain and Sailors.

Vio. VY7HAT Country, friends, is this ?

VV Cap. Illyria^ Lady.
Vio. And what fhould I do in Illyria ?

My Brother he is in Elyjium.

Perchance, he is not drown'd ; what think you, failors ?

Cap. It is perchance, that you your felf were fav'd.

Vio. O my poor Brother ! fo, perchance, may he be.

Cap. True, Madam : and to comfort you with
chance,

Affure your felf, after our Ship did fplit,

When you, and that poor number fav'd with you,
Hung on our driving Boat : I faw your Brother,

Moft provident in peril, bind himfelf

(Courage and Hope both teaching him the practice)

To a firong maft, that liv'd upon the fea

;

Where, like virion on the Dolphin's back,

I faw him hold acquaintance with the waves,

So long as I could fee.

Vio. For faying fo, there's gold.

Mine own efcape unfoldeth to my hope,
Whereto thy fpeech ferves for authority,

The like of him. Know'ft thou this Country ?

Cap. Ay, Madam, well ; for I was bred and born,
Not three hours travel from this very place.

Vio. Who governs here ?

Cap. A noble Duke in nature, as in name.
Vio. What is his name ?

Cap. Orfino.

Vio. Orfino! I have heard my Father name him:
He was a Batchelor then.

Cap. And fo is now, or was fo very late

;

For but a month ago I went from hence,

And
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And then 'twas frefh in murmur (as you know*
What Great ones do, the lefs will prattle of)
That he did feek the love of fair Olivia.

Vio. What's fhe?

Cap. A virtuous Maid, the Daughter of a Count,
That dy'd fome twelve months fince, then leaving he?
In the protection of his Son, her Brother,

Who fhortly alfo dy'd ; for whofe dear love,

They fay, fhe hath abjur'd the fight

And company of men.
Vio. O, that I ferv'd that Lady*

And might not be deliver'd to the world,
*Till I had made mine own occafion mellow
What my eftate is !

Cap. That were hard to compafs;
Becaufe fhe will admit no kind of fuit,

No, not the Duke's.

Vio. There is a fair behaviour in thee, Captains
And tho' that Nature with a beauteous wall

Doth oft clofe in pollution $ yet of thee,

I will believe, thou haft a mind that fuits

With this thy fair and outward character :

I pr'ythee, and I'll pay thee bounteoufly,

Conceal me what I am, and be my aid

For fuch difguife as, haply, fhall become
The form of my intent. I'll ferve this Duke 3

Thou fhalt prefent me as an eunuch to him,
It may be worth thy pains j for I can fing,

And fpeak to him in many forts of mufickj

That will allow me very worth his fervice.

What elfe may hap, to time I will commit 3

Only fhape thou thy filence to my wit.

Cap. Be you his Eunuch, and your Mute I'll be;

When my tongue blabs, then let mine eyes not fee.

Vio. I thank thee 5 lead me on, {Exeunt*

SCENE
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SCENE, an Apartment in OliviaV tioufi.

Enter Sir Toby, and Maria.

Sir To. \\7 H AT a plague means my Neice, to take
VV the death of her Brother thus ? I am

fure, Care's an enemy to life.

Mar. By my troth, Sir Toby, you muft come in ear-

lier a-nights ; your Neice, my Lady, takes great ex-

ceptions to your ill hours.

Sir To. Why, let her except, before excepted.

Mar. Ay, but you muft confine your felf within the

modeft limits of order.

Sir To. Confine? I'll confine my felf no finer than I

am 3 thefe cloaths are good enough to drink in, and
fo be thefe boots too ; an they be not, let them hang
themfelves in their own ftraps.

Mar. That quaffing and drinking will undo you ; I

heard my Lady talk of it yefterday, and of a fooliili

Knight that you brought in one night here, to be her
Wooer ?

Sir To. Who, Sir Andrew Ague-cheek ?

Mar. Ay, he.

Sir To. He's as tall a man as any's in Illyria.

Mar. What's that to th' purpofe?

Sir To. Why, he has three thoufand ducats a year.

Mar. Ay, but he'll have but a year in all thefe du-
cats: he's a very fool, and a prodigal.

Sir To. Fie, that you'll fay fo! he plays 6'th'viol-de-

gambo, and fpeaks three or four languages word for

word without book, and hath all the good gifts of Na-
ture.

Mar. He hath, indeed,—— almoft natural ; for be-

fides that he's a fool, he's a great quarreller -

y and but
that he hath the gift of a coward to allay the guft he
hath in quarrelling, 'tis thought among the prudent,

he would quickly have the gift of a Grave.
Sir To. By this hand, they are fcoundrels and fub-

ftra&ors that fay fo of him. Who are they ?

Man
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Mar. They that add moreover, he's drunk nightly

in your company.
Sir To. With drinking healths to my Neice : I'll

drink to her as long as there's a paflage in my throat,

and Drink in Illyria. He's a coward, and a coyftril,

that will not drink to my Neice 'till his brains turn
o'th' toe like a parilh top. What, Wench? Caftiliano

vulgo y for here comes Sir Andrew Ague-cheek.

Enter Sir Andrew.

Sir And. Sir Toby Belch! how now, Sir Toby Belch ?

Sir To. Sweet Sir Andrew!
Sir And. Blefs you, fair Shrew.

Mar. And you too, Sir;

Sir To. Accoft, Sir Andrew, accoft.-

Sir And. What's that ?

Sir To. My Neice's chamber-maid.

Sir And. Good Miftrefs Accoft, I defire better ac-

quaintance.

Mar. My name is Mary, Sir.

Sir And. Good Miftrefs Mary Accoft,——
Sir To. You miftake, Knight : accoft, is, front her,

board her, wooe her, aflail her.

Sir And. By my troth, I would not undertake her in

this company. Is that the meaning of accoft ?

Mar. Fare you well, Gentlemen.

Sir To. An thou let her part fo, Sir Andrew, would
thou might'ft never draw fword again.

Sir And. An you part fo, Miftrefs, I would I might
never draw fword again. Fair Lady, do you think you
have fools in hand ?

Mar. Sir, I have not you by th' hand.

Sir And. Marry, but you ihall have, and here's my
hand.

Mar. Now, Sir, thought is free: I pray you, bring

your hand to th' buttery-bar, and let it drink.

Sir And. Wherefore, fweet heart ? what's your me-
taphor ?

Mar. It's dry, Sir.

Sir
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Sir And. Why, I think fo : I am not fuch an afs,

but I can keep my hand dry. But what's your jeft i

Mar. A dry jeft, Sir..

Sir And. Are you full of them ?

Mar. Ay, Sir, I have them at my fingers eflds:

marry, now I let go your hand, I am barren.

\Exit Maria.

Sir To. O Knight, thou lack'ft a cup of canary

:

when did I fee thee fo put down ?

Sir And. Never in your life, I think, unlefs you fee

canary put me down : methinks, fometimes I have no
more wit than a Chriftiari > or an ordinary Man has $>

but I am a great eater of beef, and, I believe, that

does harm to my wit.

Sir To. No queftion.

Sir And. An I thought That, I'd forfwear it. I'll

ride home to morrow, Sir Toby.

Sir To. Pourquoy^ my dear Knight ?

Sir And. What is pourquoy? do, or not do? I would,
1 had beftowed that time in the Tongues that I have
in fencing, dancing, and bear-baiting, (i) O, had I

but follow'd the Arts

!

Sir To. Then hadfl: thou had an excellent head of
hair.

Sir And. Why, would That have mended my hair ?

Sir To. Paft queftion j for, thou feeft, it will not
curl by Nature.

Sir

(2) Sir And. O, had I but follow*d the Arts !

Sir To. Then had
'ft

thou had an excellent head of Hair.
Sir And. Why, <would That ha<ve tntnded my Hair ?
Sir To. Paft Queftion ; for thou feeft it will not cool my Nature]

Prodigious Sagacity ! and yet thus it has pafs'd down thro' all the printed

Copies. We cannot enough admire that happy Indolence of Mr. Pope,

which can acquiefce in tranfmitting to us fuch Stuff for genuine Senfe

and Argument. The Dialogue is of a very light Strain, 'ascertain, be-

twixt two foolifh Knights : but yet I would be very glad to know, me-
thinks, what Sir Andrews following the Arts, or his Hair being mended,

could have to do with the cooling, or not cooling, Sir Tobys Nature. But
my Emendation clears up all this Abfurdity : And the Context is an un-
exceptionable Confirmation.

Sir And. But it becomes me well enough, does *t not ?

- Sir To. Excellent f It hangs like Flax on a Pijiaf, fcc

Vol. II. Hh I
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Sir And. But it becomes me well enough, does'

t

not ?

Sir To. Excellent ! it hangs like flax on a diftaff;

and I hope to fee a Houfe-wife take thee between her

Legs, and fpin it off.

Sir And. Faith, I'll home to morrow, Sir Toby ; your
Neice will not be feen, or, if me be, it's four to one
fhe'll none of me : the Duke himfelf here, hard by,

wooes her.

Sir To. She'll none o'th' Duke, fhe'll not match a-

bove her degree, neither in eftate, years, nor wit \ I

have heard her fwear it. Tut, there's life in't, man.
Sir And, I'll ftay a month longer. I am a fellow

o'th' ftrangeft mind i'th' world : I delight in masks
and revels fometimes altogether.

Sir To. Art thou good at thefe kick-fhaws, Knight?
Sir And. As any man in Illyria whatfoever he be,

under the degree of my Betters \ and yet I will not com-
pare with an old man.

Sir To. What is thy excellence in a Galliard, Knight ?

Sir And. Faith, I can cut a caper.

Sir To. And I can cut the mutton to't.

Sir And. And, I think, I have the back-trick, Am-
ply as ftrong as any man in Illyria.

Sir To. Wherefore are thefe things hid? wherefore

have thefe gifts a curtain before 'em ? are they like to

take duft, like Miftrefs Mall's Picture? why doft thou

not go to church in a Galliard, and come home in a

Coranto? my very walk mould be a Jig! I would not

fo much as make water, but in a fink-a-pace : what
doft thou mean ? is it a world to hide virtues in? I did

I cannot pafs over the remarkable Conundrum betwixt Sir Andrew wifti-

irig he had follow'd the Arts, and Sir Tobys Application of This to the

uhng Art in improving his Hair : becaufe I would obierve, what Varie-

ty and what a Contrafl of Cnarafter the Poet has preferv'd in this Pair of

ridiculous Knights. Sir Toby has moderate natural Parts, and a fmat-

tering of Education ; which makes him always to be running his Wit, and

gives hifli a Predominance over the other. Sir Andrew is a Blockhead

by Nature, and unimprov'd Lv. any Acquirements from Art ', and fo is

made the very Anvil to Imposition and Ridicule.

think,
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think, by the excellent conftitution of thy leg, it was
form'd under the Star of" a Galliard.

Sir And. Ay, 'tis ftrong, and it does indifferent well

in a flame-colour'd Stocking. Shall we fet about fome
revels ?

Sir To. What fhall we do elfe? were we not born
under Taurus ?

Sir And. Taurus ? that's fides and heart.

Sir To. No, Sir, it is legs and thighs. Let me fee

thee caper j ha ! higher : ha, ha ! excellent.

{Exeunt,

SCENE changes to the Palace,

Enter Valentine, and Viola in man's attire.

Vol. TF the Duke continue thefe favours towards you,
JL Cefario, you are like to be much advane'dj he

hath known you but three days, and already you are

no ftranger.

Vio. You either fear his humour, or my negligence,

that you call in queftion the continuance of his love.

Is he inconfiant, Sir, in his favours ?

Val. No, believe me.

Enter Duke, Curio, and Attendants.

Vio. I thank you : here comes the Duke.
Duke. Who faw Cefario^ hoa ?

Vio. On your attendance, my Lord, here.

Duke. Stand you a while aloof. Cefario^

Thou know'ft no lefs, but all: I have unclafp'd

To thee the book even of my fecret foul.

Therefore, good youth, addrefs thy gate unto her 5

Be not deny'd accefs, Hand at her doors,

And tell them, there thy fixed foot fhall grow
'Till thou have audience.

Vio. Sure, my noble Lord,
If fhe be fo abandon'd to her forrow
As it is fpoke, fhe never will admit me.

H h z Duke.



468 Twelfth-Night: Or,

Duke. Be clamorous, and leap all civil bounds,
Rather than make unprofitcd Return.

Vlo. Say, I do fpeak with her, my Lord ; what then?
Duke. O, then, unfold the paflion of my love,

Surprize her with difcourfe of my dear faith 5

It fhall become thee well to aft my woes \

She will attend it better in thy youth,

Than in a Nuncio of more grave afpeft.

Vio. I think not fo$ my Lord.

Duke. Dear Lad, believe it

:

For they fhall yet belie thy happy years,

That fay, thou art a man : Diana's lip

Is not more fmooth and rubious ; thy fmall pipe

Is as the Maiden's organ, fhrill, and found,

And all is femblative a Woman's part.

I know, thy Conftellation is right apt

For this affair : fome four or five attend him -,

All, if you will* for I my felf am beft

When leaft in company. Profper well in this,

And thou {halt live as freely as thy Lord,
To call his fortunes thine.

Vio. I'll do my beft

To woo your Lady j yet, a barrfull ftrife

!

Who-e'er I woo, my felf would be his Wife. [Exeunt.

SCENE changes to OliviaV Houfe.

Enter Maria and Clown.

Mar. ^TAY, either tell me where thou haft been,

JlN or I will not open my lips fo wide as a

bridle may enter, in way of thy excufe ; my Lady will

hang thee for thy abfence.

Clo. Let her hang me -, he, that is well hang'd in

this world, needs fear no colours.

Mar. Make That good.
Clo. He fhall fee none to fear.

Mar. A good lenten anfwer : I can tell thee where
that Saying was born, of, I fear no colours.

Cla. Where, good Miftrefs Mary?
Mar.
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Mar. In the wars, and that may you be bold to fay

in your foolery.

. Clo. Well, God give them wifdom that have it 5 and
thofe that are fools, let them ufe their talents.

Mar. Yet you will be hang'd for being fo long ab-

fent, or be turn'd away 5 is not that as good as a hang-

ing to you ?

Clo. Marry, a good hanging prevents a bad mar-
riage 5 and for turning away, let fummer bear it out.

Mar. You are refolute then ?

Clo. Not fo neither, but I am refolv'd on two
points.

Mar. That if one break, the other will hold ; or, if

Both break, your gaskins fall.

Clo. Apt, in good faith ; very apt : well, go thy

way, if Sir Toby would leave drinking, thou were as

witty a piece of Eve's flefh as any in Illyria.

Mar. Peace, you rogue, no more o'that : here comes
my Lady 3 make your excufe wifely, you were beft,

[Exit.

Enter Olivia, and Malvdiio.

Clo. Wit, and't be thy will, put me into good foolr

ing ! thofe wits, that think they have thee, do very

oft prove fools ^ and I, that am fure I lack thee, may
pafs for a wife man. For what fays ^uinapalus^ Bet-
ter a witty fool than a fpolifh wit. God blefs thee,

Lady'!

Oli. Take the fool away.
Clo. Do you not hear, fellows, take away the Lady.
Oli. Go to, y'arc a dry fool$ I'll no more of you^

befides, you grow difhoneft.

Clo. Two faults, Madona^ that Drink and good Coun-
fel will amend 5 for give the dry fool Drink, then is

the fool not dry : Bid the difhoneft man mend himfelf

;

if he mend, he is no longer difhoneft 5 if he cannot,

let the botcher mend him. Any thing, that's mended,
is but patch'd 5 virtue, that tranfgrefles, is but patch'd
with fin > and fin, that amends, is but patch'd with
virtue. If that this fimple fyllogifm will ferve, fo 5 if

Hh 5 «
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it will not, what remedy? as there is no true cuckold

but calamity, fo beauty's a flower : the Lady bad take

away the fool, therefore, I fay again, take her away.

Oli. Sir, I bad them take away you.

Clo. Mifprifion in the higheft degree.— Lady, C«-

cullus non facit monachum ; that's as much as to fay, I

wear not motley in my brain : good Madona, give mc
leave to prove you a fool.

OH. Can you do it?

Clo. Dexteroufly, good Madona.
Oli. Make your proof.

Clo. I mud catechize you for it, Madona % good my
moufe of virtue, anfwer me.

Oli. Well, Sir, for want of other idlenefs, I'll bide

your proof.

Clo. Good Madona^ why mourn'ft thou ?

Oli. Good tool, for my brother's death.

Clo. I think, his foul is in hell, Madona.
Oli. I know, his foul is in heav'n, fool.

Clo. The more tool you, Madona, to mourn for

your brother's foul being in heav'n : take away the

fool, Gentlemen.
Oli. What think you of this fool, Malvolio^ doth

he not mend ?

Mai. Yes, and mail do, 'till the pangs of death {hake

him. Infirmity, that decays the wife, doth ever make
better the fool.

Clo. God fend you, Sir, a fpeedy infirmity, for the

better increafing your folly ! Sir Toby will be fworn,

that I am no fox 5 but he will not pafs his word for

two pence, that you are no fool.

Oli. How fay you to that, Mdlvolio ?

