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PROLOGUE
%WE need not, noble Gentlemen, to invite

Attention
,
pre-inftruB you who did write

This worthy Story, being confident

The Mirth joyn d with grave Matter, and Intent

To yield the Hearers Profit, with Delight,

Will fpeak the Maker: And to do him right,

Woud ask a Genius like to his $ the Age

Mourning his Lofs, and our now widow'd Stage

In vain lamenting. I con’d add, fo far

Behind him the mofi modern Writers are.

That when they woud commend him, their lejl Praife

Ruins the Buildings which they (Irive to raife

To his hejl Memory. So much a Friend

Prefumes to write, fecure 'twill not offend

The living that are modefij with the rejl

That may repine he cares not to contefi.

This Debt to Fletcher paid $ it is profefs’d

By us the ABors, we will do our lejl

To fendfuch favouring Friends, as hither come

To grace the Scene, pleas’d and contented home.

A z Drams
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MEN.
GReat Duke of Mofcovia.

Archas, the Loyal SuhjeU, General of the Mof-

covites.

Theodore, Son to Archas
;

'valorous, hut impatient.

Putskie alias Briskie, a Captain, Brother to Archas

Alinda alias Archas, Son to Archas.

Burris, an honejl Lord, the Duke's Favourite.

Boroskie, a malicious /educing Councellor to the Duke.

Enjign to Archas, a (lout merry Soldier.

Soldiers.

Gentlemen.

Guard.

Servants.

WOMEN.
Olympia, Sijler to the Duke.

Viol°

raj

\j^
au$ters of Archas.

Laches

3
*

\
^ernjants t0 Olympia.

Bavod, a Court Lady

SCENE MO SCO.

THE



THE

Loyal Subject.

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

Enter Theodore, and Putskie.

The. X^Aptain, your Friend’s prcfcr’d, the Princefs has her,

f Who, I allure my felf, will ufe her nobly *

A pretty fweet one ’tis indeed.

Put. Well bred, Sir,

Ido deliver that upon my Credit,

And of an honeft Stock. The

.

It feems fo, Captain,

And no doubt will do well. Put. Thanks to your Care, Sir*

But tell me, noble Colonel, why this Habit

Of difcontent is put on through the Army,
And why your valiant Father, our great General,

The Hand that taught to ftrike, the Love that led all y
Why he, that was the Father of the War,
He that begot, and bred the Soldier,

Why he fits (baking of his Arms, like Autumn,
His Colours folded, and his Drums cas’d up,

The Tongue of War for ever ty’d within us?

The. It muft be fo: Captain you are a Stranger,

But of a fmall time here a Soldier,

Yet that time (hews ye a right good and great one,.

Elfe I cou’d tell ye Hours are ftrangely alter’d

:

The young Duke has too many Eyes upon him,
Too many Fears ’tis thought too, and to nourifh thofe,

Maintains too many Inftruments. Put. Turn their Hearts,.

Or turn their Heels up, Heav’n: ’Tis ftrange it fhould be;.

The ©Id Duke lov’d him dearly. The. He deferv’d itj

And were he not my Father, 1 durft tell ye
The memorable Hazards he has run through

Deierv’



Deferv’d of this Man too $ highly deferv’d too;
Had they been lefs, thoy had been fafe, Putskie

,

And fooner reach’d Regard. Put . There you (truck fure Sir,
7 he. Did I never tell thee of a Vow he made?

Some Years before the old Duke dy’d? Put. I have heard ye
Speak often of that Vow* but how it was,
Or to what end, 1 never underftood yet.

The. I’ll tell thee then: And then thou’lt find the Reafon„
The laft great Mutter, ’twas before ye ferv’d here,

Before the latt Duke’s death, (vvhofe honour’d Bones
Now reft in Peace) this young Prince had the ordering
(To Crown his Father’s Hopes) of all the Army:
Who, to be ihort, put all his Pow’r in Pradbice*

Fafhicn’d, and drew ’em up: But alas, fo poorly,

So raggedly and loofely, fo unfoldier’d.

The good Duke blufli’d, and call’d unto my Father,

Who then was General: Go* Archas
,
fpeedily,

And chide the Boy, before the Soldiers find him,
Stand thou between his Ignorance and them,
Faftiion their Bodies new to thy Diredbion $

Then draw thou up, and (hew the Prince his Errors.'

My Sire obey’d, and did (oj with all Duty
Inform’d the Prince, and read him all Diredbions:

This bred Dittafte, Diftaftegrewup to Anger,
And Anger into wild Words broke out thus.

Well, Archas,
if I live but to command here,

To be but Duke once, I (hall then remember.

I (hall remember truly, trutt me, I (hall,

And by my Father’s Hand the reft his Eyes fpoke.

To which my Father anfwer’d (fomewhac mov’d too)

And with a Vow he feal’d it; Royal Sir,

Since for my Faith and Fights, your Scorn and Anger
Only purfue me* if I live to that Day,

That Day fo long expedbed to P^eward me,

By his fo ever noble Hand you fwore by,

And by the Hand of Juftice, never Arms more

Shall rib this Body in, nor Sword hang here. Sir.

The Conflidbs I will do you fervice then in,

Shall be repentant Prayers. So they parted..

The time is come* and now ye know the Wonder.

Put. I find a Fear too which begins to tell me,

The Duke will have but poof and (light Defences,

Jf this hot Humour reign, and not his Honour;
How (land you with him, Sir? "The. A perdue Captain,

Full of my Father’s Danger.

Put. He has rais’d a young Man,
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They fay a flight young Man, I know him not,

For what Defert ? The. Believe it, a brave Gentleman,
Worthy the Duke’s refpc61, a clear fweet Gentleman,
And of a noble Soul: Come let’s retire us,

And wait upon my Father, who within this hour
You will find an alter’d Man. Put . I am forry for’t, Sir. [Ex

SCENE II.

Enter Olympia, and two Gentlewomen.

Olym. Is’t not a handfome Wench?
2 TVom

.

She is well enough, Madam:
I have fecn a better Face and a ftraighter Body j

And vet fhe is a pretty Gentlewoman.
Olym. What think’ll thou, Petefcal

Pet. Alas, Madam, 1 have no skill, fhe has a black Eye*
Which is of the lead: too, and the dulled Water:
And when her Mouth was made, for certain, Madam,
Nature intended her a right good Stomach.

Olym. She has a good Hand.
2 Worn. ’Tis good enough to hold fall,

And flrong enough to ftrangle the Neck of a Lute.
Olym. What think ye of her Colour?
Pet. If it be her own

’Tis good black Blood : Right Weather-proof
I warrant it. z TVom . What a flrange Pace fhe has got?

Olym. That’s but her Breeding.

Pet. And what a manly Body? methinks fhe looks
As though fhe wou’d pitch the Bar, or go to Buffets.

x TVom. Yet her Behaviour’s utterly againfl it,

For methinks fhe is too bafhful. Olym . Is that hurtful?
2 TVom. Even equal to too bold : Either of ’em, Madam,

May do her Injury when time fhall ferve her.

Olym . You difeourfe learnedly *, call in the Wench.

What envious Fools are you? Is the Rule general,
That Women can fpeak handfomely of none.
But thofe they are bred withal?

Pet. Scarce well of thofe, Madam,
If they believe they may outfhine ’em any way:
Our Natures are like Oyl, compound us with any
Yet flill we flrive to fwim o’ th’ top :

Suppofe there were here now,
Now in this Court of Mofco, a Stranger Princefs,

Of Blood and Beauty equal to your Excellence,

As many Eyes and Services ftuck on hery

[Exit Gent 0

thing,

What
A
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What wou'd you think?
Olym. I wou’d think flue might deferve it.

Pet. Y our Grace fhall give me leave not to believe ye *

I know you are a Woman, and fo humour’d :

I’ll tell ye, Madam, I cou’d then get more Gowns on ye.

More Caps and Feathers, more Scarfs, and more Silk-ftockings

With rocking you afleep with nightly Railings

Upon that Woman, than if I had nine Lives

I cou’d wear out. By this Hand ye would fcratch her Eyes out.

Olym. Thou art deceiv’d, Fool* now let your own Eye mock ye.

Enter Gentlewoman^ and Alinda.

Come hither Girl : Hang me and fhe be not a handfome one.

Pet . I fear it will prove indeed fo.

Olym . Did you ever ferve yet

In any place of Worth ? Alin. No, Royal Lady.

Pet . Hold up your Head* fie.

Olym . Let her alone, (land from her.

Alin. It fliall be now,
Of all the Bleffings my poor Youth has pray’d for,

The greateft and the happieft to ferve you*
And might my Promife carry but that Credit

To be believ’d, bccaufe I am yet a Stranger,

Excellent Lady, when 1 fall from Duty,
From all the Service that my Life can lend me,
May everlalting Mifery then find me.

Olym. What think ye now? I do believe, and thank ye*

And fure I fhall not be fo far forgetful,

To fee that honeft Faith die unrewarded:

What mult I call your Name? Alin. Alinda^ Madam.
Olym. Can ye ling?

Alin . A little, when my Grief will give me leave, Lady.

Olym. W hat Grief cantt thou have. Wench?
Thou art not in Love?

Alin. If I be Madam, ’tis only with your Goodnefs *

For yet I never faw that Man I fighed for.

Olym. Of what Years are you?
Alin. My Mother oft has told me,

That very Day and Hour this Land was blcffc

With your molt happy Birth, 1 firlt fainted

This World’s fair Light. Nature was then fo bufie,

And all the Graces to adorn your Goodnefs*

i Hole into the World poor and neglected.

Olym . Something there was, when I firfl lookt upon thee,

Made me both like and love thee: now I know it*

And you fhall find that knowledge fhall not hurt you :

I hope ye are a Maid? Alin. I hope fo too. Madam*
I
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I am fure for any Man, And were I otherwifc,'

Of all the Services my Hopes could point at,

I durft not touch at yours.

Flourifh. Enter Duke
, Burris, and Gentlemen'.

Pet. The great Duke, Madam. Duke . Good morrow* Sifter*

Glym. A good Day to your Hignnefs.

Duke. I am come to pray you ufe no more Perfuaficns

For this old ftubborn Man: Nay to command ye;
His Sail is (well'd too full: He is grown too infolent,

Too fclf-affc&ed, proud: Thofc poor (light Services

He has done my Father, and my felf, have blown him
To fuch a Pitch, he flycs to (loop our Favours.

Olym. hm forry, Sir: I ever thought thole Services

Both Great and Noble. Bur. However, may it pleafe ye

But to confider ’em a true heart’s Servants,

Done out of Faith to f rve you, and not felf-fame.

Do but confider, Royal Sir, the Dangers,

When you have (lept fecure, the Mid-night Tempefts,

That, as he marcht, fung through his aged Locks;
When you have fed at full, the Wants and Famines

;

The Fires of Heav’n, when you have found all temperate,

Death with his thoufand Doors Duke . I have confider’d;

No more; And that l will have, (hill be. Olym. For the beft#

I hope all ftill. Duke What handfome Wench is that there?

Olym. My Servant, Sir. Duke, Prethee obferve her Burris, x

Is lhe not wondrous handfom ? fpeak thy Freedom.
Bur. She appears no Ids to me. Sir. Duke. OF whence is (lie?

Olym. Her Father I am told is a good Gentleman,

But far off dwelling; Her defire to lerve me
Brought her to th’ Court, and here her Friends have left her,

Duke. She may find better Friends: Ye are welcome, fair one,

I have not feen a (weeter : By your Lady’s leave :

Nay (land up, Sweet; we’ll have no Superftition

:

You have got a Servant; you may ufe him kindly,

And he may honour ye;

Good Morrow, Sifter. [Exe. Duke
,
and Burris.

Glym. Good Morrow to your Grace. How the Wench biufhes?

How like an Angel now (he looks? i Worn At firft Jump,
jump into the Duke’s Arms ? We muft look to you,

Indeed we tnuft, the next jump we are Journeymen.

Pet. I fee the Ruin of our Hopes already;

Wou’d (lie were at home again, milking her Father’s Cows,
i IVm. I fear {he’ll milk all the great Courtiers firft,

Olym

.

This has not made ye proud? Alin. No certain, Madam.
Olym. It was the Duke that ki'ft ye. Alin. ’Twas your Brother,

And therefore nothing can be meant but Honour

.

B Olym
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Olym. But fay he love ye? Alin. That he may with fafety:

A Prince’s Love extends to all his Subje&s.

Olym. But fay in more particular? Alin. Pray fear not:

Tor Virtues fake deliver me from Doubts, Lacy.

’Tis not the name of King, nor all his Promifes,

His Glories, and his Grcatnefs, (luck about me,

Can make me prove a Traitor to your Service,

You are my Mi ftrefs, and my noble Matter,

Your Virtues my Ambition, and your Favour

The end of all my Love, and all my Fortune:

And when I fail in that Faith- Olym. I believe thee,

Coir.c wipe your Eyes 5 I do: Take you Example-

Pet. I wou’d her Eyes were out.

i the Wind ffand in this Door,

We fhall have but cold Cuftom: Some trick or other,

And speedily. Pet. Let me alone to think on’t.

Olym. Come, be you near me ltill. Alin . With all my Duty.

[Exeunt,

SCENE HI.

Enter Arch a?, Theodore, Putskie, Ancient
, and Soldiers, carryingJm

Armour piece-meal, his Colours 'wound up, and his Drums in Cafes .

The. This is the heaviefl March we e’er trod, Captain.
Put. This was not wont to be: Thefc honour’d Pieces

The fiery God ofWar himfclf would fmile at,

Buckl’d upon that Body, were not wont thus.

Like Relicks to be offer’d to long Ruff,

And heavy-cy’d Oblivion brood upon ’em.

Arch. There fet ’em down.* And glorious War farewell
Thou Child of Honour and ambitious Thoughts,
Begot in Blood, and nurs’d with Kingdoms Ruins

>

Thou golden Danger, courted by thy Followers

Through Fires and Famines, for one Title from thee»»-»

Prodigal Mankind fpending all his Fortunes >

A long Farewcl I give thee. Noble Arms,
You Ribs for mighty Minds, you Iron Hcufes,
Made to defle the 1 huiukr-claps of Fortune,
Ruft and confuming Time muft now dwell with ye:
And thou good Sword that kncw’ff the way to Conqueft,
Upon whofe fatal Edge Defpair and Death dwelt,
That when I fhook thee thus, fore-fhew’d Deflru&ion,
Sleep now from Blood, and grace my Monument.
Farewell my Eagle * when thou flcw’ft, whole Armies
Have ftoopt below thee: At Paffagc I have feen.thee,
Ruffle the Tartars, as they fled thy Fury y
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And bang ’em up together, as a Taflel,

Upon the ftretch, a Flock of fearful Pigeons,

1 yet remember when the Volga curl’d,

The aged Volga ^
when he heav’d his Head up.

And rais’d his Waters high, to fee the Ruins,
The Ruins our Swords made, the bloody Ruins,
Then flew this Bird of Honour bravely, Gentlemen.
But thefe mull be forgotten: So mud thefe too,

And all that tend to Arms, by me for ever.

Take ’em you holy Men 5 my Vow take with ’em.
Never to wear ’em more: Trophies l give ’em,

Andfacred Rites of War to adorn the Temple:
There let ’em hang, to tell the World their Mafter
Is now Devotion’s Soldier, fit for Pray’r.

Why do ye hang your Heads? Why look you fad, Friends?
1 am not dying yet. The. Ye arc indeed to us, Sir.

Put. Dead to our Fortunes, General. Arch. You’ll find abetter,.

A greater and a ftronger Man to lead ye,

And to a ftronger Fortune. I am old. Friends,

Time and the V/ars together make me ftoop, Gentlemen,
Stoop to my Grave: My Mind unfurnifn’d too.

Empty and weak as I am : My poor Body,
Able for nothing now but Contemplation,

And that will be a task too to a Soldier:

Yet had they but encourag’d me, or thought well

Of what I have done, I think I iliould have ventur’d
For one knock more, l fiiould have made a fhift yet

To have broke one ltaff more handibmely, and have died
Like a good Fellow, and an honeft Soldier,

In the head of ye all, with my Sword in my Hand,
And fo have made an end of all with Credit.

The . Well, there will come an hour, when all thefe Injuries,

Thelc fecure Slights Arch. Ha! No more of that Sirrah,

Not one word more of that, I charge ye. The. Imuft fpeak, Sir.

And may that Tongue forget to found your Service,

That’s dumb to your Abufes. Arch. Umderftand, Fool,

That voluntary I fit down. The. You are forc’d, S r.

Forc’d for your Safety: 1 too well remember
The Time and Caufe, and 1 may live to curfe ’em:

You made this Vow, and whole Unnohleneft,

Indeed forgetfulncfs of good— Arch. No more.

As thou art mine, no more. The. Whofe Doubt and Envies ~—»

But the Devil will have his due.

Put. Good gentle Colonel.

The. And though Difgraces, and contempt of Honour
Reign now, the Wheel inuft: turn again.

B z Arch
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Arch. Peace, Sirrah,

Your Tongue’s too faucy.- Do you ftare upon me?
Down with that Heart, down fuddcnly, down with ity

Down with that Difbbcdience j tie that. Tongue up.

The. Tongue?
Arch. Do not provoke me to forget my Vow, Sirrah,

And draw that fatal Sword again in Anger.

Pet . For Heav’ns fake, Colonel. Arch. Do not let me doubt
Whole Son thou art, bccaufe thou canft not fuffer

:

Do not play with mine Anger $ if thou doft,

By all the Loyalty my Heart holds-

the. J have done, Sir,

Pray pardon me. Arch. I pray be worthy of it.

Befhrew your Heart, you have vext me. The. I am forry, Sir.

Arch. Go to, no more of this : Be true and honeft,

I know ye are Man enough, mould icj to juft Ends,

And let not my Difgraces. then lam miferable,

When I have nothing left me but thy Angers;

Ficiirijh. Enter Duke
,

Burris, Boroskie, Attend. and Cent.

Put. And’t pleafe ye, Sir, the Duke.
Duke. Now, what’s all this?

The meaning of this ceremonious Emblem?
Arch. Your Grace fhou’d fir ft remember
Bor. There’s his Nature.

Duke. I do, and ftiall remember ftili that Injury,

That at the Mufter, where it pleas’d your Greatnefs

To laugh at my poor Soldierfhip, to fcorn it $

And more to make me leem ridiculous,

Took from my Hands my Charge. Bur . O think not fo, Sir.

Duke. And in my Father’s fight. Arch. Heav’nbe my Witnefs.

I did no more, (and that with Modefty,

With Love and Faith to you) than was my Warrant,

And from your Father feal’d, nor durft that Rudenefs,

And Impudence of Scorn fall from my ’haviour j

I ever yet knew Duty. Duke. We fhail teach yc>

I well remember too, upon fome Words I told ye,,
;

Then at that time, fome angry Words ye anfwer’d* .

If ever I were Duke, you were no Soldier.

You have kept your word, and fo it (hall be to you, -

From henceforth I difmifsyouj take your eafe, Sir.

Arch. I humbly thank your Grace j this wafted Body,
Beaten and bruis’d with Arms, dry’d up with Troubles,

Is good for nothing elfe but Quiet now, Sir,

And holy Pray’rs* in which, when I forget *

To thank Heav’n for all your bounteous Favours,

May that be Deaf, and my Petitions perifh.
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Bor. What a fmooth humble Cloak he has cas’d his Pride in?
And how he has pull’d his Claws in? There’s no mailing

Bur. Speak for the bed Bor Believe I (hall do for ever.

Duke

.

To make ye underdand, we feel not yet

Such Dearth of Valour, and Experience,

Such a declining Age of doing Spirits,

That all fhould be confin’d within your Excellence,

And you, or none be honour’d : Take, Boroskie,
The place he has commanded, lead the Soldier

3

A little time will bring thee to his Honour, tj

Which has been nothing but the World’s Opinion,
The Soldiers Fondnefs, and a little Fortune,

Which I believe his Sword had the lead {hare in.

The . O that I durft but anfwer now. Put . Good Colonel
The. My Heart will break elfe. Royal Sir, I know not

What you edeem Mens Lives, whofe hourly Labours*
And lols of Blood, Confumptions in your Service,

Whofe Bodies are acquainted with more Miferies,

And all to keep you fafe, than Dogs or Slaves are.

His Sword the lead fhare gain’d?

Duke, You will not fight with me? The. No Sir, 1 dare not*
You are my Prince, but \ dare fpeak to ye,

And dare fpeak Truth, which none of their Ambitions

That be Informers to you, dare once think of

3

Yet Truth will now but anger ye j I am forry for’r.

And fo I take my leave. [Exit.

Duke. Ev’n when you pleafe, Sir.

Arch. Sirrah, fee me no more. Duke. And fo may you too:

You have a Houfe i’th’ Country, keep you there, Sir,

And when you have rul’d your felf, teach your Son Manners*
For this time I forgive him. Arch. Heav’n forgive all

^

And to your Grace a happy and long Rule here.

And you, Lord General, may your Fights be profperous.
6

In all your Courfe may Fame and Fortune court you.

Fight for your Country, and your Prince’s Safety 3

Boldly, and bravely face your Enemy,
And when you ftrike, ftrike with that killing Virtue*

As if a general Plague had feiz’d before ye 3

And then come home an old and noble Story.

Bur. A little Comfort, Sir. Duke. As little as may be

:

Farewel, you know your Limit. [Ex. Duke
, S&r-

Bur. Alas, brave Gentleman.

Arch

.

