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PROLOGUE.
In Troy^ there lies the fcene. From ifles of Greece

The princes orgillous, their high blood chaf'd,

Have to the port of Athens fent their fhips

Fraught with the minifters and inftruments

Of cruel war : Sixty and nine, that wore
Their crownets regal, from the Athetiian bay-

Put forth toward Phrygia : and their vow is made,

To ranfack Troy ; within whose ftrong immures
The ravifh'd He/en, Menelaui" queen,

With wanton Faris fleeps, And that's the quarrel.

To Tenedos they come ;

And the deep-drav^ing barks do there difgorge

Their warlike fraughtage : Now on Dardan plains

The frefh and yet unbruised Greeks do pitch

Their brave pavilions : FriaTn'^ fix-gatcd city

(Dardan^ and Thymbria, Ilias, Cbetas y Troyan^

And Antenoridas) with mafTy ftaples,

And correfponfive and fulfilling bolts,

Sperrs up the fons of Troy,

Now expedlation, tickling fkittifli fpirits.

On one and other fide, Trojan and Greeks

Sets all on hazard : And hither am I come,
A prologue arm'd, — but not in confidence

Of author's pen, or a^lor's voice; but fuited

In like conditions as our argument,

—

To tell you, fair beholders, that our play

Leaps o'er the vaunt and firftlings of those broils,

'Ginning in the middle ; ftarting thence away
To what may be digefted in a play.

Like, or find fault; do as your pleasures are.

Now good, or bad, 'Tis but the chance of war.

V, Ncte. "^9 BeglTint tig



Perfons represented :

Agamemnon, the Greek General:

Menelaus, his Brother,

Ach'lies, a 'vdiant Grecian:

Patrvocius, hu Favourite :

Therfites, a Droll, his Follower.

Diomedes, J
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TROILUS W CRESS ID A,

ACT L
SCENE I. Troy. Before Priam'x Palace.

Enter T R o i l u s , armd \ P a n D a R u s followng.

Tro, Call here my varlet, I'll unarm again :

Why fhould 1 war without the walls of Troy,

That find fuch cruel battle here within ?

Each Trojan, that is mailer of his heart.

Let him to field ; Troilusy alas, hath none.

Pan, Will this geer ne'er be mended ?

Tr 0 . The Gr^^y^j are 11rong, and fkilful to their ilrength.

Fierce to their (kill, and to their liercenefs valiant \

But I am weaker than a woman's tear,

Tamer than ileep, fonder than ignorance

;

Lefs valiant than the virgin in the night,

And fkill-lefs as unpra6lif'd infancy.

P4N, Well, I have told you enough of this : for my
part, I'll not meddle nor make no farther. He, that will

have a cake out of the wheat, mull tarry the grinding.

Tro, Have I not tarry 'd ?
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P^.v. Ay, the grinding; butyoumufl tarry the boult-

Tko, Have I not tarry'd ? [ij^g*

Paij. Ay, the boulting ; but you muft tarry the

leav'ning.

Tro. Still have I tarry'd.

iv. Ay, to the leav'ning : but here's yet in the word
— hereafter, the kneading, the making of the cake,

the heating the oven, and the baking; nay, you muft

ftay the cooling too, or you may chance burn your

lips.

91ro. Patience hcrfelf, what goddefs e'er flie be.

Doth lefler blench at fufferance than I do.

At Priamh royal table do I fit

;

And when fair Creffid comes into my thoughts,

—

So, traitor!— when Ihe comes,— When is fhe thence?

Pan, Well, fhe look'd yefter-night fairer than ever I

faw her look ; or any woman elfe.

Tro, I was about to tell thee,— When my heart.

As wedged with a figh, would rive in twain

;

Left Hehor or my father fliould perceive me,

I have (as when the fun doth light a ftorm)

Bury'd this figh in wrinkle of a fmile :

But forrow, that is couch'd in feeming gladnefs,

Is like that mirth fate turns to fudden fadnefs.

Pah. An her hair were not fomewhat darker than

fiJen'sy (well, go to) there were no more comparifon

between the women, — But, for my part, Ihe is my
kinswoman ; I would not, as they term it, praise her,

—

But, 1 would, fomebody had heard her talk yefterday,

as I did. I will not difpraise your ^i^qy Caffandra\\\'ili

but—
Tro* Oj Pandarus ! I tell thee, Pandarusy'^

• S traitor ihen fhe * * a fcorne
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When r do tell thee, There my hopes lie drown'd.

Reply not in how many fathoms deep

They lie indrench'd. I tell thee, I am mad
^ In Crejpd's love : Thou anfwer'ii. She is fair;

Pour'lt in the open ulcer of my heart

Her eyes, her hair, her cheek, her gait ; her voice

Handi'ft in thy difcourfe : _O that her hand !

In whose ccmparifon all whites are ink,

Writing their own reproach ; to whose foft feizure

The cygnet's down is harfh, in fpirit of fenfe

Hard as the palm of plowman ! _-.this thou telPft me.

As true thou telFll: me, when 1 fay-* I love her

;

But, faying thus, inllead of oil and balm,

Thou lay'lt in every gafh that love hath given me
The knife that made it.

Pan. J fpeak no more than truth.

Tro. Thou doll not fpeak fo much.
Pan. 'Faith, I'll not meddle in't. Let her be as fhc

is : if fhe be fair, 'tis the better for her ; an fhe be not,

fhe has the mends in her own hands.