Mai. I marvel, your Ladyfhip takes delight in fuch

a barren rafcal ; 1 faw him put down the other day

with an ordinary fool, that has no more brain than a

done. Look you now, he's out of his guard already j

unlefs you laugh and minifter occafion to him, he is

gagg'd. I protefr, I take thefe wife men, that crow
io at thefe iei kind of fools, no better than the fools

Zanies.

Oli.
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Off. O, you are fick of felf-love, Malvolio^ and tafte

with a diftemper'd appetite. To be generous, guile-*

lefs, and of free difpofition, is to take thofe things for

bird-bolts that you deem cannon-bullets : there is no
flander in an allow'd fool, though he do nothing but

rail > nor no railing in a known difcreet man, though
he do nothing but reprove.

Clo. Now Mercury indue thee with leafing, for thou
fpeak'ft well of fools

!

Enter Maria.

Mar. Madam, there is at the gate a young Gentle-

man, much defires to fpeak with you.
Off. From the Count Orjino^ is it ?

Mar. I know not, Madam, 'tis a fair young Man,
and well attended.

Off. Who of my people hold him in delay ?

Mar. Sir Toby9 Madam, your Uncle.
Off. Fetch him off, I pray you, he fpeaks nothing

but Madman: fie on him! Go you, Malvolio; if it be
a fuit from the Count, I am fick, or not at home

:

What you will, to difmifs it. [Exit Malvolio.] Now
you fee, Sir, how your fooling grows old, and people
diflike it.

Clo. Thou haft fpoke for us, Madona^ as if thy el-

deft Son fhould be a fool : whofe fcull Jove cram with
brains, for here comes one of thy Kin has a moft weak
Pia mater ! «

Enter Sir Toby.

Off. By mine honour, half drunk. What is he at

the gate, Uncle?
Sir To. A Gentleman.
OH. A Gentleman? what Gentleman ?

Sir To. 'Tis a Gentleman. Here, — [belches?] A
plague o' thefe pickle herring ! how now, fot ?

Clo. Good Sir Toby
9

Off. Uncle, Uncle, how have you come fo early by
this lethargy ?

Hh 4 Sir 5ft
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Sir To. Letchery, I defie letchery : there's one at

the gate.

Oli. Ay, marry, what is he?

Sir To. Let him be the devil and he will, I care not

:

give me faith, fay I. Well, it's all one. [Ex.

Oli. What's a drunken man like, fool?

Clo. Like a drown'd man, a fool, and a madman :

one draught above heat makes him a fool 5 the fecond

mads him 5 and a third drowns him.

Oli. Go thou and feek the Coroner, and let him fit

o' my Uncle 5 for he's in the third degree of drink
j,

he's drown'd j go, look after him.

Clo. He is but mad yet, Madona, and the fool ihall

look to the madman. [£#. Clown.

Enter Malvolio.

Mai. Madam, yond young Fellow fwears he will

fpeak with you. I told him, you were fick > he takes

on him to underftand fo much, and therefore comes to

fpeak with you. I told him, you were afleep > he

feems to have a fore-knowledge of that too, and there-

fore comes to fpeak with you. What is to be faid to

him, Lady? he's fortified againft any denial.

Oli. Tell him, he {hall not fpeak with me.

Mai. He has been told fo 5 and he fays, he'll ftand

at your door like a Sheriff's poll, and be the fupporter

to a bench, but he'll fpeak with you.

Oli. What kind o'man is he?
Mai. Why, of mankind.

OIL What manner of man?
Mai. Of very ill manners 5 he'll fpeak with you,

will you or no.

Oli. Of what perfonage and years is he?
Mai. Not yet old enough for a man, nor young e-

nough for a boy 3 as a fqualh is before 'tis a peaicod,

or a codling when 'tis almoft an apple: 'tis v ith him
in (landing water, between boy and man. He is very

well-favour'd, and he fpcaks very lhrewiflily -

y one

would think, his mother's milk were fcarce out of

him.
OIL
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Oli. Let him approach : call in my Gentlewoman.

Mai. Gentlewoman, my Lady calls. {Exit.

Enter Maria.

Oli. Give me my veil: come, throw it o'er my face$

We'll once more hear Orfino\ embaffy.

Enter Viola.

Vio. The honourable Lady of the houfe, which i$

{he?
Oli. Speak to me, I fhall anfwer for her : your will ?

Vio. Moft radiant, exquifite, and unmatchable B au-

ty I pray you, tell me, if this be the Lady of th.Q

houfe, for I never faw her. I would be loth to cafl

away my fpeech 5 for, befides that it is excellently well

penn'd, I have taken great pains to con it. Good Beau-
ties, let me fuftain no fcornj I am very comptible, even
to the leaft finifter ufage.

Oli. Whence came you, Sir?

Vio. I can fay little more than I have ftudied, and
that Queftion's out of my Part. Good gentle One,
give me modeft afTurance, if you be the Lady of the

houfe, that I may proceed in my fpeech.

Oli. Are you a Comedian ?

Vio. No, my profound heart 5 and yet, by the very

fangs of malice, I fwear, I am not That I play. Are
you the Lady of the houfe ?

Oli. If I do not ufurp my felf, I am.
Vio. Moft certain, ir you are ihe, you do ufurp your

felf j for what is yours to beftow, is not yours to re-

ferve 5 but this is from my Commiffion. I will on
with my fpeech in your praife, and then lhew you the

heart of my meffage.

Oli. Come to what is important in't : I forgive you
the praife.

Vio. Alas, I took great pains to ftudy it, and 'tis;

poetical.

Oli. It is the more like to be feign'd. I pray you,
keep it in. I heard, you were fawcy at my gates > and

I allow'd your approach, rather to wonder at you than

to
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to hear you. If you be not mad, be gone $ if you
have reafon, be brief: 'tis not that time of the moon
with me, to make one in fo skipping a dialogue.

Mar. Will you hoift fail, Sir ? here lyes your way.
Vio. No, good fwabber, I am to hull here a little

longer. Some mollification for your Giant, fweet La-
dy : tell me your mind, I am a MeiTenger.

Oli. Sure, you have fome hideous matter to deliver,

when the curtefie of it is fo fearful. Speak your of-

fice.

Vio. It alone concerns your ear. I bring no over-

ture of war, no taxation of homage $ I hold the olive

in my hand : my words are as full of peace, as matter.

Oli. Yet you began rudely. What are you? what
would you?

Vio. The rudenefs, that hath appear'd in me, have

I learn'd from my entertainment. What I am, and

What I would, are as fecret as maiden-head j to your
ears, divinity ; to any other's, prophanation.

Oli. Give us the place alone. [Exit Maria.] We will

hear this divinity. Now, Sir, what is your text?

Vio. Mod fweet Lady,
Oli. A comfortable doctrine, and much may be faid

of it. Where lyes your text ?

Vio. In Orfino's bofom.
Oli. In his bofom? in what chapter of his bofom ?

Vio. To anfwer by the method, in the firft of his

heart.

Oli. O, I have read it •, it is herefie. Have you no
more to fay ?

Vio. Good Madam, let me fee your face.

Oli. Have you any commiflion from your Lord to

negotiate with my face ? you are now out of your

text 5 but we will draw the curtain, and fhew you the

picture. ($) Look you, Sir, fuch a one I wear this

prefent: is't not well done? [Unveiling.

Vio.

(3) Look youy Sir, fuch a one /was this prefent : tit not ave/I done?]

This is Nonlcnfe. My Correction, I think, clears all up, and gives the

Jurprciiion an Air of Gallantry. Viola preflcs to fee Olivias Face: The
other
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Vio. Excellently done, if God did all.

Oli. 'Tis in grain, Sir 5 'twill endure wind and wea»

ther.

Vio. 'Tis Beauty truly blent, whofe red and white

Nature's own fweet and cunning hand laid on :

Lady, you are the cruell'ft She alive,

If you will lead thefe graces to the Grave,

And leave the world no copy.

Oli. O, Sir, I will not be fo hard-hearted : I will

give out diverfe fchedules of my Beauty. It fhall be
inventoried, and every particle and utenfil labcll'd to

my will. As, Itemy
two lips indifferent red. Item

y

two grey eyes, with lids to them. Item9
one neck,

one chin, and fo forth, Were you fent hither to

praife me ?

Vio. I fee you, what you are j you are too proud

;

But if you were the Devil, you are fair.

My Lord and Mafter loves you : O, fuch love

Could be but recompene'd, tho' you were crown'd
The Non-pareil of Beauty !

Oli. How does he love me ?

Vio. With adorations, with fertile tears,

With groans that thunder love, with fighs of fire,

Oli. Your Lord does know my mind, I cannot love

him 3

Yet I fuppofe him virtuous, know him noble,

Of great eftate, of frefh and ftainlefs youth >

In voices well divulg'd j free, lcarn'd, and valiant $

And in dimenfion, and the ihape of Nature,
A gracious perfon ; but yet I cannot love him

;

He might have took his anfwer long ago.

Vio. If I did love you in my Matter's flame,

With fuch a fuff'ring, fuch a deadly life.

In your denial I would find no fenfe;

I would not underftand it.

other at length pulls off her Veil, and fays j We will draw the Curtain

\

and jhew yqp the Picture. I wear this Completion to day, I may wear
another to morrow ; jocularly intimating, that She painted. The Other,
vext at the Jeaft, fays, " Excellently done, if God did all." Perhaps,
it may be true, what you fay in jeaft : otherwife 'tis an excellent Fac©.

'7Vj in Grain, &c. replies Olivia. }4r. Warburton.

Oik
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Oli. Why^ what would you do ?

Vio. Make me a willow cabin at your gate.

And cali upon my foul within the houfe -

y

Write loyal Canto's of contemned love,

And fing them loud even in the dead of night

:

(4) Hollow your name to the reverberant hills,

And make the babling Goffip of the Air
Cry out, Olivia/ O you fhould not reft

Between the ele uents of air and earth,

But you lbould pity me.
Oli. You might do much :

What is your parentage ?

Vio. Above my fortunes, yet my ftate is well:

I am a Gentleman.
Oli. Get you to your Lord ;

I cannot love him : let him fend no more

;

Unlefs, perchance, you come to me again,

To tell mc how he takes it ^ fare you well

:

I thank you for your pains ; fpend this for me.
Vio. I am no fee'd poft, lady , keep your purfc :

My mafter, not my felf, lacks recompence.

Love make his heart of flint, that you mall love,

And let your fervour, like my Mailer's, be

Plac'd in contempt! farewel, fair Cruelty v \Exit*

Oli. What is your parentage?

Above my fortunes, yet my ftate is "Well:—-—

I am a Gentleman I'll be fworn thou art.

Thy tongue, thy face, thy limbs, a&ions, and fpirit,

Do give thee five-fold blazon— not too fail—-foft!
foft

!

Unlefs the mafter were the man.— How now?
Even fo quickly may one catch the Plague ?

Methinks, I feel this youth's perfe&ions,

With an invifible and fubtile Health,

To creep in at mine eyes. Well, let it be—
What ho, Maholio9

—

(4) Hollon.v your Name to the reverberate Hills,'] I have, againft the

Authority of the printed Copies, corrected, reverberant. The Adjective

Palfive makes Nonicnfe.

Enter
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Enter MalvGlio.

Mai. Here, Madam, at your fervice.

OIL Run after that fame peevifh MefTenger,

The Duke's man 5 he left this ring behind him,

Would I, or not: tell him. Til none of it.

Defire him not to flatter with his Lord,
Nor hold him up with hopes y I am not for him :

If that the youth will come this way to morrow,
Fll give him reafons for't. Hye thee, Malvolio*

Mai. Madam, I will. [Exit.

OH. I do, I know not what j and fear to find

Mine eye too great a flatterer for my mind

:

Fate, (hew thy force 5 our felves we do not owe

;

What is decreed^ muft be> and be this fo ! {Exit.

.1! .11 I

A c t n.

SCENE, ^<? Street.

Enter Antonio and Sebaftian.

Antonio.
WILL you ftay no longer ? nor will you

not, that I go with you ?

Seb. By your patience, no : my ftars

Aiine darkly over me 5 the malignancy of my Fate
might, perhaps, diftemper yours; therefore I mall crave
of you your leave, that I may bear my evils alone. It
were a bad recompence for your love, to lay any of
them on you.

Ant. Let me yet know of you, whither you are
bound.

Seb. No, footh, Sir 5 my determinate voyage is meer
extravagancy : but I perceive in you fo excellent a

touch
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touch of modefty, that you will not extort from me
what I am willing to keep in; therefore it charges me
in manners the rather to exprefs my felf : you muft
know of me then, Ant"onto , my name is Sebaftian, which
I call'd Rodorigo-j my Father was That Sebaftian of
Meffaline^ whom, I know, you have heard of. He left

behind him, my felf, and a Sifter, both born in one
hour ; if the heav'ns had been pleas'd, would we had
fo ended! but you, Sir, alter'dThat* for, fome hour
before you took me from the breach of the fea, was
my Sifter drown'd.

Ant. Alas, the day

!

Seb. A Lady, Sir, tho' it was faid fhe much refem-

bled me, was yet of many accounted beautiful j but
tho' I could not with fuch eftimable wonder over-far

believe That, yet thus far I will boldly publifh her, fhe

bore a mind that envy could not but call fair : fhe is

drown'd already, Sir, with fait water, tho' I feem to

drown her remembrance again with more.

Ant. Pardon me, Sir, your bad entertainment.

Seb. O good Antonio^ forgive me your trouble.

Ant. If you will not murther me for my love, let

me be your fervant.

Seb. If you will not undo what you have done, that

is, kill him whom you have recover'd, defire it not.

Fare ye well at oncej my bofom is full of kindnefs,

and I am yet fo near the manners of my mother, that

upon the leaft occafion more, mine eyes will tell tales

of me : I am bound to the Duke Or/ino's Court 5 fare-

wel. [Exit.

Ant. The gentlenefs of all the Gods go with thee

!

I have made enemies in Orjino's Court,

Elfe would I very fhortly fee thee there :

B*ut come what may, I do adore thee fo,

That danger {hall feem fport, and I will go. [Exit.

Enter Viola and Malvolio, at feveral doors.

Mai. Were not you e'en now with theCountefs 0-

Jivia ?

Vio.
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Vio. Even now, Sir * on a moderate pace I have

fince arrived but hither.

Mai. She returns this ring to you, Sir 5 you might
have faved me my pains, to have taken it away your
felf. She adds moreover, that you mould put your
Lord into a defperate affurance, me will none of him.
And one thing more, that you be never fo hardy to

come again in his affairs, unlefs it be to report your
Lord's taking of this : receive it fo.

Vio. She took the ring of me, I'll none of it.

Mai. Come, Sir, you peevifhly threw it to her, and
her will is, it mould be fo return'd : if it be worth
itooping for, there it lyes in your eye> if not, be it

his that finds it. [Exit.

Vio. I left no ring with her; what means this Lady?
Fortune forbid, my outfide have not charm'd her

!

She made good view of me $ indeed, fo much,
That, fure, methought, her eyes had loft her tongue 1

For me did fpeak in Starts diftraftedly

:

She loves me, fure $ the cunning of her paflion

Invites me in this churlilh meffenger.

None of my Lord's ring? why, he fent her none.

I am the man If it be fo, (as, 'tis 5)

Poor Lady, me were better love a Dream.
Difguife, I fee thou art a wickednefs,

Wherein the pregnant enemy does much.
How eafie is it, for the proper falfe

In womens waxen hearts to fet their forms

!

Alas, our frailty is the caufe, not we,
For fuch as we are made, if fuch we be.

How will this fadge ? my Matter loves her dearly*

And I, poor monfter, fond as much on him 5

And me, miftaken, feems to dote on me :

What will become of this? as I am man,
My date is defperate for my Matter's love $

As I am woman, (now, alas the day !)

What thriftlefs fighs mail poor Olivia breathe?

O time, thou mutt untangle this, not I j

It is too hard a knot for me t'unty. [Exit,

SCENE
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SCENE changes to Olivia's Houfe.

Enter Sir Toby, and Sir Andrew.

Sir To. \ Pproach, Sir Andrew: not to be a«bed af-

i\ ter midnight, is to be up betimes j and
Diluculo furgere^ thou know'ft,

—

\

Sir And. Nay, by my troth, I know not : but I

know, to be up late, is to be up late.

Sir To. A falfe conclufion : I hate it, as an unfill'd

Can *, to be up after midnight, and to go to bed then,

is early ; fo that to go to bed after midnight, is to go
to bed betimes. Does not our life confift of the four

elements ?

Sir And. 'Faith, fo they fay 5 but, I think, it rather

conlifts of eating and drinking.

Sir To. Th'art a fcholar, let us therefore eat and
drink. Maria! I fay ! — a ftoop of wine.

Enter Clown.

Sir And. Here comes the fool, i'faith.

Clo. How now, my hearts? did you never fee the

pi&ure of we three ?

Sir To. Welcome, afs, now let's have a Catch.