I do, and will obferve it fuddenly.

My Grave > ay, that’s my Limit \ ’tis no new thing,

Nor can that make me dart, or tremble at it,

To buckle with that old grim Soldier now

:
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I have feen him in his fowreft fliapes, and dreadfuirftj

Ay, and I thank my Honefty, have ftood him:
That Audit’s cad} farewel my honed Soldiers,

Give me your Hands $ farewel, farewel good Ancient,
A (lout Man, and a true, thou art come in Sorrow.

Blefiings upon your Swords, may they ne’er fail yc j

You do but change a Man j your Fortune’s conftant \

That by your ancient Valours is ty’d fad dill}

Be valiant dill, and good : And when ye fight next,

When Flame and Fury make but one Face of Horror,
When the great red of all your Honour’s up,

When you wou’d think a Spell to (hake the Enemy,
Remember me, my Prayers ihall be with ye

:

So once again farewel. Put. Let’s wait upon ye.

Arch. No, no, it mud not be 5 I have now left me
A (ingle Fortune to my felf, no more,
Which needs no Train, nor Compliment} good Captain,

'You are an honed and a fober Gentleman,
And one I think has lov’d me. Put. I am fure on’t.

Arch. Look to my Boy, he’s grown too henddrong for me.
And if they think him fit to carry Arms dill,

His Life is theirs} I have a Houk i’th* Country,

And when your better hours will give you Liberty,

See me: You fliall be welcome. Fortune to ye. [Evit>

Anc . I’ll cry no more, that will do him no good.
And ’twill but make me dry, and I have no Mony.
I’ll fight no more, and that will do them harm *

And if T can do that, 1 care not for Mony.
1 cou’d have curd rcafonable well, and I have had the luck too
To have ’em (it fometirrres. Whofoevcr thou arr,

That like a Devil didd pofiefs the Duke
With thefe malicious Thoughts} mark what I fay to thee,

A Plague upon thee, that’s but the Preamble.

Sol. O take the Pox too. Anc. They’ll cure one another*
J mud have none but kills, and thofe kill dinking.

Or look ye, let the fingle Pox pofiefs them,

Or Pox upon Pox. Put. That’s but ill i’ th’ Arms, Sir.

Anc . ’Tis worfc i’ th Leg?, I wou’d not wifh it elfe:

And may thole grow to Scabs as big as Mole-hills, .

And t ''Vice a Day, the Devil with a Curricomb
Scratch ’em, and ferub ’em; I warrant him he has ’em.

&?/.~May be be ever Lowzy. Anc. That’s a Plealure,

The Beggar’s Lechery-, fometimes the Soldier’s:

May he be ever lazy, dink where he (lands,

And Maggots. breed in’s Brains. 2 Sol. Ay, marry Sir,

May he fail mad in Love with his Grand* mother,
And
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And killing her, may her Teeth drop into his Mouth,

And one fall crofs his Throat, then let him gargle.

Enter a Poft.

Put. Now what’s the matter?

Poft. Where’s the Duke, pray Gentlemen ?

Put. Keep on your way, you cannot mifs.

Poft. I thank yc. [Exit*

Ar.c. If he be married, may he dream he’s Cuckol’d,

And when he wakes believe, and fwcar he faw it.

Sue a Divorce, and after find her honeft:

Then in a pleafant Pigfty, with his own Garters,

And a fine running knot, ride to the Devil.

Put. If thefe wou’d do

Anc . I’ll never truft my Mind more,

If all thefe fail, i SoJ. What fhail we do now, Captain?

For by this honeft Hand I’ll be torn in pieces,

Unlcfs my old General go, or fome that love him.
And love us equal too, before I fight more.

I can make a Shoo yet, and draw it on too,

If I like the Leg well. Anc. Fight? ’Tis likely!

there will be the Sport Boys, when there’s need on’f.

They think the other Crown will do, will carry us.

And the brave golden Coat of Captain Cankro

Boroskie . What a noife his very Name carries?

’Tis Gun enough to fright a Nation,

He needs no Soldiers* if he do, for my part,

I promife yc he’s like to feek ’em * fo ] think you think toor
And all the Army* No, honeft, brave old Arcba
We cannot fo foon leave thy Memory,
So foon forget thy Goodncfc : He that docs,

The fcandal and the feum of Arms be counted.

Put. You much rejoycc me now you have hit my meanings

I durft not prefs yc till I found your Spirits:

Continue thus. Anc . I’ll go and tell the Duke on’t.

Enter feeend Poft.

Put . No, no, he’ll find it foon enough, and fear it*

When once occafion comes. Another Packet!
From whence, Friend, come you?

z Peft. From the Borders, Sir.

Put. What news, Sir, I befeech you?
2 Poft. Fire and Sword* Gentlemen*

The Tartar's up, and with a mighty force

Comes forward, like a Tcmpeft, all before him
Burning and killing. Anc. Brave Boys, brave News, Boys.

2 Poft. Either we muft haveprefent help Anc. Still bravest

Poft. Where lies the Duke ?• SoL He s there.
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2 Pojl. ’Save ye Gentlemen.
[Exit.

Anc. We are lafe enough, I warrant thee.

Now the time’s come.
Put. Ay, now ’tis come indeed, and now ftand firm, Boys,

And let ’em burn on merrily.

Anc. This • ity would make a fine marvellous Bonefirc:
fTis old dry Timber, and fuch Wood has no Fellow. 4 4

z Sol. Here will be mm piping anon and whining,
I . ike fo many Pigs in a Storm,

When they hear the news once.

Enter Boroskie, and a Servant.

Put

.

Here’s one has heard it already $

Room for the General. fl
Bor. Say I am fall’n exceeding fick o’ th’ fudden,

And am not like to live. Put. if ye go on, Sir,

For* they will kill ye certainly*, they look for ye.

Anc. I fee your Lordfhip’s bound, take a Suppofitory,

’Tis I Sir 5 a poor caft Flag of yours. The foolifh Tartars

They burn and kill, and’c like your Honour, kill us.

Kill with Guns, with Guns my Lord, with Guns, Sir.

What fays your Lordfhip to a Chick in fori el Sops?
Put. Go, go thy ways old True-penny $

•

Thcu haft but one fault: Thou art even too valiant.

Come, t’ th’ Army Gentlemen, and let’s make them acquainted.

Sol. Away, we are for ye. [Exeunt .

SCENE IV.

Enter Alinda, and two Gentlewomen.

Alin. Why, whither run ye Fools > will ye leave my Lady?
Pet. The Sorter comes, the Tartar comes. Alin. Why, let him,

I thought you had fear’d no Men: Upon my Confcience
You have try’d their Strengths already j ftay for flume.

Pet. Shift for thy felf, Alinda. [Exit.
Alin Beauty bieis ye;

Into what Groom’s Feather-Bed will you creep now,
A • o mere mi (take the Enemy? fweet Youths ye are,

And of a conitant Courage-, are you affraid of foining ?

Enter Olympia.
Ohm. O my good Wench, what ftiall become of us.?

The Pofts come hourly in, and bring new Danger *

T he Enemy is paft the Volga
, and bears hither

^ t > ait rue Bipod and Cruelty he carries.

My Brother new will find his Fault. Alin. I doubt me,
• o "Siit too iare, adam. But pray fear not,

Ail will be well, T hope. Sweet Madam, (hake not.

Olym.



The Loyal Subjett.

Olym. How earn’d thou by this Spirit? our Sex trembles.

Jilin. I am not unacquainted with thefe Dangers;
And you (hall know my Truth; for e’er you perifh,

A hundred Swords fhall pafs through me: ’Tis but dying,

And Madanlf we mud do it: The manner’s all:

You have a Princely Birth, take Princely Thoughts to you,

And take my Counfcl too; go prefently,

With all the hafte ye have, (1 wili attend ye)

With all the poilible fpeed, to old Lord Archas^

He honours yc; with all your Art perfwade him,
(’Twill be a difmal Time elfej woo him hither,

But hither Madam, make him fee the Danger;
For your new General looks like an Afs;

There’s nothing in his Face but Lofs. Olym. I’ll do it.

And thank thee, fweet Alinda: O my Jewel,
How much I’m bound to love thee! by this Hand, Wench,
If thou wert a Man Alin. I wou’d I were to fight for you.

But hade, dear Madam. Olym. I need no Spurs, Alinda.

S C E N E V.

Enter Djike% i Poftsy Attendants, and Gentlemen.

Duke . The Lord General fick now ? is this a time

For Men to creep into their Beds? What’s become, Pod,

Of my Lieutenant? Poft. Beaten, and’t plcafc your Grace,

And all his Forces fparkled.

Enter a Gentleman.

Duke. That’s but cold News.
How now, what good News? are the Soldiers ready?

Gen. Yes, Sir, but fight they will not, nor dir from that Place

They dand in now, unlefs they have Lord Archas

To lead ’em out; they rail upon this General,

And fing Songs of him, feurvy Songs, to worfe Tunes;
And much they fpare not you, Sir : Here they fwcar

They’ll dand and fee the City burnt, and dance about it,

Unlefs Lord Archas come, before they fight for*t:

It mud be fo, Sir. Duke. I cou’d wifh it fo too;

And to that end I have fent lord Burris to him;
But all l fear will fail ; we mud die, Gentlemen,
And one droke we’ll have for’t.

Enter Burris.

What bring’d thou, Burris ?

Bur. That I am loth to tell; he will not come, Sir;
1 found him at his Prayers, there he tells me.
The Enemy fhall take him, fit for Heav’n;
I urg’d to him all our Dangers," hi* own Worths,

The
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The Country’s Ruin; nay I kneel’d and pray’d him j

He fhook his Head, let fall a Tear, and pointed

Thus with his Finger to the Ground ; a Grave
I think he meant ; and this was all he anfwer’d.

You Grace was much to blame:

Where’s the new General? Duke. He’s fick, poor Mam
Bur. He’s a poor Man indeed, Sir

:

Your Grace mud needs go to the Soldier/

Duke. They have fent me Word
They will not dir, they rail at me.
And all the fpight they have * [Shout 'Within.

What Shout is that there?

Is the Enemy come fo near ?

Enter Archas, Olympia, and Alinda.

Olym. I have brought him, Sir,

At length I have woo’d him thus far.

Duke. Happy Sifter,

O bleffed Woman l

Olym. Ufe him nobly, Brother;
You never had more need: And Gentlemen,
All the beft Powers ye have to Tongues; turn prefcntly,.

To winning and perfwading Tongues; All my Art,

Only to bring him hither, I have utter’d;

Let it be yours to Arm him; And, good my Lord,
Though I exceed the Limit you allow’d me,
Which was the happinefs to bring ye hither,

And not to urge ye farther; yet, fee your Country,
Out of your own fweec Spirit now behold it:

Turn round, and look upon the Miferies,

On every fide the Fears; O fee the Dangers;.

:We find ’em fooneft, therefore hear me firft, Sin
Duke. Next hear your Prince:

You have faid you lov’d him, Archasy
And thought your Life too little for his Service;

Think not your Vow too great now, now the Time is,

And now you arc brought to th’ Teft, touch right now Soldier,

Now ihew the manly purenefs of thy Mettle;
Now if thou bceft that valued Man, that Virtue,

That great Obedience teaching all, now ftand iu
What have I faid forget, my Youth was hafty,

And what you faid your felf forgive, you were angry.

If Men could live without their Faults, they were Gods, Archas.

He weeps, and holds his Hands up: ,To him,. Burris .

Bur. You have fhew’d the Prince his Faults >

And like a good Surgeon you have laid

That to ’em makes ’em fmart; lie feds it,.

Let ’em not fetter now. Sir* your own Honoeir,

Thai
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The Bounty of that Mind, and your /Allegiance,
?Gainft which, I take it, Heav’n gives no Command, Sir,

Normals no Vow, can better teach ye now
What ye have to do, than I, or this neceffity *

Only this little’s left} wou’d ye do nobly,

And in the Eye of Honour truly triumph ?

Conquer that Mind firft, and then Men are nothing.

Alin. Laft, a poor Virgin kneels } for Loves fake, General,

If I ever you have lov’d } for her fake, Sir,

For your own Honefty, which is a Virgin,

Look up, and pity us, be bold and fortunate.

You are a Knight, a good and noble Soldier,

And, when your Spurs were giv’n ye, your Sword buckl’d.

Then were you fworn for Virtue’s Caufe, for Beauty’s,

For Chaftity to ftrike } ftrike now, they fuffer

;

Now draw your Sword, or elfe you are Recreant,

Only a Knight i’ th’ Heels, i’ th’ Heart a Coward}
Your firft Vow Honour made, your laft but Anger.

Arch. How like my virtuous Wife this thing looks, fpeaks too?

So wou’d fhe chide my Dulnefs. Fair one, I thank ye.

My gracious Sir, your Pardon, next your Hand :

Madam, your Favour, and your Prayers} Gentlemen,
Your W idles, and your Loves} and pretty fweet one,

A favour for your Soldier. Olym. Give him this, Wench.
Alin. Thus do I tye on Vidtory. Arch. My Armour,

My Horfe, my Sword, my touch Staff, and my Fortune,

And Olin now I come to fhake thy Glory.

Duke. Go, Brave and Profperous, our Loves go with thee.

Olym . Full of thy Virtue, and our Pray’rs attend thee.

Bur.&c. Lode with Vidtory, and we to honour thee.

Alin. Come home the Son of Honour,
And I’ll ferve ye. [Exeunt,

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

Enter Duke
,

Burris, and two Gentlemen .

Duke, 'KTO News of Archas yet?

JlN Bur. But now, and’t pleafe ye,

A Poft came in. Letters he brought none with him,
But this deliver’d. He faw the Armies join,

The Game of Blood begun, and by our General,

Who never was acquainted but with Conqueft,

So bravely fought, he faw the Tartars fhaken,

And there he laid he left ’em. Duke. Where’? Boroskie ?

Ci i Cent,
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i Gent . He’s up again, and’t pleafe ye. Bur. Sir, methinks

This News fhould make ye lightfome, bring Joy to ye,

Jt ftrikes our Hearts with general Comfort. [ Exit B&ke.-

Gone? What fhou’d this mean, fofuddenly?

He’s well? z Gent. We fee no other.

i Gent . Wou’d the reft Were well too,

That put thefe Starts into him. Bur. I’ll go after him,

z Gent. 'Twill not be fit, Sir: H'as fome Secret in him
He would not be difturb’d in. Know you any thing

Has croft him fince the General went? Bur. Not any •

If there had been, 1 am fure 1 fhould have found it:

Only I have heard him oft complain for Mony :

Mony he fays he wants. i Gent. It may be that then.

Bur. To him that has fo many ways to raife ir,

And thofe fo honeft, it cannot be.

Enter Duke, and Boroskie.

I Gent. He comes back.

And Lord Boroskie with him. Bur. There the Game goes,

I fear fome new thing hatching. Duke. Come hither, Burris.

Go fee my Sifter, and commend me to her.

And to my little Miftrefs give this Token 5

Tell her I’ll fee her fhortly.-

Bur. Yes, I fhall, Sir. [Exe. Bur. and Gent:

Duke. Wait you without. I wou’d yet try him further.

Bor. 'Twill not be much amifs. Has your Grace heard yet

Of what he has done i’ th' Field ? Duke. A Poll but now
Came in, who faw 'em join, and has deliver’d,

The Enemy gave Ground before he parted: Bor. ’Tis well.

Duke. Come, fpeak thy Mind Man. ’Tis not for fighting,

A Noife of War, I keep thee in my Bofom 5

Thy Ends arc nearer to me* from my Childhood
Thou brought’ft me up: And like another Nature,

Made good all my Neceffities. Speak boldly.

Bor. Sir, what I utter, will be thought but Envy,
Though I intend, high Hcav’n knows, but your Honour,
When vain and empty People fhall proclaim me
Good Sir, excufe me. Duke. Do you fear me for your Enemy?
Speak on your Duty. Bor. Then l muft, and dare, Sir.

When he comes home, take heed the Court receive him not,

Take heed he meet not withi their Loves and Praifes,

That Glafs will fhew him ten times greater, Sir,

(And make him ftrive to make good that Proportion*)

Than e’er his Fortune bred him * he is honourable,

At leaft I ftrive to underftand him fo,

And of a Nature, if not this way Poyfon’d,

Perfe£t enough, eafie, and fweet, but thofe are foen feduc’d, Sir}

He’s
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He’s a great Man, and what that Pill may work,
Prepar’d by general Voices of the People,
Is the end of all my Oounfel, only this, Sir,

Let him retire a while, there’s more hangs by it

Than you know yec : There if he ftand a while well.
But till the Soldier cool, whom, for their Service
You mull pay now mofh liberally, moft freely.

And fhow’r your felf into ’em 5 ’tis the Bounty
They follow with their Loves, and nott he Bravery.

Enter two Gentlemen.

Duke. But where’s the Mony? how now?
z Gent' Sir, the Colonel,

Son to the Lord Ar has
y
with moft happy News

Of the Tartars Overthrow, without here

Attends your Grace’s Pleafure. Bor. Be not feen, Sir,

He’s a bold Fellow, let me ftand his Thunders,
To th’ Court he muft not come. No Blefling here, Sir,

No Face of Favour, if you love your Honour-
Enter Theodore.

Duke. Do what you think is mecteftj I’ll retire, Sir. [Exit;
Bor. Conduft him in, Sir Welcome, noble Colonel.
The. That’s much from your Lordfhip: Pray where’s the Duke ?

Bor. We hear you have beat the Tartar. The. Is he bufie, Sir?

Bor

.

Have ye taken Olin yet? The. I wou’dfain fpeakwith him.
Bor. How many Men have ye loft ? The. Does he lye this way?
Bor

.

I am fure you fought it bravely. The. I muft fee him.
*

Bor. You cannot yet, ye muft not, what’s your Comrniflion?
The. No Gentleman o’ th’ Chamber here? Bor. Why, pray ye, -

Am not I fit to entertain your bulinefs ? (Sir,

The. 1 think you are not, Sir j I am fure ye {hall not.

I bring no Tales, nor Flatteries: In my Tongue, Sir,

I carry no fork’d Stings. Bor. You keep your Bluntnefs.

The. You are deceiv’d: It keeps me: I had felt elfc

Some of your Plagues e’er this: But, good Sir, trifle not,

I have bufinefs to the Duke. Bor. He’s not well, Sir,

And cannot now be fpoken withal. The. Not well, Sir?

How wou’d he ha’ been, if we had loft? Not well, Sir?

I bring him News to make him well: His Enemy
That wou’d have his City burnt here, and your Houfe too.

Your brave gilt-houfe, my Lord, your Honours hanging.?.

Where all your Anceftors, and all their Battels,

Their Silk and golden Battels are decipher’d :

That would not only have abus’d your Buildings,

as

mng n naiomeiy

Trim’d ’em of a new cut
?

and’t bk: your Lordlhip,
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’Tis ten to one. your Wife too, and the Curfc is

You had had no Remedy again ft thefc Rafcals,

No Law, and’t like your Honour 3 wou’d have kill’d you too5

And roafted yc, and eaten ye, e’er this Time :

-Notable Knaves my Lord, unruly ‘Rafcals:

Thefc Youths have we ty’d up, put Muzzels on ’em,

And par’d their Nails, that honeft civil Gentlemen,
And fuch rnoft noble Perfons at your felf is,

May live in Peace, and rule the Land with a twine of Thread.
Thefc News I bring. Bor. And were they thus deliver’d ye ?

The. My Lord, i am no Pen-man, nor no Orator,

My Tongue was never Oyl’d with Here and’t like yc,

There I befccch ye 3 weigh, I am a Soldier,

And Truth I covet only, no fine Terms, Sir 3

I come not to ftand treating here 3 my bufinefs

Is with the Duke, and of fuch a general Blefling

Bor. You have overthrown the Enemy, we know it,

And we rejoyce in’t
3
ye have done like honeft Subjedb,

You have done handfomely and well. 7he. But well, Sir?

But handfomely and well? what, arc we Juglers ?

i’ll do all that in cutting up x Capon.
But handfomely and well? Does your Lordfhip take us

For the Duke’s Tumblers? we have done bravely, Sir,

Ventur’d our Lives like Men. Bor . Then bravely be it.

The. And for as brave Rewards we look, and Graces,

We have Sweat and bled for’t, Sir. Bor. And ye may have it,

If you will ftay the giving. Men that thank themfelvcs firft

For any good they do, take off the Luftre,

And blot the Benefit; The. Arc thefc the Welcomes,
The Bells that ring out our Rewards? pray heartily,

Early and late, there may be no more Enemies:
Do my good Lord, pray ferioufly, and figh too,

For if there be Bor. They muft be met, and fought with.
' The. By whom? by you? they muft be met and flatter’d.

Why, what a Devil ail’d ye to do thefc things;

With what affurance dare ye mock Men thus?

You have but iingle Lives, and thofe I take it

A Sword may find too: Why do ye dam the Duke up?
And choak that courfe of Love, that like a River
Should fill our empty Veins again with Comforts ?

But if you ufc theie knick knacks,

This faft and loofe, with faithful Men and honeft,

You’ll be the firft will find it.

Enter Archas, Soldiers
,
Putskey, Ancient

,
and others .

Bo?. You are too Untemperate.
Tfhe. Better be io, and Thief too, than unthankful:



7he Loyal SubjeSl. ij

Pray ufe this old Man fo, and then we are paid all.

The Duke thanks ye for your Service, and the Court thanks ye.

And wonderful defirous they are to fee ye >

Pray Heav’n we have room enough to march for May games,
Pageants, and Bonefires for your welcome home, Sir.

Here your moft noble Friend the Lord Boroskie
,

A Gentleman too tender of your Credit,

And ever in the Duke’s Ear, for your good, Sir,

Crazy and Sickly, yet to be your Servant,

Has leapt into the open Air to meet ye. (home, Sirs

Bor. The bed is, your Words wound not} You are welcome
Heartily welcome home, and for your Service,

The noble Overthrow you gave the Enemy,
The Duke falutes ye too with all his Thanks, Sir.

Anc.
r
Sure they will now regard us. Put . There’s aReafon;

But by the changing of the Colonel’s Countenance,
The rolling of his Eyes like angry Billows*

I fear the Wind’s not down yet, Ancient.

Arch

.

Is the Duke well, Sti ? Bor . Not much unhealthy.

Only a little grudging of an Ague,
Which cannot lad. He has heard, which makes him fearful.

And loth as yet to give your Worth due welcome,
The Sicknefs hath been fomewhat hot i’th’ Army,
Which happily may prove more Doubt than Danger,
And more his Fear than Fate* yet howfoever,

An honed Care Arch. Ye fay right, and it fhall be $

For though upon my Life’tis but a Rumor,
A meer Opinion, without Faith or Fear in’t$

For, Sir, i thank Heav’n, we never dood more healthy.

Never more high and ludy
*
yet to fatisfie,

We cannot be too curious, or too careful

Of what concerns his State, we’ll draw away, Sir,

And lodge at further Didance, and.lefs Danger.
Bor. It will be well. Anc. It will be very feurvyj

I fmell it out,: it dinks abominably,

Stir it no more. Bor. The Duke, Sir, wou’d have yoa too.

For a diort Day or two, retire t6 your own Houfe,
Whither himfelf will come to vifit ye,

And give ye thanks. Arch. I fhall attend his Pleafure, *

Anc. A Trick, aloudeTrick : So ho, a Trick Boys.

Arch

.

How now, what’s that?

Anc. I thought 1 had found a Hare, Sir,

But ’tis a Fox, an old Fox, fhall we hunt him? (lawey,

.

Arch. No more fuch Words. Bor

.

The Soldier’s grown to*
You mud tie him draighter up. Arch. I do my bed, Sir >

But Men of free-born Minds fame times will die out,

Anc,

.
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jinc. May not we fee the Duke?
Bur. Not at this time, Gentlemen,

Your General knows the Caufe. Jnc. We have no Plague, Sir,

Unlds it be in cur Pay, nor no Pox, neither}

Or if we had, i hope that good old Courtier

Will not deny us place there. Put. Certain my Lord,
Confidering what we are, and what we have done;
If not, what need ye may have, ’tWou’d be better,

A great deal nobler, and tatte honefter

To ufe us with more Swctnefs} Men that dig

And lafh away their Lives at the Carts tail,

Double our Comforts j Meat, and their Matters Thanks too.
When they work well, they have} Men of our Quality,
When they do well, and venture for’t with Valour,
Fight hard, lye hard, feed hard, when they come home, Sir,

And know thefe are deferving things, things worthy,
Can you blame ’em if their Minds a little

Be ttir’d with Glory? ’tis a Pride becomes ’em,
A little feafon’d with Ambition,
To be refpe£ted, reckon’d well, and honour’d
For what they have done: When to come home thus poorly.
And meet with fuch unjoynted Joy, fo looked on,

As if we had done no more but dreft a Horfe well}
So entertain’d, as if, I thank ye Gentlemen,
Take that to drink, had pow’r to pleafe a Soldier?

Where be the Shouts, the Bells rung out, the People?
The Prince himlelf? Arch. Peace; I perceive your Eye, Sir, '

Is fixt upon this Captain for his Freedom,
And happily you find his Tongue too forward}
As I am Matter of the Place I carry,

’Tis fi I think fo too} but were 1 this Man,
No ttronger tie upon me, than the Truth
And Tongue to tell ir, I ttiou’d fpeak as he do’s.

And think with Modetty enough, fuch Saints

That daily thruft their Loves and Lives through Hazards,
And fearlefs for their Country’s Peace, march hourly
Through the Doors of Death, and know the darkett,

Shou’d be better canoniz’d for their Service;

What Labour wou’d thefe Men negled, what Danger
Where Honour is, though feated in a Billow,
Riling a:, high as Heav’n, wou’d not thefe Soldiers,

Like to fo many Sea-Gods charge up to it?

Do you fcee thefe Swords ? Time’s Sythe was ne’er fo fharp, Sir}
Nor ever at one Harveft mow’d fuch handfuls;
Thoughts ne’er fo fudden, nor Belief fo fure

When they are drawn} and were it not fometimes

I
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I fwim upon their Angers to allay ’em,

And like a Calm deprefi their full Intentions $

They are fo deadly fure, nature wou’d differ —
And whofe are all thefe Glories ? why, their Prince’s,

Their Country’s, and their Friends? Alas, of all thefe,

And all the happy ends they bring, the Bleffings,

They only fhare the Labours: A little Joy then,

And outfide of a welcome, at an upfhot

Would not have done amifs, Sir* But howfoever
Between me and my Duty, no crack, Sir,

Shall dare appear: I hope by my Example
No Difcontent in them: Without doubt, Gentlemen,
The Duke will both look fuddenly and truly

On our Deferts ; Methinks ’twere good they were paid. Sir.

Bor . They {hall be immediately j I day for Mony*
And any Favour elfo Arch. We are all bound to ye 5

And fo I take my leave, Sir * when the Duke pleafes

To make me worthy of his Eyes— Bor. Which will be fuddenly,

I know his good Thoughts to ye. Arch . With all Duty,
And all Humility, I {hall attend, Sir.

Bor. Once more you are welcome home: Thefe fhallbe fatisfied.

The. Be fure we be, and handfomeiy.

Arch. Wait you on me, Sir.

The. And honedly : No juggling.

Arch. Will ye come, Sir? fExit.

Bor. Pray do not doubt. The. We are no Boys. {Exit,

Enter a Gentleman, and two or three with Mony

.

Bor. Well, Sir.

Gent. Here’s Mony from the Duke, and’t pleafe your Lordfhip.
Bor. ’Tis well.

Gent How fowre the Soldiers look? Bor . Is’t told?

Gent . Yes, and for every Company a double Pay,

And rhe Duke’s Love to all. Anc. That’s worth a Duckat.
Bor. You that be Officers, fee it difeharg’d then.

Why do not you take it up? Anc. ’Tis too heavy;
'Body o’ me, I have drain’d mine Arm. Bor. Do you fcorn it? ('men,
Anc . Has your Lordfhip any Dice about ye? fit round Gentle-

And come on feven for my fhare. Put. Do you think, Sir,

This is the end we fight? can this Dirt draw us

To fjch a ftupid Tanuenefs, that onr Service

Neglected and look’d lamely on, and skew’d at,

With a few honourable Words, and this, is righted?

Have we not Eyes and Ears, to hear and fee, Sir,

And Minds to underdand the flights we carry?

J come home old, and full of Hurts y Men look on me,
As if I had got ’em from a Whore, and fhun me *

I
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I tell my Griefs, and fear my Wants, I am anfwer’d,

Alas ’tis pity !
pray dine with me on Sunday.

Thefe are the Sores vve fick of, the Minds Maladies,

And can this cure ’em? You fhou’d have us’d us nobly,

And for our doing well, as well proclaim’d us

To the World’s Eye, have fhew’d and fainted us,

Then ye had paid us bravely : Then we had fhin’d, Sir,

Not in this gilded Huff, but in our Glory:

You may take back your Mony. Gent . This I fear’d ftill.

Bor. Confider better, Gentlemen. Anc. Thank your Lordfliip

And now I’ll put on my confidering Cap

:

My Lord, that I am no Courtier, .you may guefs it

By having no fute to you for this Mony;
For though I want, I want not this, nor (hall nor,

While you want that Civility to rank it

With thofe Rights we expe£ted$ Mony grows, Sir,

And Men muft gather it, all is not put in one Purfe.

And that I am no Carter, I cou’d never whiftle yet:

But that I am a Soldier, and a Gentleman,
And a fine Gentleman, and’t like your Honour,
And a mod pleafant Companion : All you that are wittjj

Come lift to my Ditty \ Come fet in Boys,

With your Lordfhips Patience. [Song.

How do you like my Song, my Lord?
Bor . Ev’n as I like your felf, but ’twould be a great deal better,

You would prove a great deal wifer, and take this Mony,
Jn youi* own Phrafe 1 {'peak now. Sir, and ’tis very well

You have learn’d to iing * for fince you prove fo liberal.

To refufe fuch means as this, maintain your Voice ftill,

’Twill prove your beft Friend. Anc. ’Tis a finging Age, Sir,

A merry Moon here now: I’ll follow it:

Fidling, and fooling now, gains more than fighting.

Bor. What is’t you blench at ? What would you ask?
Speak freely.

Sol. And fo wc dare. A Triumph for the General.

Put . And then an Honour fpecial to his Virtue.

Anc. That we may be prefer’d that have ferv’d for it,

And cram’d up into favour like the worfhipful,

At leaft upon the City’s Charge made drunk
For one whole Year* we have done ’em ten Years Service *

That we may enjoy our Lechery without grudging,

And mine, or thine be nothing, all things equal,

And catch as catch may, be proclaim’d: That when we borrow,
And have no will to pay again, no Lav/
Lay hold upon us, nor no Court controul us.

Bor. Some of thefe may come to pafs •, the Duke may do ’em,
*'• And



And no doubt will: The General will find too,

And fo will you, if you but ftay with patience : I have no PowV.
Put . Nor Will. Come, Fellow-Soldiers.

Bor. Pray be not diflruftful. Put. There are ways yet,

And honcft ways 3 we are not brought up Statues.

Anc. If your Lordfhip

Have any filk Stockings, that have holes i’ th’ Heels,

Or ever an Honourable Caftock that wants Buttons,

I could have cur’d fuch Maladies: Your Lordfhip’s euftom

And my good Lady’s, if the Bones want fetting

In her old Bodice Bor. This is Difobediencc.

Ant. Eight Pence a Day, and hard Eggs.

Put Troop off, Gentlemen,

Some Coin we have, whilft rhis lads, or our Credits,

We’ll never fell our General’s worth for fix Pence.

Ye arc beholding to us Anc. Fare ye well, Sir,

And buy a Pipe with that; Do ye fee this Scarf, Sir?

By this Hand I’ll cry Brooms in’t
,
birchen Brooms, Sir,

Before I eat one bit from your Benevolence.

Now to our old Occupations again.

By your leave, Lord. [Exeunt .

Bor. You will bite when ye arc fharper* take up the Mony.
This Love I muft remove, rhis Fondnefs to him.
This tendernefs of Heart j I have loft my way elfe.

There is no fending, Man, they will not take it,

They are yet too full of Pillage,

They’ll dance for’t ere’t be long: Come bring it after.

Enter Duke.
Duke. How now, refus’d their Mony? Bor . Very bravely.

And ftand upon fuch terms ’tis terrible.

Duke. Where’s Archas?

Bor. He’s retir’d, Sir, to his Houle,
According to your Pleaiure, full of Duty
To outward fhew; But what within — Duke. Rcfufe it ?

Bor. Mo ft confidently : ’Tis not your Revenues
Can feed them, Sir, and yet they have found a General
That knows no Ebb of Bounty: There they eat, Sir,

And loath your Invitations. Duke. ’Tis not poffibie,

He’s poor as they. Bor. You’ll find it otherwife.

Pray make your Journey thither prefently,

And as ye go I’ll open ye a wonder.

Good Sir, this Morning. Duke. Follow me, I’ll do it. \_Exe.

S C E N E IF.

Enter Olympia, A linda, Burris,' and Gentlewomens

OJym. But do you think rnv Brother loves her?
' D Rt*.
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Bur. Certain, Madam
He (peaks much of her, and fometimes with wonder,

Oft wifbes (lie were nobler born.

Olym . Do you think him honed?
Bur. Your Grace is nearer to hi$ Heart, than I am;

Upon my Life I hold him lo. Olym. ’Tis a poor Wench,
} wou’d not ha*c her wrong’d: Methinks my Brother-*

But I mud not give Rules to his Affections j

Yet if he weigh her worth
Bur. You need not fear, Madam.
Olym . 1 hope I (hall not. Lord Burris,

I love her well; I know not, there is fomething
Makes me bedow more than a care upon her:

I mean to Women of her way j fuch Tokens
Rather appear as Baits, than Royal Bounties;

I wou’d not have it fo. Bur. You will not find it,

Upon my Troth I think his mod Ambition
Is but to let the World know ha’s a handfome Miftreis.

Will your Grace command me any Service to him?
Olym. Remember all my Duty. Bur. Bleffings crown ye

:

What’s your will, Lady? Alin. Any thing that’s honed j

And if you think it fit, fo poor a Service,

Clad in a ragged Virtue, may reach him,

I do befeech your Lordfhip (peak it humbly.
Bur. Fair one I will: In the bed Phrafe I have too,

And fo I kifs your Hand.
#

\Exit.

Alin. Your Lordfliip’s Servant. (Ring?
Olym. Come hither Wench, what art thou doing with that

Alin. I am looking on the Pofie, Madam. Olym. What is’t?

Alin. The Jewel’s let within.

Olym. But where’s the Joy, Wench, /
When that invifible Jewel’s lod? Why dod thoii fmile fo?

What unhappy Meaning had thou? Alin. Nothing, Madam,
But only thinking what drange fpells thefe Rings have,

And how they work with fome. Pet. I fear with you too.

Alin. This cou’d not cod above a Crown. Pet. ’1 will cod you
The (having of your Crown, if not the wadiing.

Olym. But he that fent it, makes the Virtue greater.
' Alin. Ay, and the Vice too, Madam. Goodnefs blefs me

:

How fit ’tis for my Finger! z Worn No doubt you’ll find too
A Finger fit for you. Alin. Sirrah, Petefca y

What wilt thou give me for the good that follows this?

But thou had Rings enough, thou art provided;

Heigh, ho, what mud I do now?
Pet. You’ll be taught that,

The caSeft part that e’er you karnt, I warrant ycu.

Alin.
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Alin: Ay me, ay me. Pet. You will divide too, fiiortJy,

Your Voice comes finely forward. Olym. Come hither, Wan-
Thou art not furely as thou fay’d. Aim. I wou’d not: (ton.

But fure there is a Witchcraft in this Ring, Lady,

Lord how my Heart leaps! Pet. ’Twill go pit a pat fhorrly.

Alin. And now methinks a thoufand of the Duke’s Shapes.

z iVom. Will no left ferve ye? Alin. In ten thoufand Smiles.
Olym. Heav’n blefs the ’^ench.

Alin . With Eyes that will not be deny’d to enter;

And fuch foft fweet Embraces; take it from me,
I am undone elfe, Madam . I’m lod el e.

Olym. What ails the Girl? Alin. How fuddenly I’m alter’d !

And grown my felf again ! do not you feel it ?

Olym. Wear that, and I’ll ^wear this:

FI! try the Strength on’t.

Alin. How cold my Blood grows now

!

Here’s (acred Virtue.

When I leave to honour this,

Every hour to pay a Kifs,

When each Morning I ari(e.

Or I forget a Sacrifice:

When this Figure in my Faith,

And the ptirenefs that j t hath,

I purfue not with my Will,.

Nearer to arrive at dill

:

When I lofe, or change this Jewel,

Fly me Faith, and Heav’n be cruel.

Olym. You have half confirm’d me.
Keep but that way fure,

And what this Charm can do, let me endure. '
[ Exeunt .

SCENE IIL

Enter Archas, Theodore, Honora, and Viola.

Arch. Carry your felf difcreetly, it concerns me,
The Duke’s come in, none of your froward Pafiions
Nor no didads to any. Prithee Theodore

,

By my Life, Boy* ’twill ruin me. The. I have done, Sir
So there be no foul Play he brings along with him.

y

Arch V/ hat’s, that toyou ? Let him bring what pleafe him
And whom, and how. The

.

So they mean well ™ - I
5

Arch Is’t fit you be a Judge, Sirrah? The. ’Tis fit I feel Sir
Arch. Get a Banquet ready,

And trim your felf up handfomely. The. To what end?
Do you mean to make ’em Whores? Hang up a Sign' then.

And
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And fet ’em out to Livery. Arch. Whole Son art thou?
The. Yours, Sir, l hope: But not of your D'fgraces.

Arch. Full twenty thoufand Men J have commanded,
And all their Minds, with this calm’d all their Angers*
And fhali a Boy, of mine ©wn Breed too, of mine own Blood,
One cropked flick The. Pray take your way, and thrive in’t,

I’ll quit your Houfe* if Taint or black Difhonour
Light on ye, ’tis your own, J have no fharein’t.

Yet if it do fall out fo, as I fear it,

And partly find it too — Arch. Haft thou no Reverence?
No Duty in thee? The. This fhali fhew 1 obey ye:

I dare not flay : I would have fhew’d ye my Love too,

And that you ask as Duty, with my Life, Sir,

Had you but thought me worthy of your Hazards,

Which Heav’n preferve ye from, and keep the Duke too:

And there’s an end of my wiihes, God be with ye. [Exit.

Arch. Stubborn, yet full of, that we all love, Honcfty.
Enter Burris.

Lord Burris,
where’s the Duke? Bur . In the great Chamber, Sir,

And there flays till he fee you. Ye have a fine Houle here.

Arch. A poor contented Lodge, unfit for his Prefence,

Yet all the joy it hath.

Bur. I hope a great one, and for your good, brave Sir.

Arch. 1 thank ye, Lord: 9
And now my Service to the Duke.

Bur. I’ll wait on yc. [Exeunt.

Enter Duke, Boroskie, Gentlemen and Attendants<

,

Duke. May this be credited ? Bor

.

Difgrace me elfe,

And never more with Favour look upon me.

Duke. ItTeems impoffible. Bor. It cannot chufe, Sir,

’Till your own Eyes behold it*, but that it is fo.

And that by this means the too haughty Soldier

Has been fo cram’d and fed, he cares not for ye *

Believe, or let me perilh : Let your Eyes

As you obferve the Houfe, but where 1 point it,

Make flay, and take a view, and then you have found it.

Enter Axeh™, Burris, Honora, Viola, and Servant.

Duke. I’ll follow your Direftion. Welcome Archas,

You are welcome home, brave Lord, we are come to vifit ye.

And thank ye for your Service. Arch. ’Twas fo poor, Sir,

In true refpedl: of what I owe your Highnefs,

It merits nothing.

Duke. Are thefe fair ones yours, Lord ?

Arch. Their Mother made me think fo, Sir.

Duke. Stand up Ladies.

Beforew my Heart they are fair ones 5 methinks niter

The
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The Luftre of theCourt, than thus live darken’d.

I wou’d fee your Houfc, Lord Archas, it appears to me
A handfome Pile. ’Tis neat, but no great Stru&urc j

I’ll be your Grace’s Guide, give me the Keys there.

Duke . Lead on, we’ll follow ye : Begin with the Gallery,
I think that’s one. Arch, ’ fis fo, and’t pleafe ye, Sir,

The reft above are Lodgings all. Duke. Go on, Sir. [Exeunt ;

SCENE IV.

^ F/ater Theodore, Putskie, and Ancient.

Putf. The Duke gone thither, do you fay?

The. Yes marry do I,

And all the Ducklings too> but what they’ll do there-*——

•

Putf. I hope they’ll crown his Service. The. With a Cuftard>

This is no Weather fo.t Rewards : They crown his Service?

Rather they go to ftiave his Crown: I was rated

As if I had been a Dog had worried Sheep, out of Doors,

For making but a Doubt. Putf. They mu ft now grace him^
The. Mark but the end.

Anc . I am fure theyfhou’d Reward him, they cannot want him*
The. They that wantHonefty, want any thing.

Putf. The Duke is fo noble in his own thoughts.

The. That I grant ye,

If thofe might only fway him : But ’tis moft certain.

So many new born Flies his light gave life to,

Buzze in his Beams, Flefh-flies, and Butterflies,

Hornets, and humming Scarabs, that not one honey Bee
That’s loaden with true Labour, and brings home
Encreafe and Credit, can fcape rifling,

And what fhe fucks for fweet, they turn to bitternefs.

Anc. Shall we go fee what they do, and talk our mind to ’em?"

Putf. That we have done too much, and to no purpofe.

Anc. Shall we be hang’d for him?
I have a great mind to be hang’d now
For doing fome brave thing for him 5 a worfe end will take me.
And for an aftion of no worth 5 not honour him ?

Upon my Conference, ev’n the Devil, the very Devil
(Not to bely him) thinks him an boneft Man j

I am fure he has fent him Souls any time thefe twenty years,

Able to furnifli all his Fifh-Markets. The

.

Leave thy talking.

And come, let’s go to Dinner and drink to him >

We {hall hear more e’er Supper time. If he be honour’d.
He has deferv’d it well, and we fhall fight fort.

If he be ruin’d, fo, we know the worft then,
And for my feif, I’ll meet it*

. Putf I ne’er fear it. rExeunt*SCENE



The Loyal Subjeft. *

SCENE V.

Enter Duke ,
Arch as, Boroskie, Burris, Gentlemen and Attendantr

Duke. They are handfome Rooms all, well contriv’d and fitted*

Full of convenience, the Profpcft’s excellent. (nour
Arch. Now will your Grace pafsdown, and do me but the ho-

To rafte a Couwtry Banquet? Duke. What Room’s that?