Sir And. (f) By my troth, the fool has an excellent

breaft. I had rather than forty fhillings I had fuch a

leg, and fo fweet a breath to fing, as the fool has. In-

footh, thou waft in very gracious fooling laft night,

(5) By my Troth, the Fool has an excellent Breaft.] I have been advis'd

to read, Breath, here. But the Text is, certainly, right without any

Alteration. The Allufioh is not to the Clown having a white Skin, but

a good Power in finging. It was a Phrafe in Vogue, in our Author's

Time. In a Spani/h Vocabulary, printed in Queen Elizabeth's Reign,

jfquel tiene linda boz is thus expounded ; He has a good Breait ; i. e. as

we now fay, good Lungs, to hold out in Tinging. So Ben Jon/on, in his

Mafque of Gipfies metamorphosed

;

An excellent Song, and a fnveet Songjfer, and nmuld have done rarely

in a Cage, with a Di/h of Water and Hempfeed \ fine Breait of his own !

And Beaumont and Fletcher, in their Pilgrim ;

Pray you, fiay a little : Lefi hear him fing, Vas a fine Breaft,

when
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when thou fpok'ft of Pigrogromitus, of the Vapians paf-

fing the Equinoctial of Queubus : 'twas very good,
i'faith : (6) I fent thee Six-pence for thy Leman, hadft it ?

Clo. I did impeticos thy gratillity j for Malvolio's

nofe is no whip-ftock. My Lady has a white hand,
and the Myrmidons are no bottle-ale houfes.

Sir And. Excellent : why, this is the beft fooling,

when all is done. Now, a Song.
Sir To. Come on, there's Six-pence for you. Let's

have a Song.

Sir And. There's a teftril of me too 5 if one Knight
give a

Clo. Would you have a Love-fong, or a Song of
good life ?

Sir To. A Love-fong, a Love-fong.
Sir And. Ay, ay, I care not for good life.

Clown fings.

O Mijlrefs mine, where are you roaming ?

O ftay and hear, your true Love's coming*

That can Jing both high and low, i
Trip no further, pretty Sweeting ;

Journeys end in lovers meetings .

Every wife man's fon doth know.

Sir And. Excellent good, i'faith

!

Sir To. Good, good.

Clo. What is love? 'tis not hereafter

:

Prefent mirth hath prefent laughter

:

(6) / fent theefix fence for thy Lemon, had"ft it.] But the Clown was
neither Pander, nor Butler. The Poet's Word was certainly miftaken by
the Ignorance of the Printers. I have reftor'd, leman, i. e. I fent thee

Sixpence to fpend on thy Miftrefs. So, in Merry Wives ^Windfor

;

asjealous as Ford, that fearch d a hollow Wallnut for his Wiffs
Leman ;

2 Henr. IV.
A Cup of Wine, that's brisk andfine,

And drink unto the Leman mine ;

The Word was ufed indifferently, to fignify, either a Miftrefs, or Gal-
lant ; as the Word, Lover, flood for Both Sexes,

Vol. II. Ii What's
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Wloafs to come, is ftill unfure$

In Delay there lyes no plenty :

Then come kifs me, Sweet, and twenty

:

Youth's a fluff will not endure.

Sir And. A mellifluous voice, as I am a true Knighf.
Sir To. A contagious breath.

Sir And. Very fweet and contagious, i' faith.

Sir To. To hear by the nofe, it is dulcet in conta-

gion. But fhall we make the welkin dance, indeed ?

(7) Shall we rouze the night-owl in a Catch, that will

draw three fouls out of one Weaver? fhall we do that?

Sir And. An you love me, let's do't: I am a dog at

a Catch.

Clo. By'r Lady, Sir, and fome dogs will catch well.

Sir And. Moft certain ; let our Catch be, Thou knave.

Clo. Hold thy peace, thou knave, Knight. I fhall be
conftrain'd in'r, to call thee knave, Knight.

(7) Shall we rowze the Night-owl in a Catch, thai will draw three

Souls out of one, Weaver ?] i. e. by which he fhall be thrice tranfported,

or equally tranfported with every one of us three Singers. As for drawing
out the Soul, this is a Phrafe, which, as it feems, our Author delights

to ufe, to exprefs the ravifhing Power of Mufick.

Much Ado about Nothing.

Now) is his Soul ra^ij&d. Is it not jirange that Sheets Guts Jhould

hale Souls onto/Men s Bodies, &c.

But, perhaps, by mentioning three Souls, Sir Toby may be hinting at the

Peripatetic Philofophy (die Learning then in Vogue,) which very libe-

rally gave to every Man three Souls, the Vegetative or Pla/Iic, the Animal,

and the Rational. I would not imagine that Shakefpeare had no further

Drift in this, than either to expofe that Syftera, or make a Parade of his

own Knowledge. Thofe, who are converfant in him, can't but oblerve,

that he takes Delight on all Occafions to difplay the great Power and

Force of Mufick. And here, in the moft extraordinary Manner, he con-

veys to Us the Idea of that Power in its full Extent as we receive it

from poetical Relations. For in fpeaking of its Power, to draw the three

Souls out of a Man, «y/«. the Vegetative or Plaflic, the Senfitive or Ani-

mal, and the Rational or Human, he would infinuate to us all thofc fur-

prizing EfFe&s of Mufick that the Antients fpeak of, when they tell us

of Amphion who mov'd Stones and Trees ; Orpheus and Arion, who tam'd

the Savages; and Timothcus, who governed ai> he pleas'd the Paiiior? of

his human Auditors, by the irrefiltiblc Force of Harmony. So noble

end extraordinary an Obfervation has our Author cover
1

J under the Ri-

baldry of a fantaltick Character. Mr, Warburton.

Sir
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Sir And. 'Tis not the firft time I have conftrain'd

one to call me knave. Begin, fool j it begins, Hold
thy peace.

Clo. I fhall never begin, if I hold my peace.

Sir And. Good, i'faith : come, begin.

[They fmg a Catch.

Enter Maria.

Mar. What a catterwauling do you keep here? if

my Lady have not call'd up her fteward, Malvolio, and
bid him turn you out of doors, never truft me.

Sir To. My Lady's a Catayan, we are Politicians,

Malvolio's a Peg-a-Ramfey, and Three merry men be we.

Am not I confanguinious ? am I not of her blood ?

Tilly valley. Lady ! there dwelt a man in Babylon, Lady,

Lady. [Singing.

Clo. Beihrew me, the Knight's in admirable fooling.

Sir And. Ay, he does well enough if he be difpos'd,

and fo do I too : he does it with a better grace, but I

do it more natural.

Sir To. O, the twelfth day of December,— [Singing.

Mar. For the love o'God, peace.

Enter Malvolio.

Mai. My Mafters, are you mad ? or what are you ?

have you no wit, manners, nor honefty, but to gabble
like tinkers at this time of night ? do ye make an ale-

houfe of my Lady's houfe, that ye fqueak out your Co-
ziers Catches without any mitigation or remorfe of
voice ? is there no refpect of place, perfons, nor time
in you?

Sir To. We did keep time, Sir, in our Catches.

Sneck up !
—

. {Hiccoughs.

Mai. Sir Toby, I mufl be round with you. My La-
dy bade me tell you, that fhe harbours you as her Un-
cle, fhe's nothing ally'd to your diforders. If you can
feparate your felf and your mifdemeanors, you are wel-
come to the Houfe : if not, an it would pleafe you to

take leave of her, fhe is very willing to bid you fare-

wel.

I i 1 Sir
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Sir To. Farewell dear hearty fince I muft needs be gone.

Mai. Nay, good Sir Toby.

Clo. His eyes do Jhew, his days are almoft done.

Mai. Is't even fo ?

Sir To. But I will never die.

Clo. Sir Toby, there you lie.

Mai. This is much credit to you.

Sir To. Shall I bid him go ? [Singing.

Clo. What, an if you do?
Sir To. Shall I bid him go , and [pare not ?

Clo. O noj no, no, you dare not.

Sir To. Out o'time, Sir? ye lie : art thou any more
than a fteward ? doft thou think, becaufe thou art vir-

tuous, there mall be no more cakes and ale?

Clo. Yes, by Saint Anne j and ginger fhall be hot
i'th' mouth too.

Sir To. Thou'rt i'th' right. Go, Sir, rub your chain

with crums. A ftoop of wine, Maria.
Mai. Miftrefs Mary, if you priz'd my Lady's favour

at any thing more than contempt, you would not give

means for this uncivil Rule 5 fhe fhall know of it, by
this hand. [Exit.

Mar. Go, fhake your ears.

Sir And. 'Twere as good a deed as to drink when a

man's a hungry, to challenge him to the field, and

then to break promife with him, and make a fool of

him.

Sir. To. Do't, Knighr, I'll write thee a Challenge : or

I'll deliver thy indignation to him by word of mouth.

Mar. Sweet Sir Toby, be patient for to night -, fince

the youth of the Duke's was to day with my Lady,

(he is much out of quiet. For Moniieur Malvolio, let

me alone with him : if I do not gull him into a nay-

word, and make him a common recreation, do not

think, I have wit enough to lye itraight in my bed : I

know, I can do it.

Sir To. Poficis us, poflefs us, tell us fomcthing of

him.

Mar. Marry, Sir, fometimes he is a kind of a Pu-

ritan.

Sir
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Sir And. O, if I thought That, I'd beat him like a

dog.

Sir To. What, for being a Puritan ? thy exquifite

reafon, dear Knight.
Sir And. I have no exquifite reafon for't, but I have

reafon good enough.

Mar. The Devil a Puritan that he is, or any thing

conftantly but a time-pleafer ; an affe&ion'd afs, that

cons ftate without book, and utters it by great fwarths*

The beft perfuaded of himfelf : So cram'd, as he thinks,

with excellencies, that it is his ground of faith, that all

that look on him, love him 5 and on that vice in him
will my revenge find notable caufe to work.

Sir To. What wilt thou do ?

Mar. I will drop in his way fome obfcure epiftles of
love, wherein, by the colour of his beard, the fhape

of his leg, the manner of his gate, the expreffure of
his eye, forehead, and complexion, he fhall find him-
felf mod feelingly perfonated. I can write very like

my Lady your Neice; on a forgotten matter we can

Jiardly make diftinction of our hands.

Sir To. Excellent, I fmell a device..

Sir And. J have't in my nofe too.

Sir To. He fhall think by the letters, that thou wilt

drop, that they corne from my Neice, and that fhe is

in love with him.

Mar. My purpofe is, indeed, a horfe of that colour.

Sir And. And your horfe now would make him an
afs.

Mar. Afs, I doubt not.

Sir And. O, 'twill be admirable.

Mar. Sport royal, I warrant you : I know, my Phy~
fick will work with him. I will plant you two, and
let the Fool make a third, where he fhall find the let**

ter : oblerve his conflru&ion of it : for this night to

bed, and dream on the event. Farewel. [Exit,

Sir To. Good night, Penthifilea.

Sir And. Before me, fhe's a good wench.
Sir To. She's a beagle, true-bred, and one that a-

dores mej what o'that?

Ii
3 Sir
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Sir And. I was ador'd once too.

Sir To. Let's to bed, Knight : thou hadfl; need fend

for more mony.
Sir And. If I cannot recover your Neice, I am z

foul way out.

Sir To. Send for mony, Knight 5 if thou haft her not

i'th'end, call me Cut.

Sir And. If I do not, never trull me, take it how
you will.

Sir To. Come, come, I'll go burn fome Sack, 'tis

too late to go to bed now : come, Knight > come,
Knight. {Exeunt,

SCENE changes to the Talace.

Enter Duke, Viola, Curio, and others.

GIVE me fome mufick j now, good mor*
row, friends:

Now, good CefariO) but that piece of Song,
That old and antique Song, we heard lair, night

;

Methought, it did relieve my Paffion much j

More than light Airs, and recollected terms

Of thefe moft brisk and giddy-paced Times.
Come, but one Verfe.

Cur. He is not here, fo pleafe your Lordfhip, that

ihould fing it.

Duke. Who was it?

Cur. Fefte the Jefter, my Lord, a Fool that the La-
dy Olivia's Father took much delight in. He is abou:

the Houfe.
Duke. Seek him out, and play the tune the while.

[Ex. Curio. [Muftck.

Come hither, boy* if ever thou malt love,

In the fweet pangs of it, remember me j

For fuch as I am, all true Lovers are >

Unftaid and skittifh in all motions elfe,

Save in the conftant image of the Creature
That is bclov'd. How doft thou like this Tune ?

Vio. It gives a very Echo to the Seat

Where Love is thron'd.

Duke.
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Duke. Thou dofl: fpeak mafterly.

My life upon't, young tho' thou art, thine eye

Hath ftaid upon fome favour that it loves :

Hath it not, Boy ?

Vio. A little, by your favour.

Duke. What kind of Woman is't?

Vio. Of your complexion.

Duke. She is not worth thee then. What years,

i'faith?

Vio. About your years, my Lord.
Duke. Too old, by heav'n -, let ftill the Woman take

An elder than her felf, fo wears fhe to him *

So fways fhe level in her husband's heart.

For, Boy, however we do praife our felves,

Our Fancies are more giddy and unflrm,

More longing, wavering, fooner loft and worn,
Than Women's are.

Vio. I think it well, my Lord.
Duke. Then let thy love be younger than thy felf,

Or thy affection cannot hold the Bent :

For Women are as rofes, whofe fair flower,

Being once difplay'd, doth fall that very hour.

Vio. And fo they are : alas, that they are fo*

To die, even when they to perfection grow

!

Enter Curio and Clown,

Duke. O fellow, come y the Song we had laft night.--*

Mark it, Cefario^ it is old and plain 5

The fpinfters and the knitters in the Sun,
And the free maids that weave their thread with bones8

Do ufe to chant it : it is filly Sooth,
And dallies with the innocence of love,

Like the old Age.
Clo. Are you ready, Sir?

Duke. I pr'ythee, fing. {Mufick,

I i 4 SONG.
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SONG.
Come away, come away, Death,
And in fad cyprefs let me be laid j

Fly away, fly away, breath,

I am flain by a fair cruel Maid.
My Jhrowd of white, fiuck all with yew,

O, prepare it.

My part of death no one fo true

Did Jhare it.

Not a Flower, not a Flower fweet,
On my black Coffin let there be firown

:

Not a Friend, not a Friend greet

My poor corps, where my bones Jhall be thrown.

A thoufand thoufand Jighs to fave,
Lay me, O ! where

*frue Lover never find my Grave,
To weep there.

Duke. There's for thy pains.

Clo. No pains, Sir; I take pleafure in finging, Sir.

Duke. I'll pay thy pleafure then.

Clo. Truly, Sir, and pleafure will be paid one time
or other.

Duke. Give me now leave to leave thee.

Clo. Now the melancholy God protect thee, and the

Taylor make thy doublet of changeable taffata, for thy

mind is a very Opal ! (8) I would have Men of iuch

conflancy put to fea, that their bufinefs might be eve-

ry thing, and their intent every where i for that's it,

that

(8) 7* would have Men of fuch Conflancy put to Sea, that their Bufi-

nefs might he every where, and their Intent every where, &c] Mr.
Warburton fufpects this Place to have faffer'd under the Indolence of

Editors : and therefore, tho' I have not difturb'd the Text, I think it

very proper to fubjoin his Emendation, and Reafons for it.

" Not only the Antithejis (which is no mean Confideration, when the

" Queflion is on S hake/pearis Writings ;) but the Senfe requires, we
u mould read ;

that their Bufinefs might be every where, and their Intent no where, &c.
" Eecaufe,
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that always makes a good voyage of nothing. Fare-

well. [Exit.

Duke. Let all the reft give place. Once more, Ce-

fario,

Get thee to yond fame fovereign Cruelty :

Tell her, my love, more noble than the world,

Prizes not quantity of dirty Lands

;

The Parts, that Fortune hath beftow'd upon her,

Tell her, I hold as giddily as Fortune :

But 'tis that Miracle, and Queen of Gems,
That Nature pranks her in, attrafts my Soul.

Vio. But if ihe cannot love you, Sir,-

Duke. It cannot be fo anfwer'd.

Vio. Sooth, but you muft.

Say, that fome Lady, as, perhaps, there is,

Hath for your love as great a pang of heart

As you have for Olivia : you cannot love her $

You tell her fo 5 muft fhe not then be anfwer'd ?

Duke. There is no Woman's Sides

Can bide the beating of fo ftrong a paffion,

As Love doth give my heart : no Woman's heart

So big to hold fo much ; they lack retention.

Alas, their love may be call'd appetite :

No motion of the liver, but the palate,

That fuffers furfeit, cloyment, and revolt}

But mine is all as hungry as the fea,

And can digeft as much j make no Compare
Between that love a Woman can bear me,
And that I owe Olivia.

Vio. Ay, but I know—
Duke. What doft thou know ?

Vio. Too well what love Women to Men may owe*
In faith, they are as true of heart, as we.
My Father had a Daughter lov'd a Man,

" Becaufe, a Man, that fuffers himfelf to run with every Wind, and fb

" makes his Bufinefs every where, cannot be faid to have any Intent

;

" for that Word iignifies a Determination of the Mind to Something.
" Belides, the Conclufion, of making a good Voyage out of Nothing,—

—

« evidently dire&s to this Emendation.

As
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As it might be, perhaps, were I a Woman,
I fhould your Lordfhip.

Duke. And what's her Hiftory ?

Vio. A Blank, my Lord : flie never told her. Love,
But let Concealment, like a worm i'th' bud,
Feed on her damask Cheek : (p) fhe pin'd in thought,
And, with a green and yellow melancholy,

She fat like Patience on a Monument,
Smiling at Grief. Was not this love, indeed ?

We Men may fay more, fwear more, but, indeed,

Our fhews are more than will; for fiill we prove
Much in our vows, but little in our love.

Duke. But dy'd thy Sifter of her love, my Boy?
Vio. I'm all the Daughters of my Father's Houfe,

And all the Brothers too— and yet I know not—
Sir, fliall I to this Lady?

Duke. Ay, that's the theam.

To her in hafte ; give her this Jewel : fay,

My love can give no place, bide no denay. [Exeunt.

(9)
" • She pined in Thought',

And, <with a green and yellonv Melancholy,

She fate like Patience on a Monument,

Smiling at Grief] This very fine Image, which has been To uni-

verfally applauded, it is not impoftible but our Author might originally

have borrow'd from Chaucer in his Affemhly ofFoules.

And her hejidis <voonder difcretlie,

Dame Pacience yfittinge there I fonde

With Face pale, upon an hill of fonde.

Jf he was indebted, however, for the firft rude Draught, how amply has

he repaid that Debt in heightning the Picture f How much does the

%reen and yellow Melancholy tranfcend the Old Bard's Face pale; the Mo-
nument, his Hill of Sand; and what an additional Beauty is, fmiling at

Grief, for which there are no Ground, nor Traces, in the. Original ! Our
Author has given us this fine Picture again in another Place, but, to fhew

the Power and Extent of his Genius, with Features and Lineaments va*

ried.

yet Thou

Doft look like Patience, gazing on Kings 'Graves,

And fmiling [harjh~\ Extremity out of ASi.

Pericles, Prince of Tyre.

This abfurd Old Play, I have elfewhcre taken Notice, was not entirely

of our Author's penning ; but he has honour'd it with a Number of Maf»

ter-Touches, fo peculiar to himfelf, that a knowing Reader may with

fiafe and Certainty diflinguifh the Traces of his Pencil.

SCENE
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SCENE changes to OliviaV Garden.

Enter Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Fabian. »

Sir To. f~^ Ome thy ways, Signior Fabian.

K^j Fab. Nay, I'll come 3 if I lofe a fcruple

of this fport, let me be boil'd to death with melan-*

choly.

Sir To. Would'fl; thou not be glad to have the nig-
gardly rafcally fheep-biter come by fome notable fhame ?

Fab. I- would exult, man 5 you know, he brought
me out of favour with my Lady, about a bear-baiting

here.

Sir To. To anger him, we'll have the bear again v

and we will fool him black and blue, fhall we not, Sir

Andrew ?

Sir And. An we do not, it's pity of our lives.

Enter Maria.

Sir To. Here comes the little villain : how now, my
nettle of India ?

Mar. Get ye all three into the box-tree 5 Maholio's
coming down this Walk, he has been yonder i'th' Sun
pra&ifing behaviour to his own fhadow this half hour.
Obferve him, for the love of mockery; for, I know,
this Letter will make a contemplative Ideot of him.
Clofe, in the name of jefting ! lye thou there j for

here comes the Trout that muft be caught with tick-

ling. [Throws down a Letter^ and Exit.

Enter Malvolio.

Mai. 'Tis but fortune, all is fortune. Maria once
told me, She did affect me ; and I have heard her felf

come thus near, that fhould fhe fancy, it fhould be
one of my complexion. Befides, fhe ufes me with a

more exalted refpe£t, than any one elfe that follows

her. What mould I think on't?

Sir To. Here's an over-weaning rogue.——*
Fab.
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Fab. Oh, peace: contemplation makes a rare Tur-
key-cock of him i how he jets under his advanc'd

plumes

!

Sir And. 'Slife, I could fo beat the rogue.

Sir To. Peace, I fay.

Mai. To be Count Malvolio
y
—

Sir Tob. Ah, rogue

!

Sir And. Piftol him, piftol him.

Sir To. Peace, peace.

Mai. There is example for't: the Lady of the Stra-

chy married the Yeoman of the Wardrobe.
Sir And. Fie on him, Jezebel!

Fab. O, peace, now he's deeply in $ look, how ima-

gination blows him.

Mai. Having been three months married to her, fit-

ting in my State *-—

•

Sir To. O for a ftone-bow, to hit him in the eye!—

•

Mai. Calling my Officers about me, in my branchTd

velvet gown > having come down from a day-bed,

where I have left Olivia fleeping.

Sir To. Fire and brimftone!

. Fab. O, peace, peace.

Mai. And then to have the humour of State j and

after a demure travel of regard, telling them, I know
my place, as I would They fhould do theirs— to ask

for my Uncle Toby

Sir To. Bolts and Shackles

!

Fab. Oh, peace, peace, peace ; now, now.
Mai. Seven of my people with an obedient ftart

make out for him : I frown the while, and, perchance,

wind up my watch, or play with fome rich jewel, fb*

by approaches, curtfies there to me.

Sir To. Shall this Fellow live?

Fab. Tho' our filence be drawn from us with cares,

yet, peace.

Mai. I extend my hand to him thus *, quenching my
familiar fmile with an auftere regard of controul.

Sir To. And does not Toby take you a Blow o'th'

lips then?

MaL
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Mai. Saying, Uncle Toby, my fortunes having caft

me on your Neice, give me this prerogative of fpeech

—

Sir To. What, what ?

Mai. You muft amend your Drunkennefs.

Sir To. Out, fcab !

Fab. Nay, patience, or we break the finews of our

plot.

Mai. Befides, you wafte the treafure of your time

with a foolifh Knight—
Sir And. That's me, I warrant you.

Mai. One Sir Andrew,—
Sir And. I knew, 'twas 1 5 for many do call me

Fool.

Mai. What employment have we here?

[Taking up the Letter.

Fab. Now is the Woodcock near the gin.

Sir To. Oh peace ! now the fpirit of humours inti-

mate reading aloud to him !

Mai. By my life, this is my Lady's hand : thefe be
her very C's, her U J

s, and her 5T's, and thus makes
ihe her great P's. It is, in contempt of queftion, her

hand.

Sir And. Her Cs, her £7's, and her T's: why that?

Mai. To the unknown beloved, this, and my good wijhes -,

her very Phrafes : By your leave, wax. Soft ! and
the impreflure her Lucrece, with which fhe ufes to feal 5

'tis my Lady : to whom fhould this be?
Fab. This wins him, liver and all.

Mai. Jove knows I love, but who, lips do not move,

no Man muft know. No Man muft know— what fol-

lows ? the number's alter'd— no Man muft know— if

this lhould be thee, Malvolio ?

Sir To. Marry, hang thee, Brock

!

Mai. / may command where I adore, but filence, like a
Lucrece knife,

With bloodlefs ftroke my heart doth gore, M. O. A. I.

doth [way my life.

Fab. A fuftian riddle.

Sir To. Excellent Wench, fay I.

Mai.
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i

MaL M. O. A. I. doth fway my life -^— nay, but
firft, let me fee let me fee

Fab. What a dim of poifon has fhe drefs'd him?
Sir To. And with what wing the ftallion checks

at it?

MaL I may command where I adore. Why, fhe may
command me : I ferve her, fhe is my Lady. Why,
this is evident to any formal capacity. There is no ob-
ftru&ion in this— and the end— what fhould that al-

phabetical pofition portend ? if I could make that re-

femble fomething in me? foftly M. O. JL I.—
Sir To. O, ay ! make up that 3 he is now at a cold

fcent.

Fab. Sowter will cry upon't for all this, tho' it be
as rank as a Fox.
MaL M. Malvolio M.—-why, that begins

my name.
Fab. Did not I fay, he would work it out ? the cur

is excellent at faults.

MaL M. But then there is no confonancy in the fe-

quel > That fuffers under probation : A fhould follow,

but O does.

Fab. And O fhall end, I hope.

Sir To. Ay, or I'll cudgel him, and make him cry, O.
MaL And then / comes behind.

Fab. Ay, and you had any eye behind you, you
might fee more detraction at your heels than fortunes

before you.

MaL M. O. A. I. this Simulation is not as the

former— and yet to crufh this a little, it would bow
to me, for every one of thefe Letters is in my name.
Soft, here follows Profe If this fall into thy hand,

revolve. In my Stars I am above thee, but be not afraid

of Greatnefs j fome are born Great, fome atchieve Great-

tiefs7 and fome have Greatnefs thruft upon them. Thy fates

open their hands, let thy blood and fpirit embrace them ; and

to inure thy felf to what thou art like to be, caft thy hum-
ble flough, and appear frefJo. Be oppofite with a Kinfman,

furly with Servants : let thy tongue tang arguments of

State
',
put thy felf into the trick of fingularity. She thus

advifes
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advifes thee, that Jighs for thee. Remember who com-

mended thy yellow Stockings, and wiftfd to fee thee ever

crofs-garter'd. Ifay, remember -

9 go to, thou art made, if

thou defireft to be fo : if not, let me fee thee a Steward

ftill, the fellow of fervants, and not worthy to touch For*

tune's fingers. Farewel. She, that would alter fervices

with thee. The fortunate and happy day-light and
champian difcovers no more: this is open. I will be
proud, I will read politick Authors, I will baffle Sir

Toby, I will wafh off grofs acquaintance, I will be
point devife, the very man. I do not now fool my
lelfj to let imagination jade me 5 for every reafon ex-

cites to this, that my Lady loves me. She did com-
mend my yellow Stockings of late, flie did praife my
leg, being crofs-garter'd, and in this fhe manifefts her

felf to my love, and with a kind of injunction drives

me to thefe habits of her liking. I thank my Stars, I

am happy : I will be flrange, {tout, in yellow Stock-
ings, and crofs-garter'd, even with the Swiftnefs of
putting on. Jove, and my Stars be praifed ! — Here is

yet a Poftfcript. Thou canfi not chufe but know who I
am 5 if thou entertainefi my love^ let it appear in thy fmi-
ling 5 thy Smiles become thee well. Therefore in my prefence

ftill fmile, dear my fweet, I pfythee.—-~Jove, I thank
thee ! I will fmile, I will do every thing that thou wilt

have me. [_Exit.

Fab. I will not give my part of this fport for a
penfion of thoufands to be paid from the Sophy.

Sir To. I could marry this Wench for this device.

Sir And. So could I too.

Sir To. And ask no other dowry with her, but fuch
another jeft.

Enter Maria.

Sir And. Nor I neither.

Fab. Here comes my noble Gull-catcher.

Sir To. Wilt thou fet thy foot o' my neck?
Sir And. Or o' mine either ?

Sir To. Shall I play my freedom at tray-trip, and
become thy Bond-flave?

Sir
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Sir And. I'faith, or I either ?

Sir To. Why, thou haft put him in fuch a dream,

that when the image of it leaves him, he muft run

mad.
Mar. Nay, but fay true, does it work upon him ?

Sir To. Like Aqua vita with a Midwife,

Mar. If you will then fee the fruits of the fport,

mark his firft approach before my Lady : he will come
to her in yellow Stockings, and 'tis a colour fhe ab-

hors j and crofs-garter'd, a fafhion fhe detefts ; and he

will fmile upon her, which will now be fo unfuitable

to her difpofition, being addicted to a melancholy, as

fhe is, that it cannot but turn him into a notable con-

tempt : if you will fee it, follow me.

Sir To. To the gates of Tartar*, thou mofl excellent

devil of wit

!

Sir And. I'll make one too. \_Exeunt.

ACT III.

SCENE, OliviaV Garden.

Enter Viola, and Clown.

Viola.

SAVE thee, Friend, and thy rnufick : doft thou

live by thy Tabor ?

Clo. No, Sir, I live by the Church.
. Vio. Art thou a Churchman?

Clo. No fuch matter, Sir > I do live by the Church

:

for I do live at my Houfe, and my Houfe doth fland

by the Church.
Vio. So thou may'fl: fay, the King lyes by a Beggar,

if a Beggar dwell near him : or the Church flands by
thy Tabor, if thy Tabor ftand by the Church.

Clo
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Clo. You have faid, Sir : to fee this age!— (to) A

fentence is but a chev'ril glove to a good wit 3 how
quickly the wrong fide may be turned outward?

Vio. Nay, that's certain $ they, that dally nicely

with words, may quickly make them wanton.

Clo. I would, therefore, my Sifter had had no Name5

Sir.

Vio. Why, Man?
Clo. Why, Sir, her Name's a word ; and to dally

with that word, might make my Sifter wanton •, but*

indeed, words are very rafcals, finee bonds difgrac'd

them.

Vio. Thy reafon, Man ?

Clo. Troth, Sir, I can yield you none without words %

and words are grown fo falfe, I am loth to prove rea*

fon with them/
Vio. I warranty thou art a merry Fellow, and careft

for noching.

Clo. Not fo, Sir, I do care for fdmethingj but, iri

my confcience, Sir, I do not care for you : if that be
to care for nothing* Sir, I would, it would make you
invifible.

Vio. Art not thou the Lady Olivia's Fool?
Clo. No, indeed, Sir % the Lady Olivia has no Folly $

me will keep no Fool, Sir, 'till me be married $ and
Fools are as like Husbands, as Pilchers are to Herrings,

the Husband's the bigger : I am, indeed, not her Fool*

but her Corrupter of Words.
Vio. I faw thee late at the Duke Or/wo'Si

(10) A Sentence is but a Cheveril glove to a good Wit ;] Mr. Pope, iri

his firft Edition of Shakefpeare, to mew the World the Depth of his

Learning, inform'd us in a Glofs that Cheveril meant tender from Che-

njerillus, a young Cock, a Chick. But I never heard yet of any Glove'

or Leather made of a Cockrets Skin ; and believe, it will hardly come
into Experiment in Mr. Pope's or my Time. The Etymology is there-

fore to be difputed. I fhew'd in my Shakespeare Reftord, that Che-
veril Leather is made of the Skin of a Kid, or Goat : which was call'd

by theLATiNEs, Caprillus; by the Italians, Ciaverello; and by the
French, Chevereul: from which laft, our Word Cheveril is immediate-
ly deduced. Mr. Pope in his laft Edition has iuffer'd himfelf to be in-

form'd ; and embraced thefe Derivations.

Vol. II, Kk Ch„
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Clo. Foolery, Sir, does walk about the Orb like the

Sun ; it fhines every where. I would be forry, Sir,

but the fool fhould be as oft with your Mailer, as

with my miftrefs : I think, I faw your wifdom there.

Vio. Nay, an thou pafs upon me, 1*11 no more with
thee. Hold, there's expences for thee.

Clo. Now Jove, in his next commodity of hair,

fend thee a beard

!

Vio. By my troth, I'll tell thee, I am almoft fick

for one, though I would not have it grow on my chin.

Is thy lady within ?

Clo. Would not a pair of thefe have bred, Sir ?

Vio. Yes, being kept together, and put to ufe.

Clo. I would play lord Pandarus of Phrygia^ Sir,

to bring a Crejfida to this Troylus.

Vio. I underftand you, Sir, 'tis well begg'd.

Clo. The matter, I hope, is not great, Sir 5 begging
but a beggar: Crejfida was a beggar. (11) My lady is

within, Sir, I wiil confter to them whence you come j

who you are, and what you would, is out of my wel-

kin* I might fay, element ; but the word is over-

worn. {Exit*

Vio. This fellow is wife enough to play the fool,

And, to do that well, craves a kind of wit

:

He muft obferve their mood on whom he jefts,

Tke quality of the perfons, and the time;

And, like the haggard, check at every feather

That comes before his eye. This is a praftice,

As full of labour as a wife-man's art :

For folly, that he wifely fhews, is fit>

But wife men's, folly fall'n, quite taints their wit.

(n) Creflida was a Bergar] The Poet in this Circumftance un-

doubtedly had his Eye on Chaucer's Tejiament ^Crefeide. Cupi.i.

to revenge her Prophanation againft his Deity, calls in the planetarv

Gods toaiiifthim in his Vengeance. They inltantly turn her Mirth into

Melancholy, her Health into Sicknefs, her Beauty into Deformity, and

in the End pronounce this Sentence upon her

;

Thus jhali thou go begging fro hous to hous t

With CuppB ar.d CLppir like a Lax* reus*

Enta
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Enter Sir Toby, and Sir Andrew.

Sir And. Save you, gentleman, (iz)

Vio. And you, Sir.

Sir fo. Dieu vous guarde^ Monfieur.

Vio. Et 'vous auffi j voftre ferviteur.

Sir fob. I hope> Sir, you are; and I am yours.—
Will you encounter the Houfe ? my Neice is defifous

you ihould enter* if your trade be to her.

Vio. I am bound to your Neice, Sir* I mean, flie

is the lift of my voyage.

Sir fob. Tafte your legs, Sir, put them to motion.

Vio. My legs do better underftand me* Sir, than I

underftand what you mean by bidding me tafte tny

legs,

Sir fob. I mean, to go, Sir, to enter.

Vio. I will anfwer you with gate and entrance y but
we are prevented.

Enter Olivia and Maria.

Moft excellent accomplifh'd lady, the heav'ns rain

odours on you

!

Sir And. That youth's a rare Courtier! rain odours?
WelL

Vio. My matter hath rio voice, lady, but to your
own moft pregnant and vouchfafed ear.