1 wou’d fee all nowj what Conveyance has it?

I lee you have kept the beft part yet } pray open it.

Arch. Ha! I mifdoubted this: ’Tis ©f no receipt. Sir,

For your Eyes moll unfit - — Duke. I long to fee it, (ting,

Becaufe I wou’d judge of the whole piece : Some excellent Pain-

Or fome rare Spoils you would keep to entertain me
Another time, I know. Arch. In troth there is not,

Nor any thing worth your fight } below I have

Some Fountains, and fome Ponds. Duke. I wou’d fee this now.
Arch. Boraskie9 thou art a Knave. It contains nothing

But Rubbifh from the other Rooms and UnnecefTaries

:

Will’t pleafe you fee a ftrange Clock? Duke . This or nothing.-

Why fhou’d you bar it up thus with Defences

Above the reft., unlcls it contain’d foraething

More excellent, and curious of keeping?

Gpen’t, for I will fee it. Arch. The Keys are loft, Sir

:

Does your Grace think, if it were fit for you,

I cou’d be fo unmannerly?
Duke. I will fee it, and either fhew it

Arch. Good Si: —
Duke. Thank ye, Archas

,
you fhew your Love abundantly,

Do l ufe to intreat thus? Force it open.

Bur. That were unhofpitablej you are his Gueft, Sir,

And with his greateft Joy to entertain ye.

Duke . Hold thy Peace, Fool* will ye open it?

Arch. Sir, I cannot. I mu ft not, if I could.

Duke. Go, break it open.

Arch

.

I mud witlrftand that force. Be not too rafh, Gentlemen,
jDuke. Unarm him firft, then if he be not obftinate

Prderve his Life. Arch. I thank your Grace, I take it}

And now take you the Keys, go in and fee, Sir*

There feed your Eyes, with wonder, and thank that Traitor,

That thing that fells his f aith for Favour. [Exit Duke .

Bur. Sir, what moves ye?

Arch. I have kept mine pure. Lord Burris
, there’s a judas9

That for a Smile will fell* ye all. A Gentleman?
'

The Devi has more Truth, and has maintain’d it}

A Whore’s Heart more belief in’t.

Enter
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Enter Duke .

Da&r. What’s all this, Archas ?

I cannot blame you to conceal it To,

This moft ineftimable Treafurc. Arch. Yours, Sir.

Duke . Nor do I wonder now the Soldier flights me.
Arch. Be not deceiv’d; he has had no favour here, S i

Nor had you known this now, but for that Pick-thank,

The loft Man in his Faith, he has reveal'd it,

To fuck a little Honey from ye has betray’d it.

I fwear he fmiles upon me, and forfworn too.

Thou crackt, uncurrant Lord. I’ll tell ye all, Sir:

Your Sire, before h?s Death, knowing your Temper
To be as bounteous as the Air, and open,

'

As flowing as the Sea to all that follow’d ye,

Your great Mind fit for War and Glory, thriftily

Like a great Husband to preferve your Aftions,

Colle&ed all this Treafurc; to our Trulls,

To mine 1 mean, and to chat long tongu’d Lord’s there.

He gave the Knowledge and the Charge of all this,

Upon his Death-bed to©: And on the Sacrament

He fwore us thus, never to let this Treafurc

Part from our fecret keepings, ’till no hope
Of Subjeft could relieve ye, all your own walled.

No help of thofe that lov’d ye cou’d fupply ye,

And then fome great Exploit afoot : My Honefty
I wou’d have kept ’till 1 had made thisufefulj

I fhew’d it, and 1 flood it to the Tempeft,
And ufeful to the end ’twas left.* I am cozen’d.

And fo are you too, if you fpend this vainly j

This Worm that crept into ye has abus’d ye,

Abus’d your Father’s care, abus’d his Faith too:

Nor can this mafs of Mony make him Man more,

A flea’d Dog has more Soul, an Ape more Hondiyj
All mine ye have amongft it, farevvel that,

I cannot part with’t nobler; my Heart’s clear.

My Confciencc fmooth as that, no rub upon’t.

But O thy Hell! Bor , I feek no Hcav’n from you, Sir.

Arch. Thy gnawing Hell, Boroskie
,

it will find thee:

Wou’d ye heap Coals upon his Head has wrong’d ye.

Has ruin’d your Eftatc? Give him this Mony,
Melt it into his Mouth. Duke. W hat little Trunk’s that ?

That there o’th’ top, that’s lockc?

Bor. You'll find it rich, Sir, richer I think than all.

Arch. You were not covetous.

Nor wont to weave your Thoughts with fuch a courfenefs;

Pray rack not Honefty.

Bor . Be lure you lee it. Duke . Bring out the Trunk.
,

' E*

# .

Enter
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Enter with the Trunk.

Arch . You’ll find that Treafure too, all I have lefc me how;
Duke . What’s this, a poor Gown?

And this a piece of Seneca} Arch. Yes fure, Sir,

More worth than all your Gold, yet ye have enough on’t.

And of a Mine far purer, and more precious 5

This fells no Friends, nor fearches into Counfels,

And yet all Gounfel, and all Friends live here, Sir*

Befrays no Faith, yet handles all that’s trufty :

Will’t pleafe you leave me this ? Duke . With all my Heart, Sir.

Arch. What fays your Lordftiip to’t? Bor I dare not rob ye.

Arch. Poor miferable Men, you have robb’d your felves both y
This Gown, and this unvalu’d Treafure, your brave Father
Found me a Child at School with, in his Progrels.

Where fuch a love he took to fome few anfwers,

Unhappy Boyifh Toys hit in my Head then,

Thar fuddenly I made him thus as I was,

(For here, was all the Wealth I brought his Hig’ nefsJ

He carried me to Court, thete bred me up,

Bellow’d his Favours on me, taught me the Arms firft.

With thofe an hondl Mind 5 I ferv’d him truly,

Ard where he gave me truft, I think I fail’d not;

Let the World fpeak: I humbly thank, your Highnefs,

You have done more, and nobler, eas’d mine sge, Sir;

And to this care a fair Quietus giv’n. Now to my Book again.

Duke. You have your wilh, Sir,

Let fome bring off the Treafure. Bor. Some is hi , Sir.

Arch. None, none, a poor unworthy Reaper,

The Harvdl is his Grace’s. Duke. Thank you, Archas .

Arch. But will not you repent. Lord? when this is gone,

‘Where will your Lordfhip
Bor. Pray take you no care, Sir.

Arch. Does your Grace like my Houfe?
Duke. Wcndrous well, Archas

,

You ‘have made me richly welcome. Arch. I did my beft, Sir*

Is there any thing elie may pleafe your Giace?
Duke'. Your Daughters i had forgot, fend them to Court.

'Arch. How’s that, Sir?

Duke. I faid your Daughters; fee it done:. I’ll have ’em
Attend my Sifter, Archas. Arch. Thank your Highnefs.

Duke. And fuddenly. [Exit.

Arch Through all the ways I dare

Fllferve your Temper, though you try me far, [Exit.

A C T
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ACT III. SCENE I.

Enter Theodore, Putskey, Ancient
,
and Servant ;

The. Y Wonder we hear no News.
i Put/. Here’s your Father’s Servant,

He comes in hafte too, now we fhall know all, Sir:

The. How now?
Ser. I am glad I have met you, Sir* your Father

- In treats you prefcntly make hafte untxrhirh.

The . What News?
Ser

.

None of the beft, Sir, I am afham’d to tell it,

Pray ask no more. The. Did I not tell ye, Gentlemen?
Did not I Prophecy? He’s undone then.

Ser. Not fo, Sir, but as near it —
Puff. There’s no help now i

The Army’s fcatter’d all, through Difcontent,

... Not to be rallied up in hafte to help this.

Anc. Plague of the Devil* have ye watch’d your Seafons?

We fhall watch you e’er long.

The. Fare w el, there’smo cure,

Wcmuft endure all now: I know what I’ll do. [Exe- The:'and Ser.

Put/ Nay, there’s no ftriving, they have a hand upon us.

A heavy and a hard one Anc. Now I have it,

W e have yet fomc Gentlemen, fome Boys of mettle,

(What, are we bob’d thus ftill, coked, and carted?)

And one mad trick we’ll have to fharae thefe Vipers*

Shall 1 blefs ’em ?

Put/ Farewel * I have thought my way too. [Exit.

Anc. Were never fuch rare Cries in Chriftendom,

As Me/co fhall afford : We’ll live bv fooling

Now fighting’s gone, and they fhall find and feel it, {Exit*

SCENE IL

Enter Archas, Honora, and Viola.

Arch. No more, it rnuft be fo* do you think I wou’d fend ye.

Your Father and your Friend

Viol. Pray Sir, be good to us*

Alas, we know no Court, nor feek that Knowledge
*

We are content with harmlefs things at home,
Children of your Content, bred up in quiet,

Only to know our felves, to feek a Wiidom
From that we underftand, eafie and honeft*

To make our Actions worthy of your Honour,
Th dr ends as in,accent as we begot ’em *

E z What
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What dull we look for, Sir, what fhall we learn there,

Thai this more private Swectnefs cannot teach us?

Virtue was never built upon Ambition,

Nor the Souls Beauties bred out of Bravery:

What a terrible Father wou’d you feem to us,

Now you have moulded us, and wrought our Tempers
To eafie and odedient Ways, uncrooked, •

Where the fair Mind can never lofe nor loiter.

Now to divert our Natures, now to dem us

Roughly againft the tide of all this Treafure ?

Wou’d ye have us proud? ’Tis fooner bred than buried}
Wickedly proud? For fuch things dwell at Court, Sir.

Hon. Wou’d ye have your Children learn to forget their Father?
And when he dies dance on his Monument?
Shall wc feek Virtue in a Satin Gown;
Embroider’d Virtue? Faith in a well-cQrl’d Feather?
And fet our Credits to the tune of Green-fleeves ?

This may be done* and if you like, it fhall be.

You fhou’d have fent us thither when we were younger.
Our Maidenheads at ahigher rate} our Innocence

Able to make Mart indeed: .We are now too old, Sir,

Perhaps they’ll think too cunning too, and flight us *

Befldes, we arc altogether unprovided,

Unfurniflit utterly of the Rules fhould guide us:

This Lord comes, licks his Hand, and protefts to me }

Compares my Beauty to a thoufand fine things}

Mountains, and Fountains, Trees, and Stars, and Goblins $

Now have not I the Faith for to believe him}
He offers me the honourable Courtefie,

To lye with me all Night} what a mifery is this?

I am bred up fo fooliihly, alas, I dare not,

And how madly thefc things will drew there.

Arch. I fend ye not.

Like parts inferred, to draw more Corruption }

Like Spiders to grow great, with growing Evil :

With your own Virtues feafon’d, and my Prayers,

The Card of Goodnefs in your Minds, that fhows ye

When ye fail falfe* the Needle toucht with Honour;
That through the blacked Storms dill points at Happinefs>

Your Bodies the tall Barks, rib’d round with Goodnefs,

Your Heav’nly Souls the Pilots thus I fend you}

Thus I prepare your Voyage j found before ye,

And ever as you fail through this World’s Vanity,

Difcover Sholes, Rocks, Quickfands, cry out to ye,

Like a good Mader, Tuck about for Honour.

The Court is Virtue’s School, at lead it fbould be}

Nearer
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Nearer the Sun the Mine hies, the Metal’s purer:

Be it granted, if the Spring be once infc&ed,

Thofe Branches .that flow,from him mult run muddy;
Say you find fome Sins there, and thofe no fmall ones,

And they like lazy Fits begin to {hake ye

:

Say they affedfc your Strengths, my happy Children ;

Great things through greateft hazards are atchiev’d {till,

And then they iliine, then Goodnefs has his Glory,

His Crown fall rivetted, then time moves under.

Where, through the midft of Errors, like the Sun,
Through thick and pitchy Clouds, he breaks out nobly.

Hon. I thank you Sir, you have made me half a Soldier,

I will to Court mofl willingly, molt fondly.

And if there be fuch ftirring things amongft ’em.

Such Travellers intp Virginia,

As Fame reports, if they can win me, take me.

I think I have a clofe Ward, and a fure one;

An honeft Mind I hope, ’tis Petticoat- proof.

Chain-proof, and Jewel-proof; I know ’ti Gold-proof,

A Coach and four Horfes cannot draw me from it ;

As for your handfome Faces, and filed Tongues,
Curl’d Millers Heads, 1 have another word for them.
And yet I’ll flatter too, as fail as they do,

And lye, but not as Lewdly. Come, be valiant, Sifter,

She that dares not Hand the pu(h 'o’th
1 Court dares nothing.

And yet come off ungrac’d : Sir, like you,

We both affeft great dangers now, and the World ih all fee

All Glory lies not in Man’s Viftory.

Arch. Mine own Honora. Vio . I am very fearful,

Wou’d I were ftronger built. You would have me honeft?

Arch. Or not at all my Viola . Via. I’ll think on’t,

For ’tis no eafie Promife, and live there.

Do you think we fhall do well?

Hon. Why, what ftiou’d ail us?

Vio. Certain they’ll tempt us ftrongly; befides the glory

Which Women may affect, they are handfome Gentlemen,
Every pan fpeaks: Nor is it one denial,

ISIor two, nor ten; from every look we give ’em
Thoy ,

ll frame a hope; ev’n Irom our Pray’rs, and Promifes,

Hon. Let ’em feed fo, and be fat ; there is no fear, Wench,
If thou be'lt faft to thy felf. Vio. I hope I fhall be; —
And your example will work more.

Enter Theodore.
t

^ Hon. Thou (halt not want it.

The. How do you, Sir? Can you lend a Man an Angel?
I hear you kc out Mony. Arch, Very well, Sir,

You are pleafantly difpos’d; I am glad to fee it,

. Can
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Can you lend me your Patience, and be rul’d by me?
The. is't come to.' Patience now'? Arch. Is’t not a Virtue?

The. I know not : 1 ne’er found it fo. Ai'ch. That’s becaufe

Thy Anger ever knows, and not thy Judgement.

The. 1 know you have been rifl’d, Arch. Nothing lefs, Boy

j

Lord, what opinions theie vain People publifli

!

Rifl’d of what ? The

.

Study your Virtue, Patience,

It may' get Muftard to your Meat. Why in fuch haftc, Sir,

Sent ycAor me? Arch

.

For this end only, Theodore,
%

*

To wait upon yout Sillers. to the Courts

1 amco m manded they live there. The . To th’ Court, Sir?

Arch . To th’ Court, I fay. The. And mull I wait upon ’em?
Arch. Yes ’tis mod fit you fhou’d, you are their Brother.

The. Is this the bufinefs? I had thought your Mind, Sir*

Had been fee forward or/fdme noble Adlion,

Something had truly ftir’d ye. To th’ Court with thefe?

Why. they .arc your Daughters, Sir. Arch. All this I know, Sir.

The. The good old Woman on a Bed he threw.

To th* Court? Arch . Thou art mad.

The. Nor Drunk as you are :

Drunk with your Duty, Sir.* Do you call it Duty?.

A pox of Duty, wh-at can thefe do there?

What fhould they do? Can ye look Babies, Sifters,

In the young Gallants Eyes, and twirl their Band- Itrings?

Can ye ride out to air your felves? Pray Sir,

Be ferrous with me, do you (peak this truly?

Arch. Why, did ft thou never hear of Women
Yet *at Court, Boy?

. The . Yes, and Women too, very good Women,
Excellent honeft Women. But are ye fure, Sir,

That: thefe will prove fo?

Hon

.

There’s the Danger, Brother.

The. God -a- mercy Wench, thou haft a grudging of it.

Arch. Now be you ferious. Sir, and obferve what I Iky,

Do ir, and do it handfemely
$ go with ’em.

The. With all my Heart, Sir > I am in no fault now 5

If they be thought Whores for being in my Company,
Pray write upon their Backs, they are rny Sifters,

And where I fb all deliver ’em.'

Arch. Ye are wondrous jocund,

But prithee tell me, ‘art thou fo lewd a Fellow?
I never knew thee' fail a Truth. The. I am a Soldier,

And fpell you what that means. Arch. A Soldier?

V hat doft thou make of me? The. Your Palat’s down, Sir.

Arch. ] thank ye, Sir. The . Come, ihali we to this matter?

Ycu will to Court? Hon . If you wilhpleafe to honour us«

The .
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7he. I’ll honour ye, I warrant ye / I’ll fet ye ofF
With fuch a luftre, Wenches. Alas poor Viola,
Thou art a Fool, thou cried for eating white Bread:
Be a good Hufwife of thy Tears, and lave ’em,
Thou wilt have time enough to fhed ’em, Sifter.
Do you weep too? Nay, then I’ll fool no more.
Come worthy Sifters, fince it muft be fo,

'

And fince he thinks it fit to try your Virtues,
Be you as ftrong to Truth, as I to guard ye/
And this^ld Gentleman fhall have joy of ye.

SCENE III.

Enter Duke
,
and Burris.'

Duke. Burris take you ten thoufand of thofe Crown sy
Andnhofe two Chains of Pearl they hold the richeft,

I give ’em ye. Bur. I humbly thank your Grace $

And may your great Example work in me
That noble Charity to Men more worthy*
And of more wants. Duke. You bear a good Mind, Burris $

Take twenty thoufand now : Be not fo modeft,

It fhall be fo, I give ’em : Go, there’s my Ring fort.

Bur. Heaven blef$*your Highnefs ever. {Exit,
Duke. You are honeft.

Enter Alinda, <zn£ Putskie at the Door.

Put. They’re coming now to the Courr, as fair as Virtue

:

Two brighter Stars ne’r rofe here.

Alin. Peace, ! have it,

And what my. Art can do
3 the Duke-——

—

Putf. l am gone; remember. ^ [Exit,
Alin. I am counfell’d to the full, Sir.

Duke. My pretty Mi itreft, whither lies your bufinefs ?

How kindly I ih ou’d take this, were it to me now ?
• Alin. 1 muft confefs immediately to your Grace,

At this time.

Duke. You have no addreft, f do believe ye,

1 wou’d ye h id Alin

.

’ fwere too much boldneft, Sir,

Upon fo little Knowledge, left deferving.

Duke. You’ll ni ike a perfect Courtier Alin. A very poor one,
Duke. A very fair one, Sweet 3 come hither to me,

*
* -

What killing Eyes this Wench has? In his Glory
Not the bright Sun, when the Smart Star xeigns.

Shines half to fiery.

Alin. Why does your Graje fo view me?
Nothing but com non handlornenefs dwells here. Sir,

Scarce that: Your Grace is pleas’d to mertk my meanncls.

Duke,

{Exeunt,
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Duke. Thou flialt not go: I do not lie unto thee,

In my Eye thou appear’# Alin. Dim not the fight, Sir,

I am too dull an Objed. Duke. Can# thou love me?
Can# thou love him will honour thee? Alin. J can love,

And love as you do too; Bat ’twill not fhew well:

Or v
if it do fhew here where all Light luftres,

Tinfel afiFe&ions make a glorious glift’ring,

*Twilt halt i’th’ handfom way. Duke. Arc ye Co cunnin g?
Do# think { love not truly? Alin

.

No, ye cannot,
You never travcli’d that way yet: Pray pardon me,
I prate fo boldly to you. Duke. There’s no harm done

:

But what’s your rcafon, Sweet? Alin. I wou’d tell your GracCj
But happily——* Duke

.

It fiiall be plcafing to me.
Alin . I fliou’d love you again, and then y©u wou’d hate me,

With all my fcrvicc I lliou’d follow ye,

And through all dangers. Duke. This wou’d more provoke mc^
More make me fee thy Worths,
More make me meet ’em.

Alin. You fiiou’d do fo, if ye did well and truly :

But though ye be a Prince, and have pow’r in ye,

Fow’r of Example too, ye have fail’d and falter’d. r

Duke. Give me Example where? Alin. You had a Miftrefs,
Oh Heav’n, fo bright, ib brave a Dame, fo lovely,

In all her Life fo true/ Duke . A Miftrefs?

Alin. That ferv’d you with that’Conftancy, that Care,
That lov’d your Will, and woo’d it too.

Duke. What Miftrefs?

Alin. That nurs’d your Honour up, held faftyour Virtue,

And when fhe kift encreas’d your Goodnefs.

Duke . And I negle&ed her?

Alin. Loft her, forfook her, wantonly flung her off.

Duke. What was h,er Name?
Alin. Her Name as lovely as her fclf, as noble,

And in it all that’s excellent. Duke. What was it ?

Alin. Her Name was Do you know her now, Sir?
Duke. Beau-defert? I do not remember .

Alin. I know you do not

,

Yet ftie has a plainer Name j Lord Archas ferviccj

Do you yet remember her? There was a Miftrefs

Fairer than Woman, far fonder to you. Sir,

Than Mothers to their firlt-born Joys: Can you Love?
Dare you profefs that truth to me a Stranger,

A thing of no regard, no Name, no Luftre, *

When your mod noble Love you have negle&ed,
A Beauty all the World w *u’d woo and honour?
Wou’d you have me credit this ? Think you can love me,

And
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And hold ye conftant, when I have read this Story ?

Is’t poflible you fliould ever favour me,

To a flight Pleafure prove a Friend, and Taft too,

When, where you were mod ty’d, moft bound to benefit,

Bound by the Chains of Honefty and Honour,
You have broke, and boldly too? I am a weak one,

Arm’d only with my Fears : I befeech your Grace
Tempt me no further. Duke. Who taught you this Lcftbn?