Sir And. Odours, pregnant, and vouchfafed :
-— Pll

get 'em all three ready.

OIL Let the garden-door be ftiutj and leave me to my
hearing. [Exeunt Sir Toby, Sir Andrew* and Maria,

Give me your hand, Sir*

(12) Sir Tob. Saveyoil, Centtemati.

Vio. Andyou, Sir.

Sir And. Dieu tuous guarde, Monjteur.

Vio. Et <vous aujji } <votre Serniiteur. ,

Sir And. 1 hope, Sir, you are; and I amyours.]
I have yentur'd to make the two Knights change Speeches in this Dia-
logue with Viola ; and, I think, not without good Reafon. It were a
prepofterous Forgetfulnefs in the Poet, and oat of all Probability,' to mak«
Sir Andrew not only fpeak French, but understand what is {aid to hlfc
ift it, who in the Firft Aft did not know the Enplilk of Psurauoj.
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Vio. My duty, Madam, and raoft humble fervice.

Oli. What is your name?
Vio* Cefario is your fervant's name, fair Princefs.

OIL My fervant, Sir ? 'Twas never merry world,
Since lowly feigning was call'd compliment:
Y'are fervant to the Duke Orfino^ youth.

Vio. And' he is yours, and his muft needs be yours:
Your fervant's fervant is your fervant, Madam.

OIL For him, I think not on him : for his thoughts,

Would they were Blanks, rather than fill'd with me
Vio. Madam, I come to whet your gentle thoughts

On his behalf.

Oli. O, by your leave, I pray you j
—

I bade you never fpeak again of him.

But would you undertake another Suit,

I'd rather hear you to follicit That,
Than mufick from the Spheres.

Vio. Dear lady,—
Oli. Give me leave, I befeech you : I did fend,

After the laft enchantment, you did hear,

A ring in chafe of you. So did I abufe

My felf, my fervant, and, I fear me, you

;

Under your hard conftruftion muft I fit,

To force That on you in a (hameful cunning,

Which you knew none of yours. What might you
think ?

Have you not fet mine Honour at the flake,

And baited it with all th' unmuzzled thoughts

That tyrannous heart can think ? to one of your re-

ceiving

Enough is fhewn •, a Cyprus, not a bofom,
Hides my poor heart. So let us hear you fpeak.

Vio. I pity you.

Oli. That's a degree to Love.
Vio. No not a grice : for 'tis a vulgar proof,

That very oft we pity enemies.

Oli. Why then, methinks, 'tis time to fmile again j

O world, how apt the poor are to be proud

!

fl one mould be a prey, how much the better

To fall before the lion, than the wolf! [Clock Jlrikes.

The
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The clock upbraids me with the wafte of time.

Be not afraid, good youth, I will not have you ;

And yet when wit and youth are come to harvt-it,

Your wife is like to reap a proper man

:

There lies your way, due weft.

Vio. Then, weftward hoe :

Grace and good difpofltion attend your ladyfhip

!

You'll nothing, Madam, to my lord by me?
OIL Stay 5 pr'ythee tell me, what thou think'ft of

me?
Vio. That you do think, you are not what you arc.

OIL If I think fo, I think the fame of you.

Vio. Then think you right: I am not what I am,
OIL I would you were, as I would have you be

!

Vio. Would it be better, Madam, than 1 am?
I wifh it might, for now I am your fool.

OIL O, what a deal of fcorn looks beautiful

In the contempt and anger of his lip!

A murd'rous guilt {hews not it felf more foon,

Than love that would feem hid : love's night is noon.

CefariO) by the rofes of the Spring,

By maid-hood, honour, truth, and every thing,

I love thee fo, that, maugre all thy pride,

Nor wit, nor reafon, can my paffion hide.

Do not extort thy reafons from this claufe,

For that I woo, thou therefore haft no caufe

:

But rather reafon thus with reafon fetter 5

Love fought is good j but given, unfought, is better.

Vio. By innocence I fwear, and by my youth,
I have one heart, one bofom, and one truth,

And that no woman has 5 nor never none
Shall miftrefs be of it, fave I alone.

And fo adieu, good Madam 5 never more
Will I my matter's tears to you deplore.

OIL Yet come again > for thou, perhaps, may'ft move
That heart, which now abhors to like his love.

\JLxeiint.

K k 1 SCENE
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SCENE changes to an Apartment in

Olivia'x Houfe.

Enter Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Fabian.

5, faith, I'll not ftay a jot longer.

Sir To, Thy reafon, dear venom, give

Sir And. \T O, faith,J'll not ftay a jot longer.

thy reafon.

Fab. You muft needs yield your reafon, Sir Andrew.
Sir And. Marry, I faw yourNeice do more favours

to the Duke's ferving-man, than ever fhe beftow'd on
me. I faw't, i'th' orchard.

Sir To. Did fhe fee thee the while, old boy, tell me
that?

Sir And. As plain as I fee you now.
Fab. This was a great argument of love in her to-?

ward you.

Sir And. 'Slight! will you make an afs o' me?
Fab. I will prove it legitimate, Sir, upon the oaths

of judgment and reafon

Sir To. And they have been Grand Jury-men fince

before Noah was a failor.

Fab. She did {hew favour to the youth in your

fight, only to exafperate you, to awake your dor-

moufe valour, to put fire in your heart, and brim-
ftone in your liver. You mould then have accofted

her, and with fome excellent jefts, fire-new from the

mint, you fhould have bang'd the youth into dumb-
nefs. This was look'd for at your hand, and this

was baulkt. The double Gilt of this opportunity you
let time wafh off, and you are now fail'd into rhe

North of my lady's opinion -

9 where you will hang like

an ificle on a Dutchman's beard, unlefs you do redeem

it by fome laudable atrempt, either of valour or po-

licy.

Sir And. And't be anyway, it muft be with valour -

y

for po 1 icy I hate: I had as lief be a Broivnijl as a

politician.

Sir To.
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Sir To. Why then, build me thy fortunes upon the

bafis of valour j challenge me the Duke's Youth to

fight with him; hurt him in eleven places j my Ncice
fhall take note of it > and affure thy felf, there is no
love-broker in the world can more prevail in man's

commendation with woman than report of valour.

Fab. There is no way but this, Sir Andrew.
Sir And. Will either of you bear me a Challenge to

him?
Sir To. Go, write in a martial hand \ be curft and

brief : it is no matter how witty, fo it be eloquent,

and full of invention; (ij) taunt him with the licence

of ink ; if thou thou"ft him fome thrice, it fhall not

be amifs 5 and as many lies as will lye in thy flieet of

paper, although the flieet were big enough for the Bed
of Ware in England \ fet 'em down, go about it. Let
there be gall enough in thy ink, tho' thou write with
a goofe-pen, no matter : about it.

Sir And. Where fhall I find you ?

Sir To. We^ll call thee at the Cubiculo : go,

[Exit Sir Andrews
Fab. This is a dear manikin to you, Sir Toby.

(13) Taunt him with the Licence ofInk ; if thou thou* ft him fome thrice,]

There is no Doubt, I think, but this Paffage is One of thofe, in which
our Author intended to Ihew his Refpect for Sir Walter Raleigh, and a
Deteftation of the Virulence of his Profecutors. The Words, quoted,

feem to me directly levell'd at the Attorney General Coke, who, in the

Trial of Sir Walter, attack'd him with all the following indecent Ex-
preffions. " All that he did was by thy Inftigation, thou Viper ;

r for I thou thee, thou Traytor /"
( Here, by the way, are the Poet's

three thou's.) " You are an odious Man" " Is he bafe ? I re-
41 turn it into thy Throat, on his behalfe?\ u O damnable A-
" theift r " Thou art a Monfter ; thou haft an Englifh Face, but
" a Spanifh Heart" — " Thou haft a Spanifh Heart, and thyfelf
" art a Spider ofHell " " Go to, 1 will lay thee on thy Back for
" the confident"ft Traytor that ever came at a Bar," &C- Is not here all

the Licence of Tongue, which the Poet fatyrically prefcribes to Sir An-
drews Ink ? And how mean an Opinion Shakefpeare had of thefe petu-

lant Inve&ives, is pretty evident from his Clofe of this Speech ; Let

there be Gall enough in thy Ink, tho thou 'write it with a Goofe-pen, no

Matter. A keener Lain at the Attorney for a Fool, than all the Con-
tumelies the Attorney threw at the Prifoner as a fuppos'd Traytor !.

K k 4 Sir To.
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Sir To. I have been dear to him, Lad, fome two
thoufand ftrong or fo.

Fab. We fhall have a rare Letter from him 3 but
you'll not deliver't.

Sir To. Never truft me then ; and by all means ftir

an the Youth to an anfwer. I think, oxen and wain-
ropes cannot hale them together. For Andrew^ if he

were open'd, and you find fo much blood in his liver

as will clog the foot of a flea, I'll eat the reft of th' a-

natomy.
Fab. And his Oppofite, the Youth, bears in his vi-

fage no great prefage of cruelty.

Enter Maria.

Sir To. Look, where the youngeft Wren of nine

comes.

Mar. If you defire the fpleen, and will laugh your
felves into ftitches, follow me ; yond gull Malvolio is

turned Heathen, a very Renegado j for there is no
Chriftian, that means to be fav'd by believing rightly,

can ever believe fuch impofTible paflages of grofsnefs.

He's in yellow Stockings.

Sir To. And crofs-garter'd?

Mar. Mod villanoufly -> like a Pedant that keeps a

fchool i'ch' Church : I have dogg'd him, like his mur-
therer. He does obey every point of the Letter, that

I dropt to betray him 5 he does fmile his face into

more lines than is in the new Map, with the augmen-
tation of the Indies , you have not feen fuch a thing,

as 'tis j I can hardly forbear hurling things at him. I

know, my Lady will ftrike him ; if fhe do, he'll fmile,

and take't for a great favour.

Sir To. Come, bring us, bring us where he is.

[Exeunt.

SCENE
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SCENE changes to the Street.

Enter Sebaftian, and Anthoniq.

Seb. T Would not by my will have troubled you.

1 But fince you make your pleafure of your pains,

I will no further chide you.

Ant. I could not flay behind you 5 my defire,

(More fharp than filed fteel,) did fpur me forth
j

And not all love to fee you, (tho' fo much,
As might have drawn one to a longer voyage.)

But jealoufie what might befall your Travel,

Being skillefs in thefe Parts 5 which to a ftranger,

Unguided and unfriended, often prove

Rough and unhofpitablc. My willing love,

The rather by thefe arguments of fear,

Set forth in your purfuit.

Seb. My kind AnthontOj

(14) I can no other anfwer make, but thanks 5

And thanks, and ever thanks ; and oft good turns

Are fhuffled off with fuch uncurrent pay 5

But were my worth, as is my confcience, firm,

You fhould find better dealing : what's to do?
Shall we go fee the Relicks of this Town ?

Ant. To morrow, Sir ; beft, firft, go fee your lodg-
ing.

(14) / can no other Anfwer make but Thanh,
. And thanks : and ever-oft good Turns

Are fhuffled off with fuch uncurrent Pay ;] It mult be obvious to

every Reader, who has the leaft Knowledge in Verfification, that the fe-

cond Line is too fhort by a whole Foot ; however the Editors have indo-

lently pafs'd it over without Sufpicion. Then, who ever heard of this

goodly double Adverb, ever-oft, which feems to have as much Propriety
as, always-fometimes? As I have reftor'd the Paflage, it is very much
in our Author's Manner, and Mode of Expreffion. So, in Cymbeline

;

Since when I have been Debtor to Toufor Courtefies, which I
will be ever to pay, and yet pay flill.

And in AWs well, that Ends well.

And let me buyyour friendly Help thus far,
Which I will over-pay, and pay again

When I havefound it.

Seb.
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Seb. I am not weary, and 'tis long to night %

I pray you, let us fatisfie our eyes

With the Memorials, and the things of Fame,
That do renown this City.

Ant. Would, you'd pardon me :

I do not without danger walk thefe Streets.

Once, in a Sea-fight 'gainfl: the Duke his Gallies,

I did fome fervice, of fuch note, indeed,

That were I t&'en.here, it would fcarce be anfwer'd.

Seb. Belike, you flew great number of his people.

Ant. Th' offence is not of fuch a bloody nature,

Albeit the quality of the time and quarrel

Might well have given us bloody argument :

It might have fince been anfwer'd in repaying

What wc took from them, which, for Traffick's fake,

Moft of our City did. Only my felf flood out;
For which, if I be lapfed in this place,

I fhall pay dear.

Seb. Do not then walk too open.

Ant. Itdorh not fit me: hold, Sir, here's my purfe.

In the fouth fuburbs at the Elephant

Is beft to lodge : I will befpeak our diet,

Whiles you beguile the time, and feed your know-
ledge

With viewing of the Town •, there fhall you have me.

Seb. Why I your purfe ?

Ant. Haply, your eye fhall light upon fome toy

You have defire to purchafej and your ftore,

I think, is not for idle markets, Sir.

Seb. I'll be your purfe-bearer, and^ leave you for

An Hour.
Ant. To th' Elephant.—
Seb. I do remember, {Exeunt.

SCENE
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SCENE changes to OliviaV Houfe.

Enter Olivia, and Maria.

OH. (if) T Have fenc after him; fay, he will come;
JL How fhall I feaft him? what beftow oa

him?
For youth is bought more oft, than begg'd or borrow'cL

I fpeak too loud. —

—

Where is Malvolio ? he is fad and civil,

And fuits well for a fervant with my fortunes.

Where is Malvolio?

Mar. He's coming, Madam : but in very ftrarrge

manner.

He is fure pofleft, Madam.
Oli. Why, what's the matter, does he rave ?

Mar. No, Madam, he does nothing but fmile ; your

Ladyfhip were beffc to have fome guard about you, if

he comej for, fure, the man is tainted in's wits.

Oli. Go call him hither.

Enter Malvolio.

I'm as mad as he,

If fad and merry madnefs equal be.

How now, Malvolio?

Mai. Sweet Lady, ha, ha. \Smiles fantaftically*

Oli. SmiPft thou ? I fent for thee upon a fad occa-

fion.

(15) I have fent after him ; he fays he'll come.'] But Who did he fay

fo to ? Or from Whom could my Lady have any fuch Intelligence ? Her
Servant, employed upon this Errand, was not yet return'd ; and, when
he does return, he brings Word, that the Youth would hardly be in-

treated back. I am^perfuaded, She was intended rather to be in Sufpenfe,

and deliberating with herfelf : putting the Suppolition that he would
come; and asking Herfelf, in that Cafe, how She mould entertain him,

I imagine therefore the Poet wrote

;

•m Say, he will come

;

So Viola, before, in this Play ;

Say, / do fpeak with her, my Lord ; what then ?
So Petruchio in the Taming of the Shrew ;

Say, that She rail', why, then III tell her plain, &c.
And in numberlefs other Paflages.

Mah
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Mai. Sad, Lady ? I could be fad ; this does make
fome obftruclion in the blood j this crofs- gartering j

but what of that ? if it pleafe the eye of one, it is

with me as the very true Sonnet is : Pleafe one, and

-pleafe all.

\ Oli. Why ? how doft thou, man? what is the mat-
ter with thee?

Mai. Not black in my mind, tho* yellow in my
legs : it did come to his hands, and Commands fhall

be executed. I think, we do know that fweet Ro-

man hand.

Oli. Wilt thou go to bed, Malvolio ?

Mai. To bed ? ay, fweet heart } and I'll come to

thee.

Oli. God comfort thee! why doft thou fmile fo, and

kifs thy hand fo oft ?

Mar. How do you, Malvolio ?

Mai. At your requeft ?

Yes, Nightingales anfwer Daws

!

Mar. Why appear you with this ridiculous bold-

nefs before my Lady.

Mai. Be not afraid of Greatnefs ;— 'twas well writ.

Oli. What meaneft thou by that, Malvolio ?

Mai. Some are born Great

Oli. Ha?
Mai. Some atchieve Greatnefs- \

Oli. What fay'ft thou ?

Mai. And fome have Greatnefs thruft upon them—
Oli. Heav'n reftore thee !

Mai. Remember, who commended thy yellow Stock-

ings •

Oli. Thy yellow Stockings ?

Mai. And wifh'd to fee thee crofs-garter'd—

•

Oli. Crofs-garter'd?

Mai. Go to, thou art made, if thou defireft to be

fo

Oli. Am I made?
Mai. If not, let me fee thee a fervant ftill.

Oli. Why, this is very midfummer madnefs.

Enter
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Enter Servant.

Set'. Madam, the young Gentleman of the Duke O-
\ Jim's is return'd, I could hardly entreat him backs he

attends your Ladyfhip's pleafure.

Oli. I'll come to him. Good Maria, let this fellow

be look'd to. Where's my Uncle Toby ? let fome of

my people have a fpecial care of him > I would not

have him mifcarry for the half of my dowry. [_Exit.