Aim. Woful Experience, Sir.- If you icek a fair one,

Worthy your Love, if yet you have that perfeft,

Two Daughters of his ruin’d Virtue now
Arrive at Court, excellent fair indeed, Sir,

But this will be the Plague on’t, they’re excellent honed.
Enter Olympia and Petefca privately.

Duke. I love thy Face. Alin. Upon my Life yc canns

I do not love it my felf, Sir, ’tis a lewd one,

So truly ill Art cannot mend it* but if ’cwerc handfomc,
At leaft if I thought fo, you fhou’d hear me talk, Sir,

In a new drain* and though ye are a Prince,

Make ye Petition to me too, and wait my Anfvvers *

Yet o’ my Confcicnce l fhou’d pity ye,

After fome ten years Siege. Duke., Prethee do now.
Alin. What wou’d ye do? Duke. Why I vvou’d lye with ye

Alin. I do not think ye wou’d. Duke. In troth I wou'd Wench.
Here, take this Jewel. Alin. Out upon’t, that’s feurvy.

Nay, if we do, fure we’ll do for good Fdlowfhip,

For pure Love, or nothing: Thus you ftiall be fure, Sir,

You (hall not pay too dear for’t. Duke. Sure I Cannot.

Alin. By’r Lady but ye may: When ye have found me able

To do your work well, ye may pay my Wages.
Pet. Why does your Grace ftart back?

Olym . I 1m’ feen that fhakes me:
Chills all my Blood: O where is Faith or Goodnefs?
Alinda thou art falfe, falfe, falfe thou fair one,

Wicked nefs falfe 5 and, wo is me, I fee it.

Forever falfe. Pet . I am glad’t has taken thus right. \ExeunU
Alin. I’ll go ask my Lady, Sir. Duke. What?
Alin . Whether I (hall lye with ye, erno.Tfl find her willing—

-

For look ye Sir, I have (worn, while I ana in her fervice

(’Twas a rafhOath I mudeonfefs.) Duke. Thou mock’d me.
Alin. Why, weu’d ye lye with me, if I were willing?

Wou’d you abufe my weaknefs? Duke. I would piece it,

And make it dronger. Alin. I humbly thank your Highnefs.

When you piece me, you mud piece me to my Coffin ;

When you have got my- Maiden- head, I take it,

’Tis not an Inch of an Apes Tail will redore it.
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1 love ye, and I Honour ye, but this way
I’ll neither love nor ferve ye.

Heav’n change your Mind, Sir.

Duke. And thine toor

For it mull be chang’d, it ihall be.

SCENE IV.

Enter Boroskie, Burris, Theodore, Viola, and Honora.
Bor. They are goodly Gentlewomen. Bur. They are*

Wondrous fvveet Women both.

The. Does your Lordfhip like ’em?
They are my Sifters, Sir* good lufty Laffes,

They’ll do their Labour well, I warrant ye,

You’ll find no Bed-ftraw here, Sir.

Hon. Thank ye, Brother.

The. This is not To ftrongly built: But ftie is good mettle,

Of a good ftirring drain too: She goes tith, Sir.

Enter two Gentlemen.

Here they be, Gentlemen, muft make ye merry,
The toys you wot of. Do you like their Complexions?
They be no Moors: What think ye ofthis Hand, Gentlemen?
Here’s a white Altar for your Sacrifice?

A thoufand Kifleshere. Nay, keep off* yet, Gentlemen,
Let’s ftart firft, and have fair play : What wou’d ye give now
To turn the Globe up, and find the rich Moluccas?

To pafs the Straits? Here (do ye itch) by St. Nicholas

Here’s that will make yefcratch and claw,

Claw, my fine Gentlemen, move ye in divers forts:

Pray ye let me requeft ye, to forget

To fay your Prayers, whilft thefe are Courtiers*

Or if ye needs will think of Heav’n, let it be n© higher

Than their Eyes.

Bor

.

How will ye have ’em bellow’d Sir!

The. Ev’n how your Lordfhip pleafe,

So you do not bake ’em. Bor. Bake ’em ?

The. They are too high a Meat that way, they run to gelly.

But if you’ll have ’em for your own Diet, take my Counfel,

Stew ’em between two Feather-Beds. Bur. Pleafe you, Colonel,

To let ’em wait upon the Princefs? The. Yes, Sir,

And thank your Honour too : But then happily,

Thefe noble Gentlemen fhall have no accefs to ’em *

And to have ’em buy new Cloaths, ftudy new Faces,

And keep a ftinking ftir with- themfelves for nothing,
’Twill not be well 1

’ faith: They have kept their Bodies,

And been at charge for Baths: Do you fee that- Shirt there ?

Weigh
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Weigh but the moral meaning, ’twill be grievous:

Alas, l brought ’em to delight thefe Gentlemen,
I weigh their wants by mine; I brought ’em wholcfome,
Wholefome, and young, my Lord, and two fuch Bleffings

They will not light upon again in ten Years.

Bor . ’Tis fit they wait upon her. The. They are fit for any thing

They’ll wait upon a Man, they are not Bafliful,

Carry his Cloak, or unty his Points, or any thing,

Drink drunk, and take Tobacco; the familiar’ ft Fools—
This Wench will leap over Stools too, and found a Trumpet,
Wraftle, and pitch the Bar; they arc finely brought up.

Bor . Ladies, ye are bound to your Brother,

And have much caufe to thank him :

I’ll eafe ye of this Charge, and to the Princels,

So pleafe you, I’ll attend ’em;

The. Thank your Lordfhip .

If there be e’er a private Corner as ye go, Sir,

A foolifh Lobby out o’ th’ way, make Danger,

Try what they are, try—— » —
Bor. Ye are a merry Gentleman.
The. I wou’d fain be your Honour’s Kinfman.
Bor. Ye are too curd, Sir.

The. Farewcl Wenches, keep clofe your Ports, y’ are wafhtelle.

Hon . Brother, beftow your Fears where they are needful.

[Exe. Borof. Hon. Vio.
The. Honor thy Name is, and I hope thy Nature.

Go after Gentlemen, go, get a fnatch if you can,

Yond’ old Erra Pater will never pleafe ’em.

Alas I brought ’em for you, but fee the luck on’t,

I fwearl meant as honeftly toward ye—-

Nay do not cry, good Gentlemen : A little Counfel

Will do no harm; They’ll walk abroad i’th Evenings,

Ye may fu prize ’em eafily, they wear no Piftols,

Set down your Minds in Metre, flowing Metre,
And get fome good old Linnen-Woman to deliver it,"

That has the trick on’t; You cannos fail;

Farewel Gentlemen.
[[Exeunt Gent,

Bur. You have frighted off thefe Flefh-flies.

The . Flefh- flies indeed, my Lord.
Enter Servant.

And it mu ft be very (linking Flcffi they will not feize on.

Ser. Your Lordfhip bid me bring this Casket.

Bur. Yes; Good Colonel,

Commend me to your worthy Father, and as a pledge
He ever holds my Love, and Service to him,
Deliver him this poor, but hearty Token,
And where I may be his The, Ye are too Noble;'

F z A
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\ Wonder here my Lord, that dare be honeft,

When all Men hold it vitious : I fhall deliver it,

\nd with it your moll noble Love. Your Servant. [Ex

.

Bur.
Were there but two more fuch at Court, ’twere Sainted}

fhis will buy Brawn this Chriftmas yet, and Mufcadme; [Exit.

SCENE V.

E;i ter Ancient, crying Brooms
,
and after him federally

, four Soldiers?

crying other Things. Boroskie and Gentlemen over the Stage
,

ob~

ferv'mg them .

I. SONG.
Anc. Broom, Broom

, the homy Broom
Come buy my Birchen Broom

,

B th ’ Wars we have no more room.

Buy all my bonny Broom .

Fur a Kifs take two }

If thofe will not do.

For a littk, little Pleafiure

,

Take all my whole Treafure:

If aH thefe will net do't.

Take the Broom*man to boot.

Broom, Broom
,

the bonny Broom

.

II. SON G.

i Sol. The Wars are done and gene.

And Soldiirs now neglefted, Pedlers are
,

Come Maidens, come along.

For I can floow you handfome, handfome Ware
Powder s for, for the Head,

And drinks for your Bed,

To make )e Blithe and Bonny.

As well in the Night we Soldiers canfight?

And fileafie a young Wench as any .

z /Sol. I have fine Potato's,

# Rifts Potato's.

III. SONG.
3 Sol. Will ye buy any Honefly, come away,

I fell it openly by Day,
I bring no forced Light

,
nor no Candle.

To cozen ye , come buy and handle

:

7 his will Jhew the great Man good

,

The Trs.dcfman where he /wears and lyes.

Each
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Each Lady of a noble Bloody

The City Dame to rule her Eyes:

2e are rich Men now : come buy
,
and then

I'll make ye richer
, honefl Men.

IV. SONG.
4 Sol. Have ye any crackt Maiden-heads

,
to new Leach or Mend?

Have ye any old Maiden-heads
,

to fell er to change ?

jBring 'em to me, with a little pretty gin,

Vll clout 'em. I'll mend 'em. I'll knock in a Fin,

Shall make 'em as good Maids again.

As ever they have been

.

Bor. What means all this, why do y’ fell Brooms Ancient ?

Is it in wantonnels
,
or want? Anc . The only Reafon is,

To fiveep your Lordiliip’s Confcience: Here’s one for the nonce.

Gape Sir, you have fwallow’d many a goodlier Matter

The only calling for a crazie Confcience.

3
Sol. Will your Lordihip buy any Honefty? ’twill be worth your

Bor. How is this? (Many.

3 Sol. Honelly my Lord \ ’tis here in a quill.

Anc. Take heed you open is not, for ’tis fo fubtile.

The leaft puff of Wind will blow it out o’th’ Kingdom.
z Sol W ill your Lordfhip pleafe to tafte a fine Potato ?

’Twill advance your wither’d State,

Anc. Fill your Honour full of noble Itches,

And make Jack dance in your Lordfhip’s Breeches.

i Sol. Ifyour Daughters on their Beds,

Have bow'd
,

or crackt their Maidenheads',

If in a Coach with too much Tumbling,

They chance to cry, fie, fo, what Fumbling %

If her Foot flip, and down fall Jhe

,

And break her Leg above the Knee,

The one and thirtieth of February let this beta'en,

And they jhall be arrant Maids again.

Bor. Ye are brave Soldiers 5 keep your wantonnefs,

A Winter will come on to fhake this wiifulnefs.

Difport your felves, and when you want yourMony-——

—

fExit

Anc. Broom, Broom, &c, [Exeunt finging

S C E N E Vi.

Enter Alinda, Honora, and Viola.

Alin. You mull not be fo fearful, little one,

Nor Lady you fo fad, you will ne’er make Courtiers
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With thefe dull fallen Thoughts $ this Place is Pleafare,

Preferv’d to that ufe, fa inhabited *

And chofe that live here, live delightful, joyful:

Thefe are the Gardens of Adonis, Ladies,

Where all Sweets to their free and noble ufes,

Grow ever young and courted. Hon. Blefs me Heav’n,
Can things of her Years arrive at thefe Rudiments ?

By your leave fair Gentlewoman, how long have you been here?
Alin. Faith much about a 'Week.
Hon. You have ftudied hard,

And by my Faith arriv’d at a great Knowledge.
Vio . Were not you bafhfulac firft?

Alin. Ay, ay, for an hour or two;
But when i faw People laugh’d at me for it,

And thought it a dull Breeding-

Hon. You are govern’d here then

Much after the Mens Opinions. Alin

.

Ever, Lady.
Hon. And what they think is honourable-~
Alin. Moft precifely.

We follow with all Faith.

Hon. A goodly Catechifm.

Vio. But baftiful for an Hour or two?
Alin. Faith to fay rrue,

I do not think I was fa long: For look ye,
5Tis to no end here, put on what ihape ye will,

And four your felf with ne’er fa much Aufterity,

You ihall be courted in the fame, and won too,

’Tis but fame two hours more* and fa much time loft.

Which we hold precious here: In fa much time now
As I have told you this, you may lofe a Servant,

Your Age, nor all your Art, can e’er recover;

Catch me Occafion as fhe comes, hold fit ft there,

Till what you do affeft is ripen’d to ye.

Has the Duke feen ye yet? Hon. What if he have not?

Alin. Yo do your Beauties too much wrong, appearing

So full of Sweetnefs, Newnels j fet fa richly.

As if a Counfel beyond Nature fram’d ye.

Hon. If we were thus, fay Heav’n had giv’n thefe Blcflings,

Muft we turn thefe to fin Oblations?

Alin. How fooliihly this Country way fhews in ye ?

How full of flegm ? Do you come here t© pray, Ladies ?

You had beft cry, Stand away, let me alone Gentlemen,

I’ll tell my Father elfe. Vio. This Woman’s naught fare,

A very naughty Woman. Hon. Come, fay on Friend,

I’ll be inftru&ed by ye. Alin. You’ll thank me for’t.

Hon. Either I or the Devil fiiall: The Duke you werefpcaking ®?.

Alin.
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AUn. ’Tis we]] remembred : Yes Jet him firft fee you,

Appear not openly rill he has view’d ye.

Hon . He’s a very noble Prince, they fay.

Alin O wondrous Gracious*

And as you may deliver your feIf at the firft Viewing,

For look ye, you muft bear your felf* but take heed

It be fo fcafon’d with a fweet Humility,

And grac’d with fuch a Bounty in your Beauty —"

Hon. But- I hope he will offer me no ill? Alin

.

No, no:
’Tis like he will kite ye, and play with ye,

Hon. Play with me, how?
Alin. Why, good Lord, that you are fuch a Fool now!

No harm affure your fclf. Fio. Will he play with me too?
Alin . Look Babies in your Eyes, my pretty fweet one;

There’s a fine (port: Do you know your Lodgings yet?

Hon. I hear of none. * Alin. I do then, they are handfome,
Convenient for Accefs. Fio. Accefs?

Alin. Yes, little one,

.

For Vifitation of thofe Friends and Servants,

Your Beauties fhall make choice of: Friends and Vifits:

Do not you know thofe ufes? Alas poor Novice?
There’s a clofe Couch or two, handfomely plac’d too.

Fio. What are thofe for, I pray you? {'to lie upon,
Alin. Who would be troubled with fuch raw things? They are

And your Love by ye* and difcourfe, and toy in.

Vio . Alas I have no Love. Alin. You muft by any means:
You’ll have a hundred, fear not. Fio. Honcfty keep me;
What fhall I do with all thofe? Alin. You’ll find ufes;

Ye are ignorant yet, let time work* you muft learn too.

To lye handfomely in your Bed a Mornings, neatly dreft

In a moft curious Waftcoat, to fet ye offwell,

Play with your Bracelets, ling : You muft learn to rhime too.

And riddle neatly * ftudy the hardeft Language,
And ’tis no matter whether it be fenfc, or no,

So it go feemly off. Be fure ye profit

In kifiing, killing fwectly: There lies a main Point,

A Key that opens 'to all praclick Pleafure*

Til help ye to a Friend of mine fhall teach ye.

And fuddenly : Your Country way isfulfome.

Hon. Have ye Schools for all thefe Myfteries? Alin. O yes,

And feveral hours prefix’d to ftudy in:

Ye may have Kabnders to know the good hour*

And when to take a Jewel: For the ill too,

When to refufe, with Gbfervations on ’em*
Under what Sign ’tis beft meeting in an Arbor,

And in what Bow’r, and hour it works >
a thouland.

When
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When hi a Coieli, when in a private Lodging,

With all their Virtues. Hon. Have ye ftudied thefe?

How beaftly they become your Youth ? how bawdily?

A Woman of your Tendernefs, a Teacher,

Teacher of thefe lewd Arts? of your full Beauty ?

A Man made up in Luft wou’d loath this in ye

:

The ranked Leacher, hate fuch Impudence.

They fay the Devil can aflame Heav’ns Brightnefs,

And fo appear to tempt us : Sure thou art no Woman.
Alin. I Joy to find ye thus. Hon. Thou haft no tendernefs,

No relu&arion in thy Heart: ’Tis mifehief.

Alin. All’s one for that 5 read thefe and then be fatisfied,

A few more private Rules I have gather’d for ye.

Read ’em, and well obferve ’em; fo I leave ye. [Ext,.

Vio,

.

A wondrous wicked Woman: Shame go with thee.

Hon. What new Pandora's Box is this? I’ll fee it.

Though prefently l tear it. Read thine, Viola
,

7
gFis in our own Wills to believe and follow.

Worthy Honora, as you, have begun

In Virtue's fpotlefs School, fo forward run :

Purfue that Noblenefs, and chafe Defirt

Ton ever had) burn in that holy Fire j

And a white Martyr to fair Memory
Give up your Name

,
unfaird of Infamy .

How’s this? Read yours out Sifter : this amazes me.

Vio. Fear not) thou yet unblafed Violet,

Nor let my wanton Words a Doubt beget
,

Live in that Peace and Sweetnejs of thy Bud

,

Remember whofe thou art,
and grow fill good

.

Remember what thou art,
andfland a Story

Fitfor thy noble Sex, and thine own Glory.

Hon. I know not what to think. Vio. Sure a good Woman,
An excellent Woman, Sifter. Hon. It confounds me*
Let ’em ufe all their Arts, if thefe be their Ends,

The Court I fay breeds the beft Foes and Friends.

Come let’s be honeft Wench, and do our beft Service.

Vio. A mod excellent Woman, I will love her. \ExeunU
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A C T IV. S C E N E I.

Enter Olympia with a Casket
,
and Alinda.

Alin. iTAdatu, the Duke has fent for the two Ladies. (him.

jLVJL Olym . I prethee go: I know thy Thoughts ^are with
Go, go Alinda ,

do not mock me more.

I have found thy Heatt, Wench, do not wrong thy Miftrefs,

Thy too much loving Miftreft : Do not abufe her.

Alin. By your own fair Hands I underftand ye not.

Olym . By thy own fair Eyes I underftand thee too much.
Too far, and built a Faith there thou haft ruin’d.

Go, and enjoy thy Wifli, thy Youth, thy Pleafure,

Enjoy the Greatnefs no doubt he has promis’d,

Enjoy the Service of all Eyes that fee thee,

The Glory thou haft aim’d at, and the Triumph :

Only this laft Love I ask, forget thy Miftrefs.

Alin. Oh, who has wrong’d me? who has ruin’d me?
Poor wretched Girl, what Poyfon is flung on thee ?

Excellent Virtue, from whence flows this Anger ?

Olym. Go, ask my Brother, ask the Faith thou gav’ft me.
Ask all my Favours to thee, ask my Love,

Laft, thy forgetfulnefs of good : Then flye me,
For we muft part, Alinda. Alin. You are weary of me j

I muft confefs, I was never worth your Service,

Your bounteous Favours lefsj but that my Duty,
My ready Will, and all I had to ferveye

0 Heav’n thou know’ft my Honefty. Olym. No more :

Take heed, Heav’n has a Juftice : Take this Ring with ye,

This doting Spell you gave me: Too well, Alinda,

Thou knew’ft the Virtue in’t > too well I feel it:

Nay keep that too, it may fometimes remember ye.

When you are willing to forget who gave it,

And to what virtuous end. Alin. Muft I go from ye?

Of all the Sorrows Sorrow has Mnuft I part with ye?
Part with my noble Miftrefs? Olym. Or I with thee, Wench."

Alin. And part ftain’d with Opinion? Farewel Lady,
Happy and blefled Lady, Goodnefs keep ye.

Thus your poor Servant, full of Grief, turns from ye.

For ever full of Grief, for ever from ye.

1 have no Being now, no Friends, no Country,

I wander Heav’n knows whither, Hcav’n knows how/
No Life, now you are loft : Only mine Innocence,

That little left me of my felf, goes with me,
O. That’s
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That's all my Bread and Comfort. I confefs, Madam*
Ihe Duke hasofrea courted me.

Clym, And pour’d his Soul into thee, won thee.

jilin. Do you think fo ?

Weil, Time that told this Tale, will tell my Truthstoo,
And fay ye had a faithful, hone 11 Servant:

The buiinefs of ray Life is now to pray for yc,

Pray for your virtuous Loves > Pray for your Children,

When Heav’n fhall make ye happy Olyrn. How fhe wounds me!
Either 1 am undone, or (lie muft go; Take thefe with ye,

Some Toys may do you Service j and this Mony*
And when ye want, l love ye not fo poorly.

Not yet Alinda^ that I wou’d fee ye perifh.

Prithee be good, and let me hear : Look on me,
1 love thefe Eyes yet dearly 5 I have kifs’d thee,

And now I’ll do’t again: Farewel Alinda,

1 am too full to fpeak more, and too wretched.. [Etiit.

Alin< You have my Faith, and all the World my Fortune. [£#

,

S CENE 1L

Enter Theodore,

Vth*. I wou’d fain hear

What becomes of thefe two Wenches*

And if I can, I will do ’em good.

Enter Gentleman pafling over the Stage

.

Do you hear, my honeft Friend?

He knows no fuch-Name:< fWhat a world of Bufinefs,

Which by Interpretation are mere Nothings,

Thefe things have here? Mate now I think on’t better,

l w jfh<. he be not fent for one of them

To forae of thefe By-lodgings : Methought I faw

A kind of reference in his Face to Bawd’ry.

Enter Gentleman,
with a Gentlewoman

, faffing over the Stage,

Pic has her, but ’tis none of them : Hold faft Thief:

An excellent touting Knave. Miftrcfs

You are to fuffer your Penance fomc half hour hence now.