Mai. Oh, ho ! do you come near me now ? no worfe

man than Sir 'Toby to look to me ! this concurs direct-

ly with the Letter ; me fends him on purpofe that I

may appear ftubborn to him j for fhe incites me to

that in the Letter. Caft thy humble flough, fays fliej—
be oppofite with a Kinfman,— furly with Servants,— let

thy tongue tang with arguments of State,— put thy felf

into the trick of Angularity*— and confequently fets

down the manner how 5 as a fad face, a reverend car-

riage, a flow tongue, in the habit of fome Sir of note,

and fo forth. I have lim'd her, but it is Jove's doing,

and Jove make me thankful ! and when me went away
now, let this Fellow be look'd to : Fellow ! not Mah
volio, nor after my degree, but Fellow. Why, every

thing adheres together, that no Dram of a Scruple, no
Scruple of a Scruple, no Obilacle, no incredulous or
unfafe circumftance what can be faid ? Nothing,
that can be, can come between me and the full profpedt

of my hopes. Well ; Jove, not I, is the doer of this,

and he is to be thanked.

Enter Sir Toby, Fabian and Maria.

Sir To. Which way is he, in the name of fan&ity ?

if all the Devils in Hell be drawn in little, and Legion
himfelf pofTeft him, yet I'll fpeak to him.

Fab. Here he is, here he is 5 how is't with you, Sir?

how is't with you, man ?

Mai. Go off* I difcard you ; let me enjoy my priva-
cy : go off.

Mar. Lo, how hollow the fiend fpeaks within him!
did not I tell you ? Sir Toby, my Lady prays you to

have a care of him. MaL
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Mai. Ah, ha! doesfhefo?

Sir To. Go to, go to; peace, peace, we muft deal
gently with him -, let me alone. How do you, Mai*
volio? how is't with you? what! Man, defie the Devil

3

confider, he's an enemy to Mankind.
Mai. Do you know what you fay ?

Mar. La, you ! if you fpeak ill of the Devil, how
he takes it at heart. Pray God, he be not be-

witch'd.

Fab. Carry his water to th' wife Woman.
Mar. Marry, and it fhall be done to morrow morn-

ing if I live. My Lady would not lofe him for more
than I'll fay.

Mai. How now, Miftrefs ?

Mar. O Lord !

Sir To. Pr'ythee, hold thy peace y that is not the

way : do you not fee, you move him? let me alone with

him.
Fab. No way but gentlenefs, gently, gently 5 the

fiend is rough, and will not be roughly us'd.

Sir To. Why, how now, my Bawcock ? how doft

thou, chuck ?

Mai. Sir?

Sir To. Ay, Biddy, come with me. What ! Man*
'tis not for gravity to play at cherry-pit with Sfitan.

Hang him, foul Collier.

Mar. Get him to fay his prayers, good Sir Toby%

get him to pray.

Mai. My prayers, minx

!

Mar. No, I warrant you, he will not hear of god-

linefs.

Mai. Go hang your felves all: you are idle fhallow

things j I am not of your element, you fhall know
more hereafter. \JLxit*

Sir To. Is't poffible?

Fab. If this were plaid upon a Stage now, I could

condemn it as an improbable fiction.

Sir To. His very Genius hath taken the infection of

the device, Man.
Mar. Nay, purfue him now, left the device take air,

and taint. Fab*
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Fab, Why, we ihall make him mad, indeed:

Mar. The houfe will be the quieter.

Sir To. Come, we'll have him in a dark room and
bound. My Neice is already in the belief that he's

mad } we may carry it thus for our pleafure and his

penance, 'till our very paftime, tired out of breath,

prompt us to have mercy on him ; at which time we
will bring the device to the bar, and crown thee for a

finder of madmen $ but fee, but fee.

Enter Sir Andrew.

Tab. More matter for a May morning.
Sir And. Here's the challenge, read it : I warrant,

there's vinegar and pepper in't.

Fab. Is't fo fawcy ?

Sir And. Ay, is't? I warrant him : do but read.

Sir To. Give me. [Sir Toby reads-.

Toutby whatfoever thou art^ thou art but afcurvy Fellow.

Fab. Good and valiant.

Sir To. JVonder not, nor admire not in thy mind why I
do call thee fo ; for I will fhew thee no reafon for't.

Fab. A good note j That keeps you from the blow of
the law.

Sir To. Thou com*ft to the Lady Olivia, and in my Jight

fhe ufes thee kindly 5 but thou Heft in thy throaty that is

not the matter I challenge thee for.

Fab. Very brief, and exceeding good fcnfe-lefs.

Sir To. I will way-lay thee going home, where if it be

thy chance to kill me—
Fab. Good.
Sir To. Thou kilVft me like a Rogue and a Villain.

Fab. Still you keep o'th' windy fide of the law :

good.

Sir To. Fare thee well, and God have mercy upon one of
our Souls : he may have mercy upon mine, but my hope is

better, and fo look to thy felf Thy friend as thou ufeft

him, and thy fworn enemy, Andrew Ague-cheek.
Sir To. If this Letter move him not, his Legs can-

not: I'll give't him*

Mar^
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Mar. You may have very fit occafion for't : he is

now in fome commerce with my Lady, and will by
and by depart.

Sir To. Go, Sir Andrew^ fcout me for him at the
corner of the Orchard like a Bum-bailiff} fo foon as

ever thou feeft him, draw; and, as thou draw'ft, fwear
horribly y for it comes to pafs oft, that a terrible oath,

with a fwaggering accent fharply twang'd off, gives
manhood more approbation than ever proof it felf

would have earn'd him. Away.
Sir And. Nay, let me alone for fwcaring. [Exit,

Sir To. Now will not I deliver his Letter ; for the be-
haviour of the young Gentleman gives him out to be
of good Capacity and Breeding ; his employment be-

tween his Lord and my Neice confirms no lefs ; there-

fore this Letter, being fo excellently ignorant, will

breed no terror in the Youth ; he will find that ic

comes from a Clod-pole. But, Sir, I will deliver his

Challenge by word of mouth ; fet upon Ague-cheek a

notable report of valour $ and drive the Gentleman,
(as, I know, his Youth will aptly receive it,) into a

molt hideous opinion of his rage, skill, fury, and im-
petuofity. This will fo fright them both, that they

will kill one another by the look, like Cockatrices.

Enter Olivia and Viola.

Fab. Here he comes with your Neice; give them
way, 'till he take leave, and prefently after him.

Sir To. I will meditate the while upon fome horrid

meffage for a challenge. [Exeunt*

OIL I've faid too much unto a heart of ftone,

And laid mine honour too unchary cut.

There's fomething in me, that reproves my fault;

But fuch a head-flrong potent fault it is,

That it but mocks reproof.

Vio. With the fame haviour that your paflion bears,

Goes on my Mailer's grief.

Oli. Here, wear this Jewel for me, 'tis my Pi£ture>

Refufe it nor, it hath no tongue to vex you:
And, I befeech vou, come again to morrow.

What
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What (hall you ask of me chat I'll deny,

That Honour fav'd may upon asking give?

Fio. Nothing but this, your true love for my Mailer.

OIL How wich mine honour may I give him That,

Which I have given to you?
Fio. I will acquit you.

OIL Well, come again to morrow : fare thee well.

A Fiend, like thee, might bear my Soul to Hell. {Exit,

Enter Sir Toby and Fabian*

Sir To. Gentleman, God fave thee*
" Fio. And you, Sir.

Sir To. That Defence thou haft, betake thee to'tj of

what nature the wrongs are thou haft done him, I

know not j but thy intercepter, full of defpight, bloo-

dy as the Hunter, attends thee at the Orchard-end 3 dif-

mount thy tuck, be yare in thy preparation, for thy

aftailant is quick, skiltul, and deadly.

Fio. You miftake, Sir*, I am fure, no man hath any
quarrel to me j my remembrance is very free and clear

from any image of offence done to any man.
Sir To. You'll find it otherwife, I alTure you -, there-

fore, if you hold your Life at any price, betake you
to your guard > for your Oppofite hath in him, what
youth, ftrength, skill, and wrath can furnifh man withal.

Vio. I pray you, Sir, what is he?
Sir To. He is Knight, dubb'd with unhack'd rapier,

and on carpet confideration j but he is a Devil in pri-

vate brawl j fouls and bodies hath he divorc'd three*

and his incenfement at this moment is fo implacable,

that fatisfa&ion can be none but by pangs of death

and fepulcher : hob, nob, is his word -

y give't, or take't.

Vio. I will return again into the Houfe, and defire

fome conduct of the Lady. I am no Fighter. I have
heard of fome kind of men, that put quarrels purpofe-

ly on others to tafte their valour : belike, this is a man
of that quirk.

Sir To. (16) Sir, no: his indignation derives it felf

out of a very competent injury j therefore get you on,

and
(16) Sir, no: bis Indignation drives itfelf out of a <very competent In*

jury ;] This Error fcrit obtained from Inadvertence, I prelume^ in Mr.
Vol. II. LI Rowes
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and give him his deflre. Back you fhall not to the

Houfe, unlefs you undertake That with me, which with

as much fafety you might anfwer him ; therefore on,

or drip your Sword ftark naked j for meddle you muft,

that's certain, or forfwear to wear iron about you.

Vio. This is as uncivil, as ftrange. I befeech you,

do me this courteous office, as to know of the Knight
what my offence to him is : it is fomething of my ne-

gligence, nothing of my purpofe.

Sir To. I will do fo. Signior Fabian^ flay you by
this Gentleman 'till my return. \_Exit Sir Toby.

Vio. Pray you, Sir, do you know of this matter ?

Fab. I know, the Knight is incens'd againft you,

even to a mortal arbitrement -, but nothing of the cir-

cumftance more.

Vio. I befeech you, what manner of man is he?
Fab. Nothing of that wonderful promife to read

him by his form, as you are like to find him in the

proof of his valour. He is, indeed, Sir, the moft skil-

ful, bloody, and fatal Oppofite that you could poffibly

have found in any part of Illyria : will you walk to-

wards him ? I will make your peace with him, if I

can.

Vio. I mail be much bound to you for't : I am one,

that had rather go with Sir Prieft than Sir Knight : I

care not who knows fo much of my mettle. [Exeunt.

Enter Sir Toby, and Sir Andrew.

Sir To. Why, man, he's a very Devil j I have not
feen fuch a virago : I had a Pafs with him, rapier,

icabbard and ail > and he gives me the ftuck in with
fuch a mortal motion, that it is inevitable 3 and on the

anfwer, he pays you as furely, as your feet hit the

ground they ftep on. They fay, he has been fencer to

the Sophy.
Sir And. Pox on't, I'll not meddle with him.
Sir To. Ay, but he will not now be pacified:

Fabian can fcarce hold him yonder.

Rowis Edition : and Mr. Pope has moft faithfully copied it. I have re-

:r'd the genuine Reading of the old Folios : his Indignation de-

fJVCS ///'//; &c. As in z Hen. IV.
Derives from Hcavn bis Quarrel and his Cau/e.

Sir And.
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Sir And. Plague on't, an I thought he had been va-

liant, and fo cunning in fence, I'd have feen him
damn'd ere I'd have chalieng'd him. Let him let the

matter flip, and I'll give him my horfe, grey Capilet.

Sir To. I'll make the motion ; ftand here, make a

good fhew on't; • Thisfhall end without the perdi-

tion of fouls 5 marrv, I'll ride your horfe as well as I

ride you. [Afide.

Enter Fabian and Viola.

I have his horfe to take up the quarrel ; I have per-

fuaded him, the Youth's a Devil. [To Fabian,

Fab. He is as horribly conceited of him -

y and pants

and looks pale, as if a bear were at his heels.

Sir To. There's no remedy, Sir, he will fight with
you for's oath fake : marry, he hath better bethought
him of his quarrel,and he finds That now fcarce to be
worth talking of5 therefore draw for the* fupportance
of his vow, he protefts he will not hurt you.

Vio. Pray God defend me ! a little thing would
make me tell them how much I lack of a man.

Fab. Give ground, if you fee him furious.

Sir To. Come, Sir Andrew', there's no remedy, the

Gentleman will for his honour's fake have one bout
with you •> he cannot by the Duello avoid it y but he
has promis'd me, as he is a Gentleman and a Soldier,

he will not hurt you. Come on, to't. [They draw.

Sir And. Pray God y he keep his oath

!

Enter Antonio.

Vio. I do affure you, 'tis againfi: my will.

Ant. Put up your fword y if this young Gentleman
Have done offence, I take the fault on me 5

- If you offend him, I for him defie you. [Drawing.
Sir To. You, Sir? Why, what are you?
Ant. One, Sir, that for his love dares yet do more

Than you have heard him brag to you he will.

Sir To. Nay, if you be an undertaker, I am for you.

[Draws.
Enter Officers.

Fab. O good Sir Toby, hold 5 here come the Offi-

cers.

Liz Sir To.
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Sir To. I'll be with you anon.

Vio. Pray, Sir, put your ("word up if you pleafe.

[To Sir Andrew.
Sir And. Marry, will I, Sir ; and for that I promis'd

you, I'll be as good as my word. He will bear you
eafiiy, and reins well.

l Off, This is the Man ; do thy office.

2. Off. Antonio, I arreft thee at tBe fuit of Duke Or-

Jino.

Ant. You do miftakc me, Sir.

i Off. No, Sir, no jot \ I know your favour well;

Tho' now you have no fea-cap on your head.

Take him away ; he knows, I know him well.

Ant. I mud obey. This comes with feeking you j

But there's no remedy. I fhall anfwer it.

What will you do? now my neceflity

Makes me to ask you for my purfe. It grieves me
Much more, for what I cannot do for you,

Than what befalls my felf: you ftand amaz'd,

But be of comfort.

z Off. Come, Sir, away.

Ant. I mud intreat of you fome of that mony.
Vio. What mony, Sir?

For the fair kindnefs you have fliew'd me here,

And part being prompted by your prefent trouble,

Out of my lean and low ability

I'll lend you fomething ; my Having is not much,
I'll make divifion of my prefent with you:
Hold, there's half my Coffer.

Ant. Will you deny me now?
Is't poflible, that my deferts to you
Can lack pcrfuafion? do not tempt my mifcry,

Left that it make me fo unfound a man,
As ro upbraid you with chole kindneffes

That 1 have done for you.

Vio. 1 know of none,

Nor know I you by voice, or any feature:

1 hate ingratitude more in a Man,
Than lying, vainnefs, tabling diunkennefs,

Or any taint of vice, whofe ftrong corruption

Inhabits cur frail blood.

Ant.
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Ant. Oh, Heav'ns themfelves !— -

2 Off. Come, Sir, I pray you, go.

Ant. Let me fpeak a litcle. This Youth that you
fee here,

I fnatcht one half out of the Jaws of Death ;

Reliev'd him with fuch fanctity of love,

And to his Image, which, methought, did promife

Moll venerable Worth, did I Devotion.

1 Off. What's that to us? the time goes by 3 away.

Ant. But oh, how vile an Idol proves this God !

Thou haft, Sebaflian^ done good feature fhame.

In Nature there's no blemifh but the Mind :

;None can be call'd deform'd, but the unkind.

Virtue is Beauty ; but the beauteous evil

Are empty trunks, o'erflourifh'd by the Devil.

1 Off. The Man grows mad, away with him :

Come, come, Sir.

Ant. Lead me on. [Exit Antonio with Officers.

Via. Methinks, his words do from fuch paflion fly,

That he believes himfelf \ fo do not I

:

Prove true, Imagination, oh, prove true,

That I, dear Brother, be now ta'en for you !

Sir To. Come hither, Knight -, come hither, Fabian -

f

we'll whifper o'er a couplet or two of molt fage faws.

Vio. He nam'd Sebaftian;' I my Brother know-

Yet living in my glafs y even fuch, and fo

In favour was my Brother*, and he went
Still in this faihion, colour, ornament*
For him I imitate : oh, if it prove,

Tempefts are kind, and fait waves frefh in love. [_Exit.

Sir To. A very difhoneft paltry Boy, and more a

coward than a hare-, his difhonefty appears in leaving

his Friend here in neccflity, and denying him \ and
for his cowardfhip, ask Fabian.

Fab. A coward, a moffc devout coward, religious in it.

Sir And. 'Slid, I'll after him again, and beat him.
Sir To. Do, cuff him foundly,but never draw thy fword.

Sir And. An I do not,

—

'— [Exit Sir Andrew.
Fab. Come, let's fee the event.

Sir To. I dare lay any mony, 'twill be nothing yet.

fExeunt.

Ll

5

ACT



yi8 Twblft H-N I G H T : Or>

ACT IV.

SCENE, /fe Street.

Enter Sebaftian, and Clown.

Clown.
WILL you make me believe, that I am not

fent for you ?

Seb. Go to, go to, thou art a foolifh

fellow,

Let me be clear of thee.

CIo. Well held out, i'faith : no, I do not know you,
* nor I am not fent to you by my Lady, to bid you
come fpeak with her j nor your name is not Mailer

Cefario, nor this is not my nofe neither \ nothing, that

is fo, is fo.

Seb. I pr'ythee, vent thy folly fomewhere elfej thou

know'ft not me.
CIo. Vent my folly! he has heard that word of

fome Great Man, and now applies it to a fool. Vent
my folly ! I am afraid, this great lubber the world

will prove a Cockney : I pr'ythee now, ungird thy

ftrangenefs and tell me what I mall vent to my Lady 3

ihall I vent to her, that thou art coming?
Seb. I pr'ythee, foolifh Greek, depart from me 3 there's

mony for thee. If you tarry longer, I ihall give worfe

payment.
CIo. By my troth, thou hall an open hand > thefe

wife Men, that give fools mony, get themfelves a good
report after fourteen years purchale.