How far a fine Court Cuftard with Plums in it

Will prevail- with one or' thefe waiting Gentlewomen,

They are taken with thefe foluble things exceedingly *.

This is fomc Yeoman o’ th’ Bottles now that has fent for hexy

That flie calls Father: Now wo to this Ale Ineencc.

By your leave Sir.

EnUr a Servant;

Ser. Well Sir 5
what’s your pleafure with me?

The. You do not know the way to the Maids Lodgings?

Ser. Yes indeed do I Sir. Ihe. But you will not tell me?
Ser. i
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[ Exit'Ser. No indeed will not F, bccaufe you doubt it.

Enter fecond Servant.

7he. Thefe are fine Gim-cracks ; Hey, here conies another.

A Flagon full of 'Vine in’s Hand, I take it.

Well met my Friend, is that Wine ?

2 Ser. Yes indeed is it. The, Faith I’ll Drink on’t then.

2 Ser. Ye may, becaufe ye have fworn, Sir.

The. ’Tis very good, I’ll drink a great deal now, Sir.

2 Ser. I cannot help it, Sir. 7 he. I’ll drink more yet

2 Ser. ’Tis in your Hands.
7he There’s your Pot, l thank ye.

Pray let me drink again.

2 Ser. Faith but ye fhall not.

Now have I fworn, I take it. Fare ye well, Sir. [Exit.
Enter Lady.

The. This is the fined place to live in I e’er enter’d.

Here comes a Gentlewoman, and alone $ I’ll to her.

Madam, my Lord my Madeiv Lady. Who’s your Lord, Sir?
7be. The Lord Boreskie, Lady. Lady . Pray cxcufe me

:

Here’s fomething for your pains: Within this hour, Sir,

One of thefe choice young Ladies fhall attend him :

Pray let it be in that Chamber juts out to the Warcr $

’Tis private and covenicnt: Do ray humble Service

To my honourable good Lord, I befeech ye Sir j

If it pleafe you to vifit a poor Lady
You carry the ’haviour of a noble Gentleman.

7he. I fhall be bold. Lady. ’Tis a* good aptnefs in yc;

I lie here m the Wood-yard, the blue Lodgings, Sir*

They call me merrily the Lady ofthe— Sirs

A little I know what belongs to a Gentleman,
And if you pleafe take the pains; [Exit*

The. Dear Lady, take the pains?

Why a Horfe wou’d not take the pains that thou requir’d now,
To cleave old Crab-tree. One of the choice young Ladies?
I wou’d I had let this Bawd go, fhe has frighted me 5

I am cruelly affraid of one of my Tribe now*
'

But if they will do, the Devil cannot flop ’em.

Why fhou’d he have a young Lady? Are Women now
O’ th’ Nature of Bottles, to be dope with Corks?
O the thoufand little furies that fly here now?
How now Captain ?

Enter Putskie.

Putf. I come to feek you out. Sir,

And all the Town I have travelPd.

7be. What’s the News, Man?
Pat/, That that concerns us ail, and very, nearly*

G & Tne
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The Duke this Night holds a Feaft at Court,

To* which he bids for Gueils all his old Counfellors,

And all his Favourites: Your Father’s fent for.

The. Why he is neither in Council, nor in Favour:

Putf. That’s it; Have an Eye now', or never, and a quick one.

An Eye that mull not wink from good Intelligence.

I heaid a Bird fing, they mean him no good Office.

Enter Ancient.

'The. Art fare he fups here? Putf. Sure as ’tis Day.
The

.

’Tis like then.

How now, where haft thou been. Ancient ?

Anc . Meafuring the City :

1 have l£ft my Brooms at Gate here;

By this time the Porter has Hole ’em to fweep out Rafcals.

The . Brooms?
Anc. I have been crying Brooms all the Town over,

And fuch a Mart I have made, there’s no Trade near it.

O the young handlome Wenches, how they twitter’d,

When they but faw me (hake my ware, and fing too 5

Come hither Mailer Broom-man I befeech ye:

Good Mailer Broom-man hither, cries another.

The. Thou art a mad Fellow.

Anc. They are all as mad as I: They all have Trades now?
And roar about the Streets like Bull-Beggars.

The. What Company of Soldiers are they?

Anc. By this means I have gather’d

Above a thoufand tall and hardy Soldiers,

If need be, Colonel. The. That need’s come, Ancient,

And ’twas difcreetly done. Go, draw ’em pr.efently,

But without fufpicion: This Night we jfhall need ’em*

Let ’em be near the Court, let Putskie guide ’em j

And wait me for occafion : Here I’ll Hay flill.

Putf. If it fall out, we are ready > if not, wc are fcatter’d ;

I’ll wait ye at an Inch; The. Do, Farewel. [Exeunt.

SCENE III,

Enter Duke
,
and Boroskie.

Duke. Are the Soldiers flill fo mutinous? Bor. More than ever^ *

No Law nor Juftice frights ’em; All the Town over

They play new Pranks and Gambols : No Man’s Perfon,

Of what degree foever, free from Abufcs:

And duril they do this, (let your Grace confider)

Thefe monftrous, moil offenfive things, thefe Villanie?,

If not fet on, and fed? If not by one

They



55The Loyal SuhjeEf.

They honour more than you ? And more aw’d by him?

Duke. Happily their own Wants. Bor . I offer to fupply ’em,

And every hour make tender of their Monies.

They fcorn it, laugh at me that offer it

:

I fear the next Device will be my Life, Sir 5

And willingly I’ll give it, fo they flay there.

Duke. Do you think Lord Archas f>rivy ?

Bor. More than Thought,

I know it Sir, I know they durft not do

Thefe violent rude things, abufe the State thus,

But that they have a hope by his Ambitions

Duke. Go more: He’s fent for? Bor . Yes, and will be here fure.

Duke . Let me talk further with you anon. Bor . I’fl'wait, Sir.

Duke. Did you fpeak to the Ladies?

Bor. They’ll attend your Grace prefently.

Duke. How do you like ’em ?

Bor. My Eyes are too dull Judges.

They wait here, Sir. [Exit\

Enter Honora, and Viola,

Duke. Be you gone then. Come in. Ladies,

Welcome toth’ Court fweet Beauties > now the Court fhines,

‘When fuch true Beams of Beauty ttrike amonglt us;

Welcome, welcome, ev’nasyour own Joys welcome.
How do you like the Court? How feems it to you?
Is’t noc a Place created for all Sweetnefs?

Why were you made fuch Strangers to this Happinefs ?

Barr’d the Delights this holds? The rich eft Jewels
Set ne’er fo well, if then not worn to wonder.
By judging Eyes not fet off, lofe their Luftre:

Your Country Shades are faint > blatters of Beauty:
The Manners, like the Place, obfeure and heavy 3

The Rofe-buds of the Beauties turn to Cankers,

Eaten with inward Thoughts > while there ye wander.
Her? Ladies, here, you were not made for Cloifters,

Here is the Sphere you move in: Here fhine nobly,

And by your powerful Influence command all.

What a fweet Modefby dwells round about ’em.

And like a nipping Morn pulls their Blcffoms ?

Hon. Your Grace fpeaks cunningly, you do not this,

I hope, Sir,* to betray us 3 we are poor Triumphs 3

Nor can our Lois of Honour add to you, Sir:

Great Men, and great Thoughts, leek things great ar.d worthy.
Subjects to make ’em live, and not to lofe ’em 3

Conquetts fo nobly won. can never perilh*

We are two Ample Maids, untutor’d hcie, Sir 5

Two fconeft Maids, is that a fin at Com t, Sir?
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Our breeding is Ob’dience, but to good things,

To virtuous nnd to fair: What wou’d you win on u's?W hy do I ask that Queftion, when I have found ye? .}

Your Preamble has pour’d your Heart out to us;

You would difhonour us; which in your Tranflation

Here at the Court reads thus,, your Grace wou’d love .us*

Molt dearly love tis : Stick us^ipfor Miftrefies:

Malt certain, there are thoufands of our Sex, Sir,

That wou’d be glad of this, and handfomc Women,
And crowd into this favour, fair young Women,
Excellent Beauties, Sir: When ye have enjoy’d ’em,

And i'ucktthofc Sweets they have, what Saints are thefe then?

What -wcrfiiip have they won? what Name? you guefs, Sir;

What Story added to their Time, a fweet one?
Duke. A brave fpirited W-ench. Hm. I’ll tell your Grace*

And tell ye true ; Ye are deceiv’d in us two.
Extremely cozen’d. Sir: And yet in my Eye
Y$u arc the handfom’it Man 1 ever look’d on,

The goodliert: Gentleman; take that hope with ye;

And were I fit to be your Wife (fo. much l honour ye)

Trull me I would fcratch for ye but I wou’d have ye.

wou’d woo you then.

Duke. She amaze^me : But how I am deceiv’d ?

Hon. O we are too honefl,

Believe it, Sir, too honefl, far too honeft.

The way that you propound too ignorant,

And there’s no medling with, us ; for we are Fools too,

Obllinate, petviih Fools: If! would be ill,

And had a Wanton’s itch, to.kick.my Heels up,

T wou’d not leap into th’ Sun, and do’t there,

That all the World might fee me : An obfeure Shade, Sft,

Dark as the Deed, there is no milling Light with it,

Nor that that’s lighter far, vain-glorious Greatnefs.

Duke. You will love me as your Friend?

Hen. I will honour ye,

As, your poor humble Handmaid lerve, and pray for ye.

Uuke. What fays my little one; you arc not fo obllinate?

Lord how Ihe blulhes : Here are truly fair Souls.

Come, you will be my Love? Vio. Good Sir be good to me,

Sadecd I’ll do the belt 1 can to pleafe ye;

1 do befeech your Grace: Alas 1 fear yc.

Duke. What fhoud’fl thou fear ? Hon. Fie Sir, this is not noble*

Duke. Why do I (land intreating, where my Pow’r

Hon. You have no Pow’r, at leaft you ought to have none

In bad nnd beaftly things: Arm’d thus, I’ll dye here,

Before file fuffer wrong. Duke . Another Archasi

Hon. His Child, Sir, and his Spirit,

Duke,
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Duke. I’lt deal with you then.

For here’s the Honour to be won : Sic down. Sweet,
Prithee Honora fit. Hon. Now ye intreat, I will. Sir.

Duke . Ido, and wrlldcferveic. Hon. That’s too much Kindnefs.

Duke . Prethee look on me. Hon. Yes: I love to fee ye,

And cou’d look on an Age thus, and admire yc:

While ye are good and temperate i dare touch ye,

*Kifs your white Hand. Duke. Why not my Lips?
Hon

.

I dare, Sir.

Duke. I do not,think ye dare. Hon I am no Coward,
Do you believe me now? or now? or now, Sir?

You make me blufh: But fure I mean no ill, Sir:

It had been fitter yeu had kifs’d me.

Duke. ThatTll do too. What haft thou wrought into me?
Hon. I hope all Goodncfs:

While ye arc thus, thus honeft, I dare do any thing;

Thus hang about your Neck, and thus doat on ye

Blefs thofe fair Lights: Hell take me if 1 durft not -

But good Sir pardon me. Sifter come hither,

Come hither, fear not, Wench: Come hither, blufh not,

Come kifs the Prince, the virtuous Prince, the good Prince;
Certain he is excellent honeft. Duke. Thou wilt make me

Hon. Sit down, and hug him fofely. Duke. Fie, Honora,

Wanton Honora ; is this the Modefty,
The noble Chaftity your Onfet fhew’d me,
At firft Charge beaten back? Away. Hon. Thank ye: ;

Upon my Knees I pray, Heav’n too may thank ye;
Ye have deceiv’d me cunningly, yet nobly;
A Scene of greater Honour you ne’er afted :

I knew Fame was a Liar, too long, and loud Tongu’d,
And now I have found it. O my. virtuous Mafter.

Vio

.

My virtuous Mafter too. Hon. Now you are thus,

What fhall become of me let Fortune caft for’t.

Enter Alinda,

Duke. I’ll be that Fortune, if I live, Honora,

Thou haft done a Cure upon me, Counfel cou’d not.

AYtn. Here take your Ring, Sir, and whom ye mean to ruin,

Giverit to her next

1

have paid for’t dearly.

Hon. A Ring to her? Duke. Why frowns my fair Alinda?

1 have forgot both thefe again. Alin. Stand ftill, Sir,

Ye have that violent killing fire upon ye,

Confumes all Honour, Credit, Faith. Hon. How’s this?

Alin. My Royal Miflrefs favour towards me.
Woe-worth ye, Sir, ye have poyfon’d, blafted.

Duke. I, Sweet?
Alin. You have taken that unmanly liberty,

Which.
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Which in a worfe Man is vain-glorious feigniug.

And kill’d my Truth.
Duke. Upon my Life *tis falfe, Wench.
Alin

.

Ladies, take heed, ye have a cunning Gamefter,
A handfame, and a high •, come ftor’d with Antidotes,

He has Infections clfe will fire your Bloods.

Duke. Prethee Alinda hear me. Alin. Words fleept in Honey,
That will fo melt into your Minds, buy Chaftity,

A thoufand way:, a thoufand knots to tye ye 5

And when he has bound ye his, a thoufand Ruins.
A poor loft Woman ye have made me.

Duke. I’ll maintain thee, and nobly too,

Alin. That Gin’s too weak to take me.
Take heed, take heed, young Ladies: Still take heed.
Take heed of Promifes, take heed of Gifts,

Of forced, feigned Sorrows, Sighs, take heed.

Duke. By all that’s mine, Alinda

Alin

.

Swear by your mifehiefs.

O whither fhali I go? Duke. Go back again.

I’ll force her to take thee, love thee.

Alin. Fare ye well, Sir,

X will not curfe ye; only this dwell with ye;

Whenever ye love, a falfe Belief light on ye. [Exit.
Hon. We’ll take eur leaves too, Sir.

Duke. Part all the World now,
Since fhe is gone. Hon. You are crooked yet, dear Mafter,
And ftill I fear [Exeunt.

Duke. I am vext, and fame fhali find it, [Exit.

SCENE IV.

Enter Arch as, and a Servant.

Arch. ’Tis ftrange

To me to fee the Court, and welcome.
0 Royal Place, how have I lov’d and ferv’d thee?
Who lies on this fide, know’ft thou?

Ser. The Lord Burris.

Arch'.! Thou haft nam’d a Gentleman I ftand much bound to*
1 think he fent the Casket, Sir? Ser. The fame, Sir.

Arch. An honeft-minded Man, a noble Courtier ;

The Duke made perfeft choice when he took him.
Go you home, I fhali hit the way
Without a Guide now.
*r

\
Y?u ™y want fomething, Sir. Arch. Only my Horfes,Which after Supper let the Groom wait with

:

I’ll have no more attendance here. ' Ser. Your will, Sir. [Exit
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Enter Theodore.

The . You are well met here, Sir. Arch. How now, Bov,
How doft thou ? The. I fhou’d ask

You that Queftion: How do you, Sir?

How do you feel your felf? Arch. Why well, and lufty.-

The . What' do you here then? Arch. Why lam fent for

To Supper with the Duke. The. Have you no Meat at home f

Or do you long to feed as hunted Deer do,

In doubt and fear ? Arch. I have an excellent Stomach,
And can 1 ufe it better than among my Friends, Boy ?

How do the Wenches? The. They do well enough, Sir,

They know the worft by this time: Pray be rul’d. Sir,

Go home again, and if ye have a Supper,

Eat it in quiet there: This is no place for ye,

Efpecially at this time, take my word for’t.

Arch. May be they’ll drink hard *

I could have drunk my {hare, Boy.

Though I am old, I will not out.

The. I hope you will.

Hark in y©ur Ear: The Court’s too quick of hearing.

sirch. Not mean me well? Thou art abus’d and cozen’d.

Away, away. The. To that end, Sir, 1 tell ye.

Away, if you love your felf. Arch. Who dare do thefe chines?
’

That ever heard of Honefty ? The. Old Gentleman,
Take a Fool’s Counfel. Arch . ’Tis a Fool’s indeed ;

A very Fool’s: Thou haft more of thefe flams in thee,

Thefe mufty doubts: Is’t fit the Duke fend for me.
And honour me to eat within his Prefence,

And I, like a tall Fellow, play at bo-peep
With his Plcafure?. The. Take heed
Of bo-peep with your Pate, your Pate, Sir,

I fpeak plain Language now. Arch\ If ’twere not here,W here Reverence bids me hold, I wou’d fo fwinge thee.

Thou rude unmanner’d Knave. Take from his Bounty,
His Honour that he gives me, to beget

Sawcy, and fullen Fears? The. You are not mad fore:

By this fair Light, I fpe dt but what is whifper’d,

And whifper’d for a Truth. Arch. A Dog: Drunken I eo :1c,'

That in their Pot fee Vifions, and turn States,

Mad-men and Children: prithee do not follow mej
I tell thee I am angry: Do not follow me.

7 he. I am as angry as you for your Heart,

Ay and as wilful too: Go, like a Woodcock,
And thruft your Neck i’ th’ Noofe. Arch . X’ji Jiill th:e.
And thou fpeak’ft but three words more.
Do not follow me,

H
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*fhe. A ftrange old foolifh Fellow

:

&nd if I do not my parr, hifs at me.

SCENE
* Enter two Servants, preparing ' a Banquet .

t Ser. Believe me, Fellow, here will be lufty drinking.

Vlany a walht Pate in Wine I warrant thee.

z Ser. I.am glad the old General’s come: Upon my Confcience
Fhat joy will make half'the 1 'Court drunk. Hark the Trumpets,
rhey are coming on> away, z Ser. We’ll have arowfetoo. [Exe .

Enter Duke, Arenas, Burris, Boroskie, Attendants and Gentlemen.
Duke. Come feat your feives: Lord Archas fit you there.

Arch. ’Ti$ far above my Worth. Duke, i’ll have it fo:
\yc all things ready? Bor. All the Guards are fet,

fhe Court Gates are fhut. Duke. Then do as I preferib’d yc„
Be fare no further. Bor. i (hall well obferve ye.

Duke. Come bring fomt Wine* here’s to my Sifter, Gentlemen.
\ Health, and Mirth all. Arch. Pray fill it full, Sir.

Tis a high Health to Virtue: Here Lord Burris

Maiden Health: You are moft fit to pledge it,

Sfou have a Maiden Soul, and much I honour it.

'Paffion o’ me, ye are fad, Man. Duke. How now, Burris

T

Go to, no more of this. Arch. Take the rowfe freely.

Twill warm your Blood, and make ye fit for Jollity.

ITour Grace’s Pardon : When we get a Cup, Sir,

We old Men prate apace. Duke. Mirth makes a Banquet y
&s you love me no more. Bur. I thank your Graqe.

Give me it 5 Lord Boroskie. Bor. I have ill Brains, Sir.

Bur. Damnable ill, I know it. Bor. But I’ll pledge, Sir,

This virtuous Health. Bur. The more unfit for thy Mouth.
Enter two Servants with Cloaks,

Duke. Come, bring out Robes, and let my Guefts look nobly,
Fit for my Love and Prefence. Begin downward.
Off with your Cloaks, take new. Arch. Your Grace deals truly*,.

Like a munificent Prince, with your poor Subje&s.

Who we'uld not fight for you?. What cold dull Coward
Darft feek to fave his Life when you would ask it?

Begin a new Health in your new Adornments,
The Duke’s^he royal Duke’s: Ha? what have I got,

Sir? ha! the Robe of Death ? Duke. You have deferv’d it:

Arch. The Liv’ry of the Grave? Do you ftart all from me?
(Do I fmell of Earth already ? Sir, look on me,
kndlike a Man 5 is this your Entertainment ?

Do. you bid your worthieft Guefts to bloody Banquets?

I fhall hear yet,

V.

[Exit.

Enter-:



Enter a Guard.

A Guard upon me too? This is too foul Play

Boy to thy good, thine Honour * thou wretched Ruler,
Thou Son of Fools and Flatterers, Heir of Hypocrites,
Am i ferv’d in a Hearfe, that fav’d ye all?

Are ye Men or Devils ? Do ye gape upon me,
/

Wider, and fwallow all my Services?

Entomb them firf!, my Fafth next, then my Integrity,

And let thefe ftrugg^e with your mangy Minds,

Your fear’d, and feal’d up Confcienccs, till they burfL
Bor . Thefe words are Death.

Arch. No, thofe Deeds that want Rewards, Sirrah,

Thofe Battels I have fought, thofe horrid Dangers,

Leaner than Death, and wilder than Deftru&ion,

I have march’d upon, thefe honour’d Wounds, times Story,

The Blood I have loll, the Youth, the Sorrows fuffer’d,

Thefe are my Death, thefe that can ne’er be recompenc’d,
Thefe are ye fit brooding on like Toads,

Sucking from my delerts the Sweets and Savours,

And render me no pay again but Poyfons.

Bor . The proud vain Soldier thou haft fet— Arch , Thou iiefl.

Now by my little time of Life lieft bafely,

Malicioufiy, and loudly : How 1 fcorn thee

!

If I had fwell’d the Soldier, or intended

An a£t in Perfon, leaning to Dishonour,

As ye wou’d fain have forc’d me, witnefs Heav’n,

Where cleared: underftanding of all Truth is,

(For thefe are fpightful Men, and know no Piety)

When Olin came, grim Olin
,
when his Marches,

His laft Incurfions, made the City fweat,

And drove before him, as a Storm drives Hail,

Such Showers of frofted Fears, fhook all your Heart- firings >

Then, when the Volga trembled at his Terrour,

And hid his feven curl’d Heads, afraid of bruifing,

By his arm’d Horfes Hoofs, had I been falfe then.

Or blown a treacherous fire into the Soldiers, '

\

Had but onefpark of Villany liv’d within me,
Ye’ad had fome lhadow for this black about me.

Where was your Soldierfhip? Why went not you out? \

And all your right honourable Valour with ye?

Why met ye not the Tartar
,
and defy’d him?

Drew your dea^-doing Sword, and buckl’d with him?

Shot through his Squadrons like a fiery Meteor? *

And as we fee a dreadful clap of Thunder
Rend the ftiff hearted Oaks, and tofs their Roots up :

Why did not you lo charge him? Ycu were fick then,

H £ You
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You that dare taint my Credit flipt to Bed then,

Stewing and fainting with the Fears ye had,

A Whorfon fhaki g fit oppreft your Lord (hip.

Blufh Coward, Knave, and all the World hifs at thee.

Duke. Exceed not my Command. [Exit.

Bor. I (hall obferve it.

Arch. Are you gone too? Come, weep not., honeft Burnsy
Good loving Lord, no more Tears: ’Tis not his Malice,

This Fellow’s Malice, nor the Duke’s Difpleafure,

By bold bad Men-crouded into his Nature,
Can ftartle me. Fortune ne’er raz’d this Fort yet.

I am the fame, the fame Man, living, dying 5

The fame Mind to ’em both, I poize thus equal y "*]

Only the Jugling way that toll’d to it,

The Judas way, to ki fs me, bid me welcome.
And cut my Throat, alittle flicks upon me.
Farcwel, commend me to his Grace, and tell him.
The World is full of Servants, he may have many:
And fome I wi(h him honeft : He’s undone elfe

:

But fuch another doating Archas never,

So try’d and touch’d a Faith : Farewel for ever.

Bur. Be ftrong my Lord : You muft not go thus lightly.

Arch. Now whatVto do? What fays the Law unto me?
Give me my great Offence that fpeaks me Guilty.

Bor. Laying afide a thoufand petty matters,

As Scorns, and Infolencies both from your felf and FollowVs,
Which you put firft fire to, and thefc are deadly,

I come to one main Caufe, which though it carries

A ftrangenefs in the Circumftancc, it carries Death too.

Not to be pardon’d neither. Ye have done a Sacrilege.

Arch. High Heav’n defend me Man: How, how Boroskk ?

Bor. Ye have took from the Temple thofe vow’d Arms,
The holy Ornaments you hung up there,

No abfolution of your Vow, no Order
From holy Church to give ’em back unto you, :

After they were purified from War, and refted

From Blood, made clean by Ceremony: From the Altar

You fnatch’d ’em up again, again ye wore ’em,

Again you' flain’d ’em, fiain’d your Vow, the Church too, .

And rob’d it of that Right was none of yours, Sir,

For which the Law requires yeur Head* ye know it.

Arch. Thofe Arms I fought in laffc ?

Bor. The fame. Arch. God-a-mercy,
Thou haft hunted out a notable caufe to kill me:.
A fubtile one l die, for laving all you 5

Good Sir, remember, if you can, tfxe uecefiity,

Tht



The iiddennefs of time, the State all flood in;

I was ntreated to kneel'd to, and pray’d to.

The Duke himfelf, the Princes, all the Nobles,

The cries of Infants, Bed-rd Fathers, Virgins j

Prethee find out a better Caufe, a handfomcr,

This will undo thee too: People will fpit at thee.

The Devil himfelf wou’d be afham’d of this. Caufe y
Becaufe my hafte made me forget the Ceremony,
The prefent Danger ev’ry where, muft my Life fatisfie?

Bor. It mufl, and fliall. Arch . O bale ungrateful People,

Have ye no other Swords to cut my Throat with

But mine own Noblenefs? I confefs, I took ’em.

The Vow not yet abfoiv’d I hung ’em up with :

Wore ’em, fought in ’em, gilded ’em again

In the fierce Tartars Bloods j for you I took ’em.

For your peculiar Safety, Lord, for all, $
I wore ’em for my Country’s health, that groan’d then;
Took from the Temple, to preferve the Temple y

That holy Place, and all the facred Monuments,
The reverend Shrines of Saints, ador’d and honour’d,

Had been confum’d to Afhes, their own Sacrifice $

Had I been flack, or ftaid that Abfolution,

No Prieft had liv’d to give it. My own Honour,
Cure of my Country, murder me? Bor No, no, Sir,

1 fhall force that from ye, will make this Caufe light too.

Away with him: I fhall pluck down that Heart, Sir.

Arch. Break it thou may’ft * but if it bend for Pity,

Dogs and Kites eat it. Come, I am Honour’s Martyr,

SCENE VI

Enter Duke, and Burris.

Duke. Exceed my Warrant? Bur. You know he loves him not;.

Duke. He dares as well eat Death, as do it, eat Wildfire.

Through a few Fears I mean to try his Goodnefs,

That l may find him fit to wear here, Burris >

I know Boroskie hates him, to Death hates him,
I know he’s a Serpent too, a fwoln one, [Netfe~within*

But I have pull’d his Sting out. What Noife is that ? (Gates.

tfhe. within. Down with ’em, down with ’em, down with the

Sol. within. Stand, ftand, (land.

Put/, w'thin. Fire the Palace before ye.

Bu?\ Upon my Life the Soldier, Sir, the Soldier,

A miferable time is come.
Enter Gentleman,

Gent, Oh fare him.
Upon



Upon my Knees, my Heart’s Knees, fave Lord Archas
,

We are undone elfe. Duke. Dares he touch his Body?
G/nt. He racks him fearfully, moil fearfully. Duke. Away Bum's,

Take Men and take him from him, clap him up,

And if I live, i’ll find a ftrangc Dearhfor him. [Ex. Bur
Are the Soldiers broke in? Gent. By this time fure they are, Sir,

They beat the Gates extreamly, beat the People.

Duke. Get me a Guard about me * make fure the Lodgings,
And fpeak the Soldiers fair. Gent. Pray Heav’n that take, Sir. [Exe.

Enter Putskic, Ancient
,
and Soldiers

, with torches. \

Putf Give us the General, we’ll fire the Court elfe,

Render him fafe and well. Anc. Do not fire the Cellar, * (then,

There’s excellent Wine in’t, Captain, and though it be cold Wea-
I do not love it mull’d j bring out the General,

We’ll light ye fuch a Bone-fire elfe : Where are ye?
Speak, or we’ll tofs your Turrets} peep out of your Hives,
We’ll fmoke ye elfe: is not that a Nofe there?

Put out that "Nofe again, and if thou dar’fi

But blow it before us : Now he creeps out on’s Burrough.
Enter Gentleman .

Putf. Give us the General.

Gent. Yes, Gentlemen j or any thing ye can defire.

Anc . You Musk-cat.

Cordevant-skin, we will not take your Anfwer.

Putf Where is the Duke? Speak fuddenly, and fend him hither,

Anc. Or we’ll fo fry your Buttocks.

Gent. Good fweet Gentlemen
Anc. We are neither good nor fweet, we are Soldiers,

And you Mifcreants that abufe the General.

Give fire my Boys,
r

tis a dark Evening,
Let’s light ’em to their Lodgings.

Enter Olympia, Honora, Viola, Theodore, and Women:
Hon. Good Brother be not fierce.

the. I will not hurt her 5 fear not, fweet Lady.
, Olym. Nay, do what you pleafe, Sir,

I have a Sorrow that exceeds all yours.

And more contemns all Danger.
Enter Duke

,
above .

' The. Where is the Duke?
Duke. He’s here* what wou’d ye Soldiers ? Wherefore troop ye

Like mutinous Mad-mcn thus? the. Give me my Father.
PutP Anc. Give us our General, the. Set him here before us,

Ye fee the Pledge we have got* ye fee the Torches*
All fhall to Aihes, as I live, immediately, .

A thoufand Lives for one. Duke. But hear me?
Putf No, we come not to Difpute,

Enter
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Enter Archas, and Burris.’

ihs. By Heav’n I fvvear he’s rackt and whipt.

Hon. Oh my poor Father/ Putf. Burn, kill and burn.

Arch Hold, hold, I fay; Hold Soldiers,

On your Allegiance hold.

s
The. We mulVnot. Arch. Hold:

I {wear by Heav’n he is a barbarous Traitor flirs firll,

A Villain, and a Stranger to Obedience,

Never my Soldier more, nor Friend to Honour,

Why did you ufe your old Man thus? Thus cruelly .

Torture his poor weak Body ? I ever lov’d ye.

Duke. Forget in me thefe wrongs, moll noble Archas.

Arch. I have balm enough for all my hurts: Weep no more, Siry

A fatisfa&ion for a thoufand Sorrows,

I do believe you innocent, a good Man,
And Heav’n forgive that naughty thing that wrong’d me.

Why look ye wild, my Friends? Why flare ye on me?
I charge ye, as ye are Men, my Men, my Lovers,

As ye are honefl faithful Men, fair Soldiers,

Let down your Anger: Is not this our Soveraign?

The Head of Mercy, and of Law? Who dares then*, *

But Rebels, fcorning Law, appear thus violent?

Is this a place for Swords? For threatning Fires?

The Reverence of this Houfe dares any touch.

But with obedient Knees, and pious Duties?

Are we not all his Subjects ? All fworn to him ?

Has not he pow’r to punifh our Offences? .

And do we not daily fall into them ? Aflure your felves

I did offend, and highly, grievoudy,

This good, fweet Prince I offended, mylLife forfeited^

Which yet his Mercy, and his old Love met with,

And onlv let me feel his light Rod this way

:

Ye are to thank him for your Genera],

Pray for his Life and Fortune * fwear your Bloods for him*

Ye are Offenders too, daily Offenders,

, Proud Infolencies dwell in your Hearts, and ye do ’em,

|Do ’em againfl his Peace, his Law, his Perfon*

Ye fee he only Sorrows for your Sins,

And where his Pow’r might perfecute, forgives ye:

For fhame put up your Swords, for Honefly, ^

For Orders fake, and whofe ye are, my Soldiers

Be not fo rude.

,
The. They have drawn Blood from you, Sir.

Arch. That was the Blood rebell’d, the naughty Blood,

The proud provoking. Blood* ’tis well ’tis out, Boy j

Give you Example firfl, draw out, and orderly,

BH - \ TEnk
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Hon> Good Brother, do.

Arch. Honed: and high Example,

As thou wilt have my Blefling follow thee,

Inherit all mine Honours: Thank ye !Theodore,

My worthy Son.

Ahe. If harm come, thank your felf, Sh*,

I mull obey ye. [Exit,

Arch

.

Captain, you know the way now

:

A good Man, and a Valiant, you were ever,

Inclin’d to honed; things 5 I thank ye, Captain jjE*. SoL

Soldiers, I thank ye all: And love me (till,

But do not love me fo you lofe Allegiance,

Love that above your Lives: Once more I thank ye.

Duke. Bring him to Reft, arid let our Cares wait on him*
Thou excellent old Man, thou top of Honour,
Where Juftice and Obedience only build,

Thou flock. of Virtue, how am I bound to love thee! ^ '

In all thy noble ways to follow thee

!

Bur. Remember him that vext him, Sir. Duke . Remember?
When I forget that Villain, and to pay him
For ail his Mifchiefs, may all good Thoughts forget me.

Arch. I am very fore.

Duke. Bring him to Bed with eafe, Gendemen,
For every St 1 ipe I’ll drop a Tear to waih ’em,

And in my fad Repentance— - Arch. ’Tis too much,
I have a Life yet left to gain that Love, Sir. [Exeunt.

ACT V. SCENE I.

Enter Duke,
Burris, and Gentlemen.

dDuke. TIOW does Lord Archas ?

£l Bur. But weak, and’rpleafe ye;
Yet all the helps that Art can, are applied to him;
His Heart’s untoucht, and whole yet; and no doubt, Sir,

His Mind being found, his Body foon will follow.

Duke. O that bafe Knave that wrong’d him, without leave

But I fhali find an hour to give him Thanks fork 5

He’s faft, I hope.

Bur. As faft as Irons can keep him:
But the moft fearful Wretch—- -

Duke. He has a Confcience,

A cruel flinging one 1 warrant him,
A hoaden one: But what news of the SoV ier>

I did not like their parting, ’twas too iullen>

tOOv
'
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Bur. That they keep ftill, and I fear a worfc Clap;
They are drawn out of the Town, and ftand in Counfels,
Hatching unquiet Thoughts, and cruel Purpofcs;
I went my felf unto ’em, talkt with the Captains,
Whom I found fraught with nothing but loud Murmur^
And defperate Curfes, founding thefc Words often,
Like Trumpets to their Angers. We are ruin’d.

Our Services turn’d to Difgraces, Mifchiefs;

Our brave old General, like one had pilfer’d,

Tortur’d, and whipt : The Colonel’s Eyes, like Torches,
Blaze every where, and flight fair Peace,

Gent . Yet worfc, Sir i

The News is currant now, they mean to leave ye.

Leave their Allegiance; and under Olin'% Charge,
The Bloody Enemy, march ftraight againft ye.

Bur

.

I have heard this too, Sir.

Duke . This muft be prevented,

And fuddenly, and warily.

Bur . ’Tis time, Sir; .

But what to minifter, or how?
Duke

.

Go in with me,
And there we’ll think upon’t : Such Blows as thefc

Equal Defences ask, elfe they difpleafe. T [Exeunh

SCENE II.

Enter Petefca, and Gentlewoman.

Pet. Lord, what a coil has here been with thefc Soldiers!

They are cruel Fellows.

Worn. And yet methought wc found ’em
Handfome enough ; I’ll tell thee true, Petefca,

I lookt for other manner of dealings from ’em,

And had prepar’d my felf: But where’s my Lady/
Pet . In her old Dumps within: Monftrous melancholy;

Sure Ihe was mad of this Wench.
Worn. And (he had been a Man,

She wou’d have been a great deal madder, I am glad fhe is fhiftei
Pet. ’Twas a wicked thing for me to betray her,

And yet I muft confefs flie ftood in our Lights.

Enter Alinda.

What young tiling’s this ?

Alin. Good Morrow beauteous Gentlewomen/
’Pray ye is the Princefs flirring yet?

from. He has her Face.

Pet. Her very Tongue, and Tone too; Her Youth upon him.
1 *

Alinl
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Alin. I guefs ye to be Prineefs’s Women.
Pet. Yes, we are, Sir.

Alin. Pray is there not a Gentlewoman waiting on her Graccr
Ye call Alinda?

Pet. The Devil fure in her Shape.

TVom. I have heard her tell my Lady of a Brother,

An only Brother that fhe had: In Travel — --

Pet , ’Mafs, I remember that: This may be he too:

I would this thing wou’d ferve her.

Enter Olympia.
Won. So would I Wench,

We fhou’d love him better fure. Sir, hcre’i the Pirincefs,

She beft can fatisfie ye.

Alin. Howl love that Prefence!

0 bleffcd Eyes, how nobly fhine your Comforts!
Olym. What Gentleman is that?

TVam. We know not, Madam:
He ask’d us for your Grace : And as we guefs it,

He is Alinda's Brother.

Olym. Ha! Let me mark him:
My Grief has almoft blinded me: Her Brother?

By Venus,
he has all her fweetnefs upon him :

Two filver drops of Dew were never liker.

Alin. Gracious Lady
Olym. That pleafant Pipe he has too.

Alin. Being my Happinefs to pafs by this way.
And having, as I underftand by Letters,

A Sifter in your virtuous Service, Madam
Olym. O now my Heart, my Heart akes.

Alin. All the Comfort
My poor Youth has, all that my hopes have built me,

1 thought it my fir ft Duty, my beft Service,

Here to arrive firft, humbly to thank your Grace
For my poor Sifter, humbly to ihank your Nobleneli,

N
That bounteous Goodnefs in ye.

Olym. ’Tis he certainly.

Alin . That fpving of favour to her* with my Life, Madam,
If any fuch moft happy means might meet me.

To fhew my Thankfulnefs.

Olym. What have I done. Fool!

Alin. She came a Stranger to your Grace, no Courtier*

Nor of that curious Breed befits yo&r Service,

Yet one, 1 date afTure my Soul, that lov’d yc

Before fhe faw ye* doted on your Virtues*

Before the knew thefe fair Eyes, long’d to read ’c%.
You. only had -her Prayers, you her Wifttes*

An
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And that one hope to be yours once, prefcrv’d her,

Olym. I have done wickedly.

Alin . A little Beauty,

Such as a Cottage breeds, fhe brought along with her

;

And yet our Country-eyes efteem’d it much too;
But for her beauteous Mind, forget great Lady,
I am her Brother, and let me fpcak a Stranger,

Since fhe was able to beget a Thought, ’twas honefL
The daily ftudv how to fit your Services,

Truly to tread that virtuous Path you walk in,

So fir'd her honeft Soul, we thought her Sainted 5

I prefume fhe is (fill the fame : I wou’d fain fee her,

For, Madam, ’tis no little Love I owe her.

Olym. Sir, fuch a Maid there was, I had - -

Alin. There was, Madam ?

Olym. O my poor Wench; Eyes, I will ever curfe ye
For ypur Credulity. Alinda.

Alin . That’s her Name, Madam.
Olym. Give me a little leave, Sir, to lament her,

Alin. Is fhe dead, Lady

?

Olym. Dead, Sir, to my Service.

She is gone, pray ye ask no further;

Alin. I obey, Madam;
Gone? Now mud I lament too: Said ye gone, Madam?

Olym. Gone, gone, for ever.

Aim. Thats a cruel faying:

Her Honour too?

Olym Prithee look angry on me.
And if thou ever lov’ft her, fpic upon me:
Do fomething like a Brother, like a Friend,

And do not only fay thou lov’ft her———
Alin. Ye amaze me.

Olym. I ruin’d her, I wrong’d her, I abus’d her*

Poor innocent Soul, I flung her * fweet Alinda,

Thou virtuous Maid. My Soul now calls thee Virtuous,

Why do ye not rail now at me?
Alin. For what, Lady?
Olym. Call me bafe treach’rous Woman.
Alin. Heav’n defend me.

Olym. Rafhly I thought her falfe, and put her from me,
Rafhly, and madly I betray’d her Modefty,

Put her to wander, Heav n knows where: Nay, more Sir,

Stuck a black Brand upon her.

Alin. ’Twas not well, Lady.
Olym. ' Twas damnable : She loving me fo dearly.

Never poor Wench lov’d fo; Sir, believe,

I * ’Twa*
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’Twas the mod duteous Wench, the beft Companion,

When 1 wai pleas’d, the happieft, and the gladdcft*
l “

The modefteft fweet Nature dwelt within her:

} faw all this, I knew all this, I lov’d it,

I doated on it too, arid vet I kill’d it :

0 what have I forfaken? What have I loft?

jilin. Madam, i’ll take my leave, fince flie is wandring,
?Tis ftt I know no reft.

Qlyrn. Will you go too, Sir:

1 h ave not wrong’d you yet, if you dare truft me.

For yet I love silinda there, I honour her,

I love to look upon thofe Eyes thatfpeak her,

To read the Face again, (Modefty keep me,)

uilinda^ in that Shape. But why fhou’d you truft me,,

*Twas I betray’d your Sifter, 1 undid her}

And, believe me, gentle Youth, ’tis I weep for her;

Appoint what Penance you. pleafe : But ftay then,

And fee me perform it : Ask what Honour this Place

Is able to heap on ye, or what Wealth :

In following me will like ye, my care of ye,

Which for your Sifter’s fake, for your awn Goodnefs

Alin. Not all the Honour Earth has, now {he’s gone, Lady,

Not all the Favour} yet if i fought Preferment,

Under your bounteous Grace I wou’d only take it.

Peace reft upon ye: One fad Tear every Day,

For poor Mnda's fake, ’tis At ye pay. [Exit,

Olym. A thoufand, noble Youth, and when I fleep,

Even in my filver Slumbers ftill I’ll weep. [.Exei

S G E N E 111.

Enter Duke, and Gentlemen .

Duke. Have ye been with ’em?

Gent . Yes, and’t pleafe your Grace,

But|no Pcrfuafion ferves ’em, nor no Promife,

They are fearful angry, and by this time, Sir, ..

Upon their March to the Enemy,
Duke. They muft be ftopt.

Enter Burris.

Gent. Ay, but what force is able? And what Leader

Duke. How now, have you been with Archas ?

Bur. Yes, and’t pleafe ye,

And told him. all : He frets like a chaf’d Lion,

And calls for his Arms, and all thofe honeft Courtiers

That dare draw Swords.
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Duke. Is he able to do any thing?

Bur. His Mind is well enough ; and where his Charge is.

Let him be ne’er fo fore, ’tis a full Army.
Duke. Who commands the Rebels?

Bur. The young Colonel,

That makes the old Man almoft mad. He fwears, Sir,

He will not fpare his Son’s Head for the Dukedom.
Duke. Is the Court in Arms ?

Bur. As faft as they can buftle.

Every Man mad to go now: Infpir’d ftrangcly,

As if they were to force the Enemy :

I befeech your Grace to give me leave.

Duke . Pray go Sir,

And look to the old Man well* take up all fairly.

And let no Blood be fpilt ; take general Pardons,

And quench this fury with fair Peace.

Bur. I fhall Sir*

Or feakit with my Service; they are Villains:

The Court is up : Good Sir, go ftrengthen ’em,

Your Royal Sight will make ’em fcorn all Dangers ;

The General needs no Proof.