Enter Sir Andrew, Sir Toby, and Fabian.

Sir And. Now, Sir, have I met you again ? there's

for you. [Striking Sebaftian.

Seb. Why, there's for thee, and there, and there:

are all the people mad? [Beating Sir Andrew.
Sir To. Hold, Sir, or I'll throw your dagger o'er

the houfe. CIo
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Clo. This will I tell my Lady flrait : I would not

be in fome of your coats for two pence. [Exit Clown.

Sir To. Come on, Sir 5 hold. [Holding Sefyaflian.

Sir And. Nay, let him alone, I'll go another way
to work with him > I'll have an action of battery a-

gainft him, if there be any law in Illyria 5 tho'Iftruck

him firit, yet it's no matter for that.

Seb. Let go thy hand.

Sir To. Come, Sir, I will not let you go. Come,
my young Soldier, put up your iron 5 you are well

fleih'd : come on.

Seb. I will be free from thee. What wouldft thou
now? if thou dar'ff. tempt me further, draw thy fword.

Sir To. What, what ? nay, then, I muff, have aa

ounce or two of this malapert blood from you.

[They draw and fight,

Enter Olivia.

Oli. Hold, Toby> on thy life, I charge thee, hold.

Sir To. Madam.
Oli. Will it be ever thus? ungracious Wretch,

Fit for the Mountains and the barbarous Caves,

Where Manners ne'er were preach'd : out of my fight

!

Be not offended, dear Cefario :—

;

Rudesby, be gone J I pr'ythee, gentle Friend,

[Exeunt Sir Toby, and Sir Andrew,
Let thy fair wifdom, not thy pafEon, fway
In this uncivil and unjufl extent

Againft thy peace. Go with me to my houfe.

And hear thou there, how many fruitlefs pranks
This ruffian hath botch'd up, that thou thereby
May' ft fmile at this: thou malt not chufe but go:
Do not deny 3 befhrew his foul for me,
He ftarted one poor heart of mine in thee.

Seb. What relifh is in this? how runs the flream?
Or I am mad, or elfe this is a dream.
Let fancy flill my fenfe in Lethe fteep,

If it be thus to dream, flill let me fleep. JTby me,
Oli. Nay, come, I pray: 'would, thou'dft be rul'd
Seb. Madam, I will.

Oli. O, fay fo, and fo be

!

[Exeunt,

l>\ 4 SCENE



520 Twelft H-N I G H t : 0r>

SCENE, an Apartment in Olivia'/ Houfe.

Enter Maria, and Clown.

Mar. XT AY, t pr'ythee, put on this Gown and
JlN this Beard -, make him believe, thou art Sir

Itopas the Curate ; do it quickly. I'll call Sir Toby the

whilft. [_Exit Maria.

Clo. Well, V\\ put it on, and I will diffemble my
(jslf in't j and I would I were the firfr, that ever dif-

fembled in fuch a Gown. I am not tall enough to be-

come the function well, nor lean enough to be thought
a good Student; but to be faid an honed Man, and a

good Houfekeeper, goes as fairly, as to fay, a careful

Man and a great Scholar, The Competitors enter.

Enter Sir Toby, and Maria.

Sir To. Jove blefs thee, Mr. Parfon.

Clo. Bonos dies) Sir Toby ^ for as the old Hermit of
Prague, that never faw pen and ink, very wittily faid

to a Neice of King Gorboduck, that that is, is : fo I be-

ing Mr. Parfon, am Mr. Parfon\ for what is that, but
that ? and is, but is ?

Sir To. To him, Sir Topas.

Clo. What, hoa, I fay, peace in this prifon !

Sit To. The knave counterfeits well 5 a good knave.

CMalvolio within.

Mai. Who calls there ?

Clo. Sir Topas the curate, who comes to vifit Mal-
velio the lunatic k.

Mai. Sir Topas, Sir Topas, good Sir Topas^ go to my
lady.

Clo. Out, hyperbolical fiend, how vexeft thou this

man?
Talked thou of nothing but of ladies?

Sir To. Well faid, matter Parfon.

Mai. Sir Topas, never was man thus wrong'd s good
Sir Topas, do not think, I am mad ; they have laid me
here in hideous darknefs.

Clo. Fie, thou diihonefl Sathan j I call thee by the

moil model! terms > for I am one of thole gentle ones,

that
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that will ufe the Devil himfelf with curtefie: fay'ft

thou, that houfe is dark ?

Mai. As hell, Sir Topas.

Clo. Why, it, hath bay-windows tranfparent as bari-

cadoes, and the clear (tones towards the South-North,

are as luftrous as ebony 5 and yet complaineft thou of

obftru£tion ?

Mai. I am not mad, Sir topas 5 I fay to you, this

houfe is dark.

t Clo. Madman, thou erreftj I fay, there is no dark-

nefs but ignorance; in which thou art more puzzled

than the Egyptians in their fog.

Mai. I fay, this houfe is as dark as ignorance,

though ignorance were as dark as hell 3 and I fay,

there was never man thus abus'd j I am no more mad
than you are, make the tryal of it in any conftant

queftion.

Clo. What is the opinion of Pythagoras, concerning

wild-fowl?

Mai. That the foul of our grandam might happily

inhabit a bird.

Clo. What think'ft thou of his opinion :

Mai. I think nobly of the foul, and no way ap-

prove his opinion.

Clo. Fare thee well : remain thou ftill in darknefs

;

thou malt hold th' opinion of Pythagoras, ere I wiH
allow of thy wits ; and fear to kill a woodcock, left

thou difpoflefs the Soul of thy grandam. Fare thee well.

Mai. Sir Topas, Sir Topas,

Sir To. My mod exquifite Sir Topas !

Clo. Nay, I am for all waters.

Mar. Thou might 5

ft have done this without thy
beard and Gown j he (ecs thee not.

Sir To. To him in thine own voice, and bring me
word how thou find'ft him : 1 would, we were all rid

of this knavery. If he may be conveniently deliver'd,

I would, he were -, for I am now fo far in offence with
my Neice, that I cannot purfue with any fafety this

fport to the upihot. Come by and by to my chamber.
[Exit with Maria.

Clo.



5 1 1 Twelft H-N I G H t : Or,

Clo. Hey Robin, jolly Robin, tell me how my lady
does. [Singing.

Mai Fool,— & 5

Clo. My lady is unkind, perdie.

Mai Fool,—
Clo. Al'XS^ why is floe fo?

Mai. Fool, I fay ;

Clo. She loves another— who calls, ha?
Mai. Good fool, as ever thou wilt deferve well at

my hand, help me to a candle, and pen, ink, and pa-
per; as I am a gentleman, I will live to be thankful
to thee for't.

Clo. Mr. Malvoliof

Mai. Ay, good fool.

Clo. Alas, Sir, how fell you befides your five wits ?

Mai. Fool, there was never man fo notorioufly a-

bus'd -, I am as- well in my wits, fool, as thou art.

Clo. But as well! then thou art mad, indeed, if you
be no better in your wits than a fool.

Mai. They have here propertied me 5 keep me ir*

darknefs, fend minifters to me, afTes, and do all they

can to face me out of my wits.

Clo. Advifeyou what you fay: the minifler is here.

Maholio . Malvoiio, thy wits the heav'ns reftore : en-

deavour thy felt to ileep, and leave thy vain bibble

babble.

Mai. Sir Topas,

Clo. Maintain no words with him, good fellow.

Who I, Sir? not I, Sir.Godb'w'you, good Sir fopas.—
Marry, amen.— I will, Sir, I will.

Mai. Fool, fool, fool, I fay.

Ch. Alas, Sir, be patient. What fay you, Sir? I

am fhent for fpeaking to you.

Mai. Good fool, help me to fome light, and fome

papery I tell thee, I am as well in my wits, as any

man in Illyria.

Clo. Well-a-day, that you were, Sir!

Mai. By this hand, lam: good fool, fome ink, pa-

per and light; and convey what I fet down to my la-

dy : It fhall advantage thee more than ever the bear-

ing of letter did.

Clo.
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Civ. I will help you to't. But tell me true, are you

not mad, indeed, or do you but counterfeit?

Mai Believe me, I am not: I tell thee true.

Clo. Nay, I'll ne'er believe a mad-man, 'till I fee

his brains. I will fetch you light, and paper, and ink.

Mai. Fool, I'll requite it in the higheft degree $

I pr'ythee, be gone.

Clo. / am gone, Sir, and anon, Sir, {[Singing.

Til be with you again

In a trice, like to the old Vice, (17)

Tour need to fuftain

:

Who with dagger of lath, in his rage, and his wrath,

CrieSy ah, ha! to the Devil:

Like a mad lad, pare thy nails, dad,

Adieu, good man drivel. \_Exit.

SCENE changes to another Apartment in

O l 1 v 1 a \r Houfe.

Enter Sebaftian.

Seb. This is the Air, that is the glorious Sun ;

This Pearl {he gave me, I do feel't and fee't.

And though 'tis wonder that enwraps me thus,

Yet 'tis not madnefs. Where's Anthonio then?

I could not find hdm at the Elephant
->

Yet there he was, and there I found this credit, (18)
That

(17) Tn a trice, like to the old Vice.] So in Ben Jonfons The De<vil

is an Afs.

What is he calls upon me, and would feem to lack a Vice ?

Ere his Words be halffpoken, I am nvith him in a trice.

In Both thefe Places, by Vice, is meant that buffoon, droll, Character

fo general in the old Plays, who was drefl up in a long Coat, a Fool's

Cap with A fles Ears, and furnifrTd with a wooden Sword, with which
he was as active and wanton as Arlequin. But I have explained the

Word and CharaBer more particularly in a Note upon this Line of
King Richard Hid.

Thus, like theformal-Vict, Iniquity, &c.

(18) Yet there he was, and there Ifound this Credit,

That he did range, &c] i.e. I found it juftified, credibly

vouch'd. Whether the Word Credit will eafily carry this Meaning, I

am doubtful: The Expreffion feems obfcure; and tho' I have not

difturb'd the Text, I very much fufpecl that the Poet wrote;
• and there Ifound this credent,

He
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That he did range the town to feek me out.

His counfel now might do me golden fervice j ..

For tho' my foul difputes well with my fenfe,

That this may be fome error, but no madnefs 3

Yet doth this accident and flood of fortune

So far exceed all inftance, all difcourfe 5

That I am ready to diftruft mine eyes,

And wrangle with my rcafon that perfuades me
To any other Truft, but that I'm mad 5

Or elfe the lady's mad j yet if 'twere fo,

She could not fway her Houfe, command her fol-

lowers,

Take, and give back affairs, and their difpatch,

With fuch a fmooth, difcreet, and ftafrle bearing,

As, I perceive, fhe does: there's fomething in't,

That is deceivable. But here fhe comes.

'. Enter Olivia and Prieft.
'

OIL Blame not this hafte of mine : if you mean
well,

Now go with me, and with this holy man,
Into the chantry by > there before him.
And underneath that confecrated roof,

Plight me the full affiirance of your faith

;

That my mod jealous and too doubtful foul

May live at peace. He mall conceal it,

Whiles you are willing it mall come to note j

What time we will our celebration keep

According to my birth. What do you fay ?

Seb. I'll follow this good man, and go with you

;

And having fworn truth, ever will be true.

Oli. Then lead the way, good father j and heav'ns

fo mine,

That they may fairly note this a£fc ofinine! [Exeunt.

He ufes the fame Term again in the very fame Senfe in The Win-
ter s Tale. ———— Then "'tis <very credent,

Thou mayJl co-join with fomething, and thou doJ}9 &c.

ACT
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a c t v.
ft " 1

S C E N E, The Street.

Enter Clown, and Fabian*

Fabian.

N""
O W, as thou lov'ft me, let me fee his letter.

Clo. Good Mr. Fabian, grant me another

requeft.

Fab. Any thing.

Clo. Do not deiire to fee this letter.

Fab. This is to give a dog, and in recompence defire

my dog again.

Enter Duke^ Viola, Curio, and lords.

Duke. Belong you to the lady Olivia, friends ?

Clo. Ay, Sir, we are fome of her trappings.

Duke. 1 know thee well 3 how doft thou, my good

fellow ?

Clo Truly, Sir, the better for my foes, and the

worfe for my friends.

Duke. Juft the contrary 5 the better for thy friends.

Clo. No, Sir, the worfe.

Duke. How can that be?

Clo. Marry, Sir, they praife me, and make a*n afs

of me* now, my foe^ tell me plain'y, I am an afs: fo

that by my foes, Sir, I profit in the knowledge of my
felf ; and by my friends I am abufed : fo that, Conclu-

fion to be asked> is, (ip) if yoiar four negatives make
your

(19) So that Conclufions to be as kiffes, ] Tho1
it might be un-

reasonable to call our Pdet's Fools and Knaves every where to Ac-

count ; yet, if we did, for the Generality we mould find them refponli-

ble. But what monftrous Abfurdity have we here ? To fuppofe the

Text genuine, We mull acknowledge it too wild to have any known
Meaning : and what has no known Meaning, cannot be allow'd to have

either Wit or Humour. Befides, the Clown is affecting to argue fe-

rioufly and in Form. I imagine, the Poet wrote

;

So that, Conclujion to be asked, is

i. e. So that the Conclufion I have to demand of You is this, it your
Four, &c. He had in the preceding Words been inferring fome

PremiJJa t
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your two affirmatives, why, then the worfe for my
friends, and the better for my foes.

Duke. Why, this is excellent.

CU. By my troth, Sir, noj tho it pleafe you to be
oflc of my friends.

Duke. Thou ihalt not be the worfe for me, there's

gold.

Clo. But that it would be double-dealing, Sir, I

would, you could make it another.

Duke. O, you give me ill counfel.

Clo. Put your grace in your pocket, Sir, for this

once, and let your flefh and blood obey it.

Duke. Well, I will befo much a linner to be a dou-
ble-dealer : there's another.

Clo. Primo, feeundo , tertio^ is a good Play, and the

old«faying is, the third pays for all: the triplex, Sir, is

a good tripping meafure> or the bells of St. Bennety

Sir, may put you in mind, one, two, three.

Duke You can fool no more mony out of me at

this throw > if you will let your lady know, I am here

to fpeak with her, and bring her along with you, it

may awake my bounty further.

Clo. Marry, Sir, lullaby to your bounty 'till I come
again. I go, Sira but I would not have you to think,

that my defire of having is the fin of covetoufnefs -

9

but, as you fay, Sir, let your bounty take a nap, I

will awake it anon. [_Exit Clown.

Enter Antonio, and Officers.

Vio. Here comes the man, Sir, that did refcue me.

Duke. That face of his I do remember well-,

Yet when I faw it laft, it was befmear'd

As black as Vulcan^ in the fmoak of war :

A bawbling VefTel was he Captain of,

For fhallow draught and bulk unprizable,

With which fuch fcathful Grapple did he mate
With the moft noble Bottom of our fleet,

That very envy and the tongue of lofs

Cry'd fame and honour on him. What's the matter?

Premijjes, and now comes to the Conclujion very logical!)' ; You grant

Me, fays He, the Premises ; I now ask you to grant the Concluiion.

Mr. Warburton.

i Of..
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I Offi. OrJiMj this is that Antonio^

That took the Phoenix and her fraught from Candy,

And this is he, that did the Tyger board,

When your young nephew Titus loft his leg

:

Here in the ftreets, defperate of fhame and ftate,

In private brabble did we apprehend him.

Vio. He did me kindnefs, Sir \ drew on my fidej

But in conclufion put flrange fpeech upon me,
I know not what 'twas, but diftraction.

Duke. Notable pirate ! thou falt-water thief!

What foolifh boldnefs brought thee to their mercies,

Whom thou in terms fo bloody, and fo dear,

Haft made thine enemies ?

Ant. OrfinOy noble Sir,

Be pleas'd that I fliake off thefe names you give me

:

Antonio never yet //as thief, or pirate

>

Though I confefs, on Bafe and Ground enough,

Or/mo's enemy. A witchcraft drew me hither

:

That moft ungrateful Boy there, by your fide,

From the rude fea's enraged and foamy mouth
Did I redeem > a wreck paft hope he was

:

His life I gave him, and did thereto add

My love without retention or reftraint j

All his in dedication. For his fake,

Did I expofe my felf (pure, for his love)

Into the danger of this adverfe town >

Drew to. defend him, when he was befetj

Where being apprehended, his falfe cunning
(Not meaning to partake with me in danger)
Taught him to face me out of his acquaintance $

And grew a twenty years removed thing,

While one would wink: deny'd me mine own purfe,

Which I had recommended to his ufe

Not half an hour before.

Vio. How can this be?
Duke. When came he to this town?
Ant. To day, my lord * and for three months before,

(No Interim^ not a minute's vacancy,)
Both day and night did we keep company.

Enter Olivia, and attendants.

Duke. Here comes the Countefs \ now heav'n walks
on earth. But
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But for thee, fellow, fellow, thy words are madnefs :

Three months this youth hath tended upon me 3

But more of that anon. —: Take him afide.