Duke. Come let’s go view ’em.
[Exeunt .

S GENE IV.

Enter Theodore, Putskic, Ancient, Soldiers, Drums
,
and Colours’.

fhe. ’Tis known we are up* and marching; no Submiffion,
No promife of bafe Peace can cure our Maladies,
We have fuffer’d beyond all repair of Honour:
Your valiant old Man’s whipt; whipt, Gentlemen,
Whipt like a Slave : That Fleih that never trembled,
Nor fhrunk one Sinew at a thoufand Charges,
That noble Body rib’d in Arms, the Enemy
So often (hook at, and then fliun’d like Thunder,
That Body’s torn with Lathes.

Anc. Let’s turn Head.

Putf. Turn nothing Gentlemen, let’s march on fairly,’

Unlefs they charge us.

"The. Think ftill of his Abufes, and keep your Angers.
Anc. He was whipt like a Top,

I never few a Whore fo lac’d: Court Schookbutter?
Is this their Diet? I’ll drels ’em one running Banquet?
What Oracle can alter us? Did not we fee him?
See him wc lov’d?
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*Twas the mod duteous Wench, the belt Companion,
When I wai pleas’d, the happieft, and the gladdeft,

l “

The modefteft fweet Nature dwelt within her:

1 faw all this, I knew all this, I lov’d it,

i doated on it roo, and yet I kill’d it:

0 what have 1 ferfaken? What have I loft?

jilin. Madam, i’ll take my, leave, fince (he is wandring,
?Tis fit I know no reft.

Olytn. Will you go tod, Sir;

1 have not wrong'd you yet, if you dare truft me.
For yet I love silinda there, I honour her,

I love to look upon thofe Eyes thatfpeak her,

To read the Face again, (Modefty keep me,)

utlinda^ in that Shape. But why fhou’d you truft me,,

*Twas I betray’d your Sifter, 1 undid her y

And, believe me, gentle Youth, ’tis I weep for her;

Appoint what Penance you. pleafe : But ftay then,

And fee me perform it : Ask what Honour this Place

Is able to heap on ye, or what Wealth :

In following me will like ye, my care of ye,

Which for your Sifter’s fake, for your awn Goodnefs—

—

Jlin. Not all the Honour Earth has, now (he’s gone, Lady,

Not all the Favour , yet if i fought Preferment,

Under your bounteous Grace I wou’d only take it.

Peace reft upon ye : One fad Tear every Day,

For poor JUnda's fake, ’tis fit ye pay. [Exit.

Olym. A thoufand, noble Youth, and when I fleep.

Even in my filver Slumbers ftill I’ll weep. [.Exa

SCENE III.

Enter Duke, and Gentlemen.

Duke. Have ye been with ’em?
Gent. Yes, and’t pleafe your Grace,

Butj no Perfuafion ferves ’em, nor no Promife,

They are fearful angry, and by this time, Sir,.

Upon their March to the Enemy.
Duke. They muft be ftopt.

Enter Burris.

Gent. Ay, but what force is able? And what Leader—
Duke. How now, have you been with jirchasl

Bur. Yes, and’t pleafe ye,

And told him all : He frets like a chaf’d Lion, JI

And calls for his Arms, and all thofe honeft Courtiers HT
That dare draw Swords.



!The Loyal Sitljeff.

Duke. Ts he able to do any thing?

Bur. His Mind is well enough > and where his Charge
Let him be ne’er fo fore, ’tis a full Army.

Duke. Who commands the Rebels?

Bur. The young Colonel,

That makes the old Man almoft mad. He fwears, Sir,

He will not fpare his Son’s Head for the Dukedom.
Duke. Is the Court in Arms ?

Bur. As fall as they can buftle*

Every Man mad to go now: Infpir’d ftrangely,

As if they were to force the Enemy :

I befeech your Grace to give me leave.

Duke . Pray go Sir,

And look to the old Man well* take up all fairly.

And let no Blood be fpik j take general Pardons,

And quench this fury with fair Peace.

Bur. I fliall Sir,

Or feaVit with my Service} they are Villains:

The Court is up : Good Sir, go ftrengthen ’em,

Your Royal Sight will make ’em fcorn all Dangers)
The General needs no Proof.

Duke. Come let’s go view ’em.

S CENE IV.

Enter Theodore, Putskie, Ancient, Soldiers, Drums
,
and Colours’.

7%e. ’Tis known we are up* and marching} no Submiffion,
No promife of bafe Peace can cure our Maladies,
We have fuffer’d beyond all repair of Honour:
Your valiant old Man’s whipt} whipt, Gentlemen,
Whipt like a Slave : That Flefh that never trembled.

Nor Ihrunk one Sinew at a thoufand Charges,
That noble Body rib’d in Arms, the Enemy
So often (hook at, and then fhun’d like Thunder,
That Body’s torn with Laflica.

Anc. Let’s turn Head.

Putf. Turn nothing Gentlemen* let’s march on fairly^

Unlefs they charge us.

Tfte. Think ftill of his Abufes, and keep your Angers.
Anc. He was whipt like a Top,

I never faw a Whore fo lac’d: Court Schoobbutter?
Is this their Diet? I’ll drefi ’em one running Banquet?
What Oracle can alter us-? Did not we fee him?
See him wc lov’d?

[Exeunt.
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’Twas the moll duteous Wench, the belt Companion,
When I wai pleas’d, the happieft, and the gladdcft,

l "

The modefteft Tweet Nature dwelt within her:

1 law all this, I knew all this, I lov’d it,

I doated on it too, arid yet I kill’d it

:

0 what have I forfaken? What have I loft?
i

Alin. Madam, i’ll take my leave, lince {he is wandring*
?Tis fit 1 know no reft.

Olym. Will you go too, Sir;

1 have not wrong’d you yet, if you dare truft me*
For yet I love silinda there, I honour her,

I love to look upon thofe Eyes thatfpeak her,

To read the Face again, (Modefty keep me,)

Alinda^ in that Shape. But why fhou’d you truft me,,

*Twas I betray’d your Sifter, 1 undid her j

And, believe me, gentle Youth, ’tis I weep for her;

Appoint what Peqancc you, pleafe : But ftay then,

And fee me perform it : Ask what Honour this Place

Is able to heap on ye, or what Wealth :

In following me will like ye, my care of ye,

Which for your Sifter’s fake, for your awn Goodnefs—

—

Alin. Not all the Honour Earth has, now {he’s gone, Lady,

Not all the Favour >
yet if i fought Preferment,

Under your bounteous Grace I wou’d only take it.

Peace reft upon ye: One fad Tear every Day,

For poor Alinda's fake, ’tis fit ye pay. [Exit.

Olym. A thoufand, noble Youth, and when I fleep,

Even in my filver Slumbers ftill I’ll weep. [Exei

SCENE III.

Enter Duke, and Gentlemen .*

Duke . Have ye been with ’em?
Gent . Yes, and’t pleafe your Grace,

But|no Pcrfuafion ferves ’em, nor no Promife,

They are fearful angry, and by this time, Sir,,

Upon their March to the Enemy,
Duke. They muft be ftopt.

Enter Burris.

Gent. Ay, but what force is able? And what Leader—
Duke. How now, have you been with Archasl

Bur. Yes, and’t pleafe ye,

And told him, all : He frets like a chaf’d Lion, J
And calls for his Arms, and all thofe boneft Courtiers HT
That dare draw Swords.
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Duke. Ts he able to do any thing?

Bur . His Mind is well enough and where his Charge is*

Let him be ne’er fo fore, ’tis a full Army.
Duke. Who commands the Rebels?

Buy. The young Colonel,

That makes the old Man almoft mad. He fwears, Sir,

He will not fpare his Son’s Head for the Dukedom.
Duke. Is the Court in Arms ?

Bur. As fall as they can buftle*

Every Man mad to go now: Infpir’d ftrangcly.

As if they were to force the Enemy

:

I bcfeech your Grace to give me leave.

Duke . Pray go Sir,

And look to the old Man well* take up all fairly.

And let no Blood be fpilt $ take general Pardons,

And quench this fury with fair Peace.

Bur. I fhall Sir,

Or fcakit with my Service*, they are Villains:

The Court is up : Good Sir, go ftrengthen ’em,

Your Royal Sight will make ’em fcorn all Dangers $

The General needs no Proof.

Duke. Come let’s go view ’em. [Exeunt.

S CENE IV.

Enter Theodore, Putskic, Ancient, Soldiersy Drums,
and Celmtr,

The. ’Tis known we are up, and marchings no Submiffion,
No promife of bafe Peace can cure our Maladies,
We have fuffer’d beyond all repair of Honour:
Your valiant old Man’s whipt* whipt, Gentlemen,
Whipt like a Slave : That Flelh that never trembled.
Nor fhrunk one Sinew at a thoufand Charges,
That noble Body rib’d in Arms, the Enemy
So often (hook at, and then fhun’d like Thunder,
That Body’s torn with Lafliea.

Anc. Let’s turn Head.
Putf. Turn nothing Gentlemen, let’s march on fairly,’

Unlefs they charge us.

The, Think ftill of his Abufes, and keep your Angers.
Anc. He was whipt like a Top,

I never faw a Whore fo lac’d: Court Schoohbutter?
Js this their Diet? I’ll drefs ’em one running Banquet?
What Oracle can alter us? Did not we fee him?
See him wc lov’d?
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£T^ Fini, is'. 8. « M», and Sold**,
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“5Kk .he S»„ as feo„, fl.yT,.,

Prefc/ibc a Law to Death, as we endure this.

* the They will make ye all fair Promites.

jnc .
We care not.

^

jfo. Ufe all their Arts upon ye.

Anc Han2 all their Arcs.
, , %

F„tf. And happily they’ll bring him with cm.

Anc. March apace then, he i old and cannot overtake us.

PZf
c We’ll runaway with him.- They (hall never fee him more:

The Truth is, we’ll hear nothing, flop at nothing,

Collider nothing but our ways believe nothing,

Not though they fay their Prayers: Be content with nothing,

Sut She knocking out their Brains; And left, jionoth.Bg

Rut ban ’em and curfe ’em, till we come to kill em.
B

/£. Remove then forwards bravely ; keep your Mmds whole,

And the next time we face ’em, fhall be fata..

SCENE V.

Enter Archas, Duke, Eurris, Gentlemen, and Soldiers.

By that time HI come in.
[Exit.

Bur. I’ll do it truly.
?

Gent. How do you feel your felf, Sir.

Ay,h Well, 1 thank yes

A Vittle weak, but Anger fhall fupply that}

You will all Hand bravely to it.

'/^efoS^ike Gentlemen: I’ll make the Knaves know,

Thl pJde| ani the ftrohgcft hearted Rebel I

Th^ea^£iJ5S IDrm-mtbht.
Beat up apace, by th

-

thou (halt play ever, [Exeunt.

***, ****>*». »

The Horfe will charge us. %
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Anc. Let ’em come on, we have Provender fit for ’em
Put/. Here eojnes Lord Burns, Sir, I think to Parly.
7 he. You are welcome, noble Sir, I hope to our part.
Bur. No, valiant Colonel, ( am come to chide Ve

To pity ye >
to kill ye, if thefe fail me;

Fie, what Diflionour feek ye! What black Iqfamv !

Why (Jo yc draw out thus? Draw all Shame with ye?
Are thefe fit Cares in Subjects? I command yc
Lay down your Arms again, move in that Peace,
That fair Obedience you were bred in.

Putf Charge us. We come not here to argue.
The . Charge up bravely,

And hotly too, we have hot Spleens to meet ye,

Hot as the Shames are offer’d us.

Enter Archas, Gentlemen and Soldiers

.

Bur. Look behind ye.

Do you fee that old Man? do you know him, Soldiers?

Putf. Your Father, Sir, believe me
Bur. You know his Marches,

fou have feen his Executions : Is it yet Peace?
The. We’ll die here firft.

Bur. Farewel; You’ll hear on’s prefently.

Arch. Stay, Burnt: This is too poor, too beggarly a Body
?o bear the Honour of a Charge from me,
i fort of tatter’d Rebels

3 go provide Gallowfes3
fe are troubled with hot Heads, I’ll cool ye prefently :

'here look like Men that were my Soldiers

low I behold ’em nearly, and more narrowly,

4y honeft Friends: Where got they thefe fair Figures?
Vhere did they (leal thefe Shapes?

Bur. They are (truck already.

Arch. Do you fee that Fellow there, that goodly Rebel?
fe looks as like a Captain I lov’d tenderly :

k Fellow of a Faith indeed. Bur. He has fham’d him.
Arch . And that that bears the Colours there, moft certain •

olike an’ Ancient of mine own, a brave Fellow,

. loving and obedient, that believe me, Burris5
am amaz’d and troubled : And were it not

know the genral Goodnefs of my People,

'he Duty, and the Truth, the ftedfaft Honefiy,
nd am allur’d they would as fqon turn Devils

s Rebels to Allegiance, for mine Honour.
Bur. Here needs no Wars. Putf I pray forgive us, $ ir*

Anc

.

Good General forgive 11s, or ufe your Sword,
our Words, are double Death, AIL Good noble General,

7 *

Bur
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Bur. Pray, Sir, be merciful. n

Arch. Weep out your Shames firft,

Ye -make me Fool for Company: Fie Soldiers,

My Soldiers too, and play thefe Tricks? What's he th re?
Sure I have feen his Face too* yes, moft certain

1 have a Son, but ! hope he is not here now,
Wou’d much rcfemble this Man, Wondrous near him,
Juft of his height and making too* you feem a Leader.

'The. Good Sir, do not fhatne me more: I know your Anger,
And lefs than Death I look not for.

Arch. You ftiall be my Charge, Sir, it feems you want Foes,
When you would make your Friends your Enemies.

A running Blood ye have, but I Thall cure ye.

Bur. Good Sir

Anc. No more, Good Lord : Beat forward Soldiers:

And you, march in the Rear, you have loft your Places. [£#*.

S C E 'N E VI.

Enter Duke
,
Olympia, Honora, and Viola.

Duke. You fhall not be thus fullen ftill with me. Sifter,

You do the moft unnobly to be angry.

For as I have a Soul I never touch’d her,

I never yet knew one unchaft Thought in her:

X muft confefs, I lov’d her y as who would not?

I-mu ft confefs I doated on her ftrangely,

I offer’d all, yet fo ftrong was her Honour,

So fortify’d as fair, no Hope could reach her,

And while the World beheld this, and confirm’d it,

Why would you be fo jealous? Olym . Good Sir, pardon me,

1 feel fufficiently my Folly’s Penance,

And am afham’d, that Shame a thoufand Sorrows

Feed on continually * wou’d I had never feen her,

Or with a clearer Judgement look’d upon her:

She was too good for me, fo Heav’nly good, Sir,

Nothing but Heav’n can love that Soul fufficiently.

Where I fhall fee her once again.

Enter Burris.

Duke. No more Tears,

If fhe be within the Dukedom, we’ll recover her:

Welcome Lord Burris
,

fair News 1 hope.

Bur. Moft fair, Sir, N
Without one drop of Blood thefe Wars are ended,

The Soldier cool’d again, indeed afhnm’d, Sir,
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And all his Anger ended. Duke. Where’s Lord Archas i
~~

Bur. Not far off, Sir * with him his valiant Son,
Head of this Fire, but now a Prifoner,

And if by your fweet Mercy not prevented,

1 fear fome fatal ftroke. [fiturns*
Enter Archas, Theodore, Gentlemen

, and Soldiers

.

Duke. 1 hear the Drums beat,

Welcome my worthy Friend.

Arch. Stand where ye are, Sir,

Even as you love your Country, move not/ forward.
Nor plead for Peace till I have dene a Juftice,

A Juftice on this Villain, none of mine now,
A Juftice on this Rebel. Hon. O my Brother!

Ach. This fatal Firebrand-

Duke. Forget not, old Man,
He is thy Son, of thine own Blood. Arch. In thcfe Veins .V

No Treachery e’er harbour’d yet, no Mutiny,
I ne’er gave Life to lewd and headftrong Rebels.

Duke. ’Tis his firft Fault. Arch. Not of thouftnd, Sir*
Or were it fo, it is a Fault lo mighty,

So ftrong again ft the nature of all Mercy,

His Mother, were the living, wou’d not weep for him,
He dare not fay he wou’d live. 5the. I muft not, Sir,

While you fay ’tis not fit; Your Grace’s Mercy,
Not to my Life apply’d, but to my Fault, Sir*

The World’s foigivenefs next* laft, on my Knees, Sir,

1 humbly beg,

Do not take from me yet the Name of Father,

Strike me a thoufand Blows* but let me die yours.

Arch. He moves my Heart: 1 muft be fudden with him,
I fhall grow faint elfe in my Execution,

Come, come Sir, you have feen Death* now meet him bravely.
Duke. Hold, hold I fay, a little hold, confidcr

Thou haft no more Sons, Archas, to inherit thee.

Arch. Yes, Sir, I have another, and a Nobler:
No Treafon fhall inherit me : Young Archas

,

A Boy as fweet as young, my Brother breeds him,
My noble Brother Briskie breeds him nobly,

Him let your Favour find : Give him your Honour.
Enter Putskie {alias Briskie) and Alinda, {alias Archas.)

Putf. Thou haft no Child lefr, Archas
,
none to inherit thee.

If thou ftrik’ft that ftroke now. Behold young Archas *

Behold thy Brother here, thou bloody Brother,

As bloody to this Sacrifice as thou art.

Heave up thy Sword, and mine’s heav’d up; Strike, Archas,

K And
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And I’ll ftrike too as fuddenly, as deadly :

Have Mercy, and I’ll have Mercy: The Duke gives it.

Look upon all thefe, how they weep it from thee,

Chufc quickly, and begin. Duke . On your Obedience,

On your Allegiance fave him.

Arch . Take him to ye,
[
Soldiers flout.

And Sirrah, be an honeft Man, ye have reafon

:

I thank ye, worthy Brother: Welcome, Child,

Mine ownfweet Child.

Duke

.

Why was this Boy conceal’d thus?

Putf. Your Grace’s Pardon.

Fearing the Vow you made againft my Brother,

And that your Anger wou’d not only light f
\.

On him, but find out all his Family,

This young Boy, to preferve from after Danger,
Like a young Wench, hither I brought* my felf

In the habit of an ordinary Captain

Difguis’d, got Entertainment, and ferv’d here.

That I might ftill be ready *n all Fortunes ;

That Boy your Grace took, nobly entertain’d him,

But thought a Girl. Alinda, Madam. Olym. Stand away*

And let me look upon him. Duke . My young Miftrefs? ;

This is a ftrange Metamorphofis, Alinda ?

Alin. Your Grace’s humble Servant.

Duke . Come hither, Sifter.

I dare yet fearce believe mine Eyes: How they view one another

Doft thou not love this Boy well?

Olym. I fhould lye elfe, truft me, extremely lye, Sir.

Duke. Didft thou never wilh, Olympia,

It might be thus? Olym. A thoufand times.

Duke. Here take him:

Nay, do not blufh: 1 do not jell* kifsTweedy:
Boy, ye kifs faintly, Boy* Heav’n give ye comfort *

Teach him, he’ll quickly learn: There’s two Hearts eas’d now.
Arch. You do me too much Honour, Sir.

Duke. No, Archasy

But all I can, I will. Can you love me? Speak truly.

Hon. Yes, Sir, dearly.

Duke. Come hither, Viola
%
can you love this Man?

Vio. I’ll do the beft 1 can, Sir. Duke. Seal it, Burris*
We’ll all to Church together inftandy

:

And then a vie for Boys. Stay, bring Boroskie.

Enter Boroskie.

I had almoft forgot that lump of mifehief.

There Archasy take the Enemy to Honour,

The
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The Knave to worth : Do with him what thou wilt.

Arch. Then to my Sword again
;
you to your Prayers;

YVaih off your Vilianies, you feel the Burthen.

Bor. Forgive me e’re I die, mod honeft Archas ;

’Tis too much Honour that I perifh thus;

O ftrike my Faults to kill them, that no Memory,
No black and blafted Infamy hereafter

Arch. Come, are ye ready? .Bor. Yes.

Arch. And truly Penitent, to make your way ftraight?

Bor . Thus I wafti off my Sins.

Arch. Stand up, and live then,

And live an honeft Man; I fcorn Men’s Ruins;

Take him again, Sir, try him: And believe

This thing will be a perfe£t Man. Duke. I take him.

Bor. And when I fail thofe hopes, Heav’ns hopes fail me.
Duke. You are old: No more Wars, Father:

Theodore take you the Charge, be General.
j

The. All good blefs ye.

Duke . And my good Father, you dwell in my Bofom,
From you rife all my good Thoughts: When I would think

And examine Time for one that’s fairly noble,

A nd the fame Man through all the ftreights of Virtue,

Upon this filver Book I’ll look, and read him.

Now forward merrily to Hymen's Rites,

To Joys, and Revels, Sports, and he that cm
Moft honour Archas^ is the noblcft Man. [Exeunt

E P I-
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EPILOGUE.
THough fomething well a(far’d, few here repent

Three Hours of precious Time, or Mony /pent

On our Endeavours
\
yet not to rely

Too much upon our Care and Induflry

,

1

Iis fit we Jhould ask, hut a modefl vsay.

Hove you approve our Allion in the Play,

ifyou vouchfafe to crown it with Applaufe

It is your Bounty, and you give us caufe

Hereafter with a general Confent

7oJludy, as becomes us, your Content.
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