—

Oil What would my lord, but that he may not have,

Wherein Olivia may feem ierviceable?

CefariO) you do not keep promife with me.

yio. Madam !

Duke. Gracious Olivia^

Oil What do you fay, Cefario? Good my lord —-

—

yio. My lord would fpeak, my duty hufhes me.

Oli. If it be ought to the old tune, my lord.

It is as fat and fulfome to mine ear,

As howling after mullck.

Duke. Still fo cruel ?

Oil Still fo conftant, lord.

Duke. What, to perverfenefs ? you uncivil lady*

To whofe ingrate and unaufpicious altars

My foul the faithfulPft offerings has breath'd out,

That e'er devotion tendered. What (hall I do ?

Oil Ev'n whatit pleafe my lord, that (hall become him.

Duke. Why ihould I not, had I the heart to

do't, (10)

Like to th* Egyptian Thief, at point of death

Kill what I love? (a favage jealoufie,

(20) Why fiould I not, bad I the Heart to do it,

Like to th
y ^Egyptian Thief, at point of Death

Kill nvbat I love ! ] In this Simile, a particular Story is pre-

fuppos'd; which ought to be known, to mew the Juihiefs and Proprierv

of the Companion. I'll give the Synopfis of it from Helwdoruis JZ-

thiopics, to which our Author was indebted for the Atlufion. Tiiis

JEgyptian Thief was Thydmis, who was a Native of Memphis, and at

the Head of a Band of Robbers. Tbeagenes and Charidea falling into their

Hands, Thyamis fell defperately in Love with the Lady, and would have

married her. Soon after, a ftronger Body of Robbers coming down

upon Thyamisi Party, He was in fuch Fears for his Miitreii, that he

had her (hut into a Cave with his Treafure. It was cuitomary with

thole Barbarians, when they defpair'd of their o-tvn Safety, firfl to make

anjoay nvith Thofe. whom they held dear, and deiircd for Companions in

the next Life. Thyamis, therefore, benected round with his Enemice,

raging with Love^ Jealoufy, and Anger, went to his Cave ; and calling

aloud in the JE«yptian Tongue, fo loon as He heard himielf anf.vefd

towards the Cave's Mouth by a Grecian, making to the Perfon by the

Direction of her Voice, he caught her by the Hair with his left Hand,

and (fuppoiing her to be Charidea) with his right Hand plung'd his

Sword into her Break
That
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That fometimes favours nobly 5) but hear iiife this:

Since you to non-regardance caft my faith,

And that I partly know the inftrument,

That fcrews me from my true place in your favour:

Live you the marble-breafted tyrant ftill.

But this your Minion, whom, I know, you love,

And whom, by heav'n, I fwear, I tender dearly*

Him will I tear out of that cruel eye,

Where he fits crowned in his matter's fpight.

Come, boy, with me * my thoughts are ripe in mifchief:

I'll facrifice the lamb that I do love,

To fpight a raven's heart within a dove. [Duke going*

Vio. And I moft jocund, apt, and willingly*

To do you Reft, a thoufand deaths would die.

[following*

Oli. Where goes Cefario ?

Vio. After him I love,

More than I love thefe eyes, more than my life ^

More, by all mores, than e'er 1 fhall love wife.
If I do feign, you Witneffes above
Puniih my life, for tainting of my love

!

Oli. Ay me, detefted! how im I beguil'd?

Vio. Who does beguile you? who ddes do you*

wrong ?

Oli. Haft thou forgot thy fclf ? Is it fo long?
Call forth the holy father.

'

Duke. Come, away. [To Viola.

OIL Whither, my lord ? Cefari&9 husband, ftay.

Duke. Husband ?

Oli. Ay, husband. Can he that deny?
Duke. Her husband, firrah ?

Vio. No, my lord, not I.

.
Oli. Alas, it is the bafenefs of thy fear* 1

That makes- thee ftrangle thy propriety

:

Fear not* Cefario^ take thy fortunes up'

:

Be That, thou know'ft, thou art, and then thou art
As Great, as That thou fear'ft.

'

Enter Prieft.
O welcome, father.

Father, I charge thee by thy Reverence
Here to unfold, (thof lately we intended

V<sfl. II. Mm To
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To keep in darknefs, what occafion now
Reveals before 'tis ripe) what, thou doft know,
Hath newly pail between this youth and me.

Prieft. A contract of eternal bond of love,

Confirm'd by mutual joinder of your hands,
Attefted by the holy dole of lips,

Strengthned by enterchangement of your rings $

And all the Ceremony of this Compact
Seal'd in my function, by my teftimony :

Since when, my Watch hath toldme,tow'rd my Grave
J have travelled but two hours.

Duke. O thou diflembling cub ! what wilt thou be,

When time hath fow'd a grizzel on thy cafe ?

Or will not elfe thy craft (o quickly grow,
That thine own trip {hall be thine overthrow ?

Farewel, and take her -

y but direct thy feet,

Where thou and I henceforth may never meet.

Fio. My lord, I do proteft

OIL O, do not fwear •>

Hold little faith, tho' thou haft too much fear !

Enter Sir Andrew, with his head broke.

Sir And. For the love of God a furgeon, and fend

one prefently to Sir Toby.

Oli. What's the matter?

Sir And. B'as broke my head a-crofs, and given

Sir Toby a bloody coxcomb too : for the love of God,
your help. I had rather than forty pound, I were at home.

Oli. Who has done this, Sir Andrew ?

Sir And. The Count's Gentleman, one Cefario -, we
took him for a coward, but he's the very devil incar-

dinate.

Duke. My Gentleman, Cefario ?

Sir And. Od's lifeiings, here he is: you broke my
head for nothing, and That that I did, 1 was fet on to

do't by Sir Toby.

Vio. Why do you fpeak to me? I never hurt you :

You drew your fword upon me
7
without caufej

Euc I befpake you fair, and hurt you not.

Enter Sir Toby, and Clown.

Sir And. If a bloody coxcomb be a hurt, you have

hurt inc: I think, you fet nothing by a bloody cox-

comb.
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comb. Here comes Sir Toby halting, you (hall hear

more -, but if he had not been in Drink, he would
have tickled you other-gates than he did.

Duke. How now, gentleman? how is't with you?
Sir To. That's all one, he has hurt me, and there's

an ,end on't$ Sot, did it fee Dick Surgeon, Sot?

Clo. O he's drunk, Sir 7oby
9 above an hour agone$

his eyes were fet at eight i'th' morning.

Sir To. Then he's a rogue, and a paft-meafure

Painim. I hate a drunken rogue.

Oli. Away with him : who hath made this havock
with them?

Sir And. I'll help you, Sir Toby, becaufe we'll be
dreft together.

Sir To. Will you help an afs-head, and a coxcomb,
and a knave, a thin-fac'd knave, a gull ?

[_Exeunt Clo. To. and And.
Oli. Get him to bed, and let his hurt be look'd to.

Enter Sebaftian.

Seh. I am forry, Madam, I have hurt your Kinf*

man :

But had it been the Brother of my Blood,

I muit have done no lefs with wit and fafety.

[All ftand in amazed
You throw a ftrange Regard on me, by which,

I do perceive, it hath offended you 5

Pardon me, fweet one, even for the vows
We made each other, but fo late ago.

Duke. One face, one voice, one habit, and two per-

fons j

A nat'ral Perfpe&iye, that is, and is not

!

Seb. Antonio^ O my dear Antonio

!

How have the hours rack'd and tortiir'd me?
Since I have loft thee?

Ant. Sebaftian are you?
Seb. Fear'ft thou that, Antonio!

Ant. How have you made diviiion of your felf?

An apple, cleft in two, is not more twin
Than thefe two creatures. Which is Sebaftian?

Oli. Moft wonderful !

Seb. Do I Hand there? I never had a Brother:
Mm % Nor
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Nor can there be that Deity in my Nature,
Of here and every where. I had a Sifter,

Whom the blind Waves, and Surges have dcvourM:
Of charity, what kin are you to me? [T'TVViola.

What Countryman? What Name? what Parentage

?

Vio. OfMeJaline-, Sebaftian was my Father

;

Such a Sebaftian, was my Brother too :

So went he fuited to his wajfry Tomb-
If Spirits can aflume both Form and Suit,

You come to fright us,

Seb. A Spirit I am, indeed 5

But am in that dimenfion grofsly clad,

Which from the Womb I did, participate.

Were you a Woman, as the reft goes even,

I fhould my tears let fall upon your cheek,

And fay, " Thrice Welcome, drowned Viola f.

Vio. My Father had a Mole upon his Brow.
Seb. And fo had mine,

Vio. And dy'd that day, when Viola from her birth

Had ntimbred thirteen years.

Seb. O, that Record is lively in my foul

;

He finifhed, indeed, his mortal a£t,

That day that made my Sifter thirteen years.

Vio. If nothing lets to make us happy both,

But this my mafculine ufurp'd attire j

Do not embrace me, 'till each circumftance

Of place, time, fortune, do cohere and jump,
That I am Viola 5 which to confirm,

I'll bring you to a Captain in this Town
Where lye my Maids Weeds * (21) by whpfe-gcntle

Help
I was preferred to ferve this noble Duke.

All.

(21) — hy <whofe gentle Help
:

I <was preferv'd to ferve this noble Duke!] TW this fae £enfe, and
poflefTes all the printed Copies, yet I fufpect, from the Similitude in the

two Words prefers d and fewe (a Samenefs of Sound, which Sbakefpeare

would, probably, have avoided ;) the Copyifls, or Men at Prefs, com-
mitted a flight Miftake. When the Captain and Viola rlrft appear upon
the Stage, She fays to him ;

I II ferve this Duke

;

Thou fbalt prefent me Sec.

1 therefore believe, the Author wrote, as I have reforra'd the Text

;

r— h
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All the occurrence of my fortune fince

Hath been between this Lady, and this Lord,

Seb. So comes it, Lady, you have been miftook:

But Nature to her bias drew in that.

You would have been contra&ed to a Maid

,

Nor are you therein, by my life, deceiv'd j

Vou are betroth'd both to a Maid, and Man.
Duke. Be not amaz'd : right-noble is his blood

:

If this be fo, as yet the glafs feems true,

I mail have fliare in this moft happy wreck.

Boy, thou haft faid to me a thoufand times, \[7b Vio*

1£hou never (hould'ft love Woman like to me.

Vio. And all thofe Sayings will I over-fwcar*

And all thofe Swearings keep as true in fouly

As doth that orbed Continent the fire,

That fevers day from night.

Duke. Give me thy hand,

And let me fee thee in thy Woman's Weeds*
Vio. The Captain, that did bring me firft on fhore^

Hath my Maids Garments : he upon fome a£Hon
Is now in durance, at Malvolio*s fuit,

A Gentleman and Follower of my Lady's.

OH. He fhall enlarge him: fetch Malvolio hither.

And yet, alas, now I remember me,
They fay, poor Gentleman, he's much diftraft*

Enter the Clown with a Letter^ and Fabiari.

A mo ft extra&ing frenzy of mine own
From my remembrance clearly banifh'd his.

How does he, Sirrah ?

Clo. Truly, Madam, he holds Belzebub at theftave's-

end, as well as a Man in his cafe may do: h'as here
writ a Letter to you, I fhould have given't you to day

by <wbofe gentle Help
1 nvas preferred to fewe this noble Duke ;

So in The Naming of the Shrew) ;

< Ifyou, Hortenfio,

Or, Signor Gremio, you knonju any fuch9

Prefer them hither.

So, in Julius Ceefar ;

Oft. Fellow, wilt Thou bejlonv thy Time with me ?

Sera. Jy, i/MsMa, wtil prefer me toyou. &c. &c. &c.

morning
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morning. But as a mad-man's epiftles are no gofpejs,

fo it skills not much, when they are deliver'd.

Oli. Open't, and read it.

Clo. Look then to be well edify'd, when the fool

delivers the mad-man—By the Lord, Madam,— [Reads*
OIL How now, art mad ?

Clo. No, Madam, I do but read madnefs : an your
Ladyfhip will have it as it ought to be, you muft al-

low Vox.

Oli. Pr'ythee, read it, i'thy right wits.

Clo. So I do, Madona ; but to read his right wits, is

to read thus : therefore perpend,my Princefs, and give ear,

Oli. Read it you, Sirrah. [To Fabian.

Fab. [Reads.] By the Lord, Madam, you wrong me^

and the world Jhall know it : though you have put me into

darknefs^ and given your drunken Uncle rule over me^ yet

have I the benefit of my fenfes as well as your Ladyfhip. I
have your own Letter, that induced me to the femblance I
put on\ with the which, I doubt not^ but to do my felf

much Right, or you much Shame : think of me, as you

pleafe : I leave my duty a little unthought of, and [peak out

of my injury, The madly us'd Malvolio.

Oli. Did he write this?

Clo. Ay, Madam.
Duke. This favours not much of diffraction.

Oli. See him deliver'd, Fabian 3 bring him hither.

My Lord, fo pleafe you, thefe things further thought on,

To think me as wejl a Sifter, as a Wife

;

One day fliall crown th' alliance on't, fo pleafe you,

Here at my Houfe, and at my proper coft.

Duke. Madam, I am moil apt t'embrace your offer.

Your Mafter quits you -

9 and for your fervice done him,

So much againfl the metal of your Sex, [To Viola,

So far beneath your foft and tender Breeding

;

/And fince you call'd me Mafter for fo long,)

Here is my hand, you fhall from this time be

Your Matter's Miftrefs.

Oli. A Sifter,— you are She.

Enter Malvolio.

Duke. Is this the Mad-man?
Oli. Ay, my Lord, this fame: how now, Malvolio?'

MaL
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Mai Madam, you have done me Wrong, notorious

Oil Have I, Malvolio ? no. [Wrong.
Mai Lady, you have ; pray you, perufe that Letter.

You mult not now deny it is your hand.

Write from it if you can, in hand or phrafe ;

Or fay, 'tis not your feal, nor your invention ;

You can fay none of this. Well, grant it then ;

And tell me in the modefty of honour,

Why you have given me fuch clear lights of favour,

Bad me come fmiling, and crofs-garter'd to you,

To put on yellow Stockings, and to frown
Upon Sir Toby9

and the lighter people :

And acting this in an obedient hope,

Why have you fuffer'd me to be imprifon'd,

Kept in a dark Houfe, vifited by the Prieft,

And made the mod notorious geek, and gull,

That e'er invention plaid on ? tell me, why ?

OIL Alas, Malvolio^ this is not my writing,

Tho', Iconfefs, much like the character:

But, out of queflion, 'tis Maria's hand.

And now I do bethink me, it was fhe

Firft told me, thou waft mad 5 then cam'ft thou fmiling,

And in fuch forms which here were preluppos'd

Upon thee in the letter: pr'ythee, be content;

This practice hath moil flirewdly paft upon thee;

But when we know the grounds, and Authors of it,

Thou flialt be both the Plaintiff and the Judge \

Of thine own Caufe.

Fab. Good Madam, hear me fpeak;

And let no quarrel, nor no brawl to come,
Taint the condition of this prefent hour,

Which I have wondred at. In hope it fhall not,

Moil freely I confefs, my felf and Sir Toby

Set this device againft Malvolio here,

Upon fome ftubborn and uncourteous parts

We had conceiv'd againft him. Maria writ

The Letter, at Sir Toby's great importance;
In recompence whereof, he hath married her.

How with a fportful malice it was follow'd,

May rather pluck on Laughter than Revenge;
If that the Injuries be juftly weigh'd,

That have on both fides paft*. Oli,
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Oli. Alas, poor fool ! how have they baffled thee ?

Clo. Why, fome are born Great) fome atchieve Great'

nefs, and fome have Greatne/s thruft upon them. I
was one, Sir, in this Interlude j one Sir tfopas, Sir j

but that's all one : by the Lord, fool, I am not

mad; but do you remember, Madam, why laugh

you at fuch a barren rafcal ? an you fmfie not, he's gagg'd:

andthusthe Whirl-giggof time brings in his Revenges.
Mai. I'll be rereng'd on the whole Pack of you. [Exit.

Oli. He hath been moft notorioufly abus'd.

Duke. Purfue him, and entreat him to a peace :

He hath not told us of the Captain yet j

When that is known, and golden time convents,

A folemn Combination (hall be made
Of our dear Souls. Mean time, fweet Sifter,

We will not part from hence.— Cefario, comej
(For fo you fhall be, while you are a Man $)

But when in other habits you are feen,

Orjino's Miftrefs, and his Fancy's Queen^ [Exeunt^

Clown Jings.

When that I was an a little tiny Boy*

With bey, ho, the wind and the rain

:

A foolifh thing was but a toy
i

For the rain it raineth every day.

But when I came to man's efiate^

With hey, ho, &c.
y
Gainft knaves and thieves men Jhut their gate$

For the rain, &c.
But when I came, alas ! to wive,

With hey, ho, &c.
By fwaggering could I never thrive

+

For the rain, &c.
But when I came unto my beds,

With hey, ho, &c.
With tofs-pots fill had drunken heads.

For the rain, &c.
A great while ago the world begun,

With hey, ho, &c.
But that's all one, our Play is done ;

And- well firive t-o pleafe you every chy. [Exir.

The End of the' Second Vohmt.
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