Tro, Good Pan^arus / how now y PaTidarus P

Pa n» I have had my labour for my travel ; ill-thought

on of her, and ill-thought on of you : gone between
and between, but fmall thanks for my labour.

Tr 0 . What, art thou angry, Pa?idarus ? what, with me ?

P^//. Because Ihe's kin to me, therefore Ihe's not

fo fair as Helen : an fhe were not kin to me, fhe would be
as fair o'friday as Helen is on funday. But what care

I ? I care not, an flie were a black-a-moor; 'tis all one
to me.

T'ro, Say I, Ihe is not fair?

Pan. I do not care whether you do or no. She's a

harfh, and fpirit
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fool, to flay behind her father ; let her to the Greeks ;

and fo ril tell her, the next time I fee her : for my part,

I'll meddle nor make no more i'th' matter.

Fai^. Not L
Tro, ^vjQtt Pandarus,-^

Pan, Pray you, fpeak no more to me; I will leave

all as I found it, and there an end.

[Exit Pandarus. Alarums heard.

Tro, Peace, you ungracious clamours! peace, rude

founds

!

Fools on both fides ! Helen muft n^eds be fair,

When with your blood you daily paint her thus.

.1 cannot fight upon this argument

;

It is too ftarv'd a fubje£l for my fword.

But Pandarus-^ Oy gods, how do you plague me !

I cannot come to Crejffidy but by Pandar
\

And he's as teachy to be woo'd to woo.

As fhe is ftubborn-chaft againft all fuit.

Tell me, Jpolio y for thy Daphjie's love,

What Crejfid is, what Pandar y and what we ?

Her bed is Itidia -, there fhe lies, a pearl :

Between our Iliumy and where fhe resides.

Let it be call'd the wild and wand'ring flood ;

Ourfelf, the merchant ; and this failing Pandary

Our doubtful hope, our convoy, and our bark.

Other Alarums, Enter ^ n E a s

.

. How now, princeTroihis ? wherefore not afield ?

Tro. Because not there ; This woman's anfwer forts,

For womanifh it is to be from thence.

What news, JEneasy from the field to-day ?

jEhe, Th^t Paris is returned home, and hurt,

"5 flubborne, chaft.
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Tro, By whom, JEneas?

jEne. Troilus, by Menelaus.

Tro, Let Paris bleed : 'tis but a fear to fcorn ;

Paris is gor'd with Menelaus^ horn. [Alarums.

^NE, Hark! what good fportis out of town to-day!

Tro, Better at home, if n^vculd I might were may.

But, to the fport abroad ; Are you bound thither ?

jEne, In all fwift halle.

Tro, Come, go we then together. [ExeunU

SCENE IL Thefame, A Street,

Enter Cress ID A, a/2cl Serva,nt.

Cre, Who were those went by ?

Ser, Queen Hecuba, and Helen,

Cre, And whither go they?

Ser. Up to the eaftern tower.

Whose height commands as fubje£l all the vale.

To fee the battle. He^or, whose patience

Is, as the virtue, fix'd, to-day was mov'd :

He chid Andromache, and ftrook his armorer;

And, like as there were husbandry in war.

Before the fun rose, he was harneff'd light,

And to the field goes he ; where every flower

Did, as a prophet, weep what it forefaw

In Hedor\ wrath.

Cre, What was his cause of anger?

Ser, The noise goes, this : There is among the Gr:eks-

A lord of Trojan blood, nephew to Hedor-y

They call him, Ajax,

Cre, Good ; And what of him ;

Ser, They fay, he is a very man per fe^

AndHands alone.
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Cre, So do all men,; unlefs they are drunk, Tick,

or have no legs.

Ser, This man, lady, hath rob'd many beafts of

their particular additions ; he is as valiant as the lion,

churlifh as the bear, flow as the elephant : a man into

whom nature hath fo crowded humours, that his valour

is crufh'd into folly, his folly fauced with difcretion :

there is no man hath a virtue, that he hath not a

glimpfe of ; nor any man an attaint, but he carries

feme ftain of it : he is melancholy without cause, and
merry againft the hair : He hath the joints of every

thing: but every thing fo out of joint, that he is a

gouty Briareus, many hands and no ufe ; or purblinded

Jrgus^ all eyes and no fight.

Ci?£. But how Ihould this man, that makes me
fmilc, make HeBor angry ?

Ser, They fay, he yefterday cop'd HeSlor in the

battle, and llrook him down ; the difdain and fhame

whereof hath ever fmce kept HeBor falling and wa-

king.

Enter Pand ARUS.
Cre, Who comes here ?

Ser. Madam, your uncle Pandarus,

Cre. HeBor s a gallant man.
Ser. As may be in the world, lady.

Pui iv. What's that r what's that ?

Cre, Good morrow, uncle Pandarus.

Pan, Good morrow, cousin CreJJtd : What do you

talk of? — Good morrow, J/exander :^ How do you,

cousin ? When were you at Ilium?

Cre, This morning, uncle.

Pah. What were you talking of, when T came ? Wa?
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HeBor arm'd, and gone, ere ye came to Ilium ? Helen was

not up, was (he r

Cre, HeSlor was gone; but Helen was not up.

Fan . E'en fo ; HeBor was ftirring early.

Cre, That were, we talking of, and of his anger.

P^iyr. Was he angry ?

Cre, So he "|" fays here.

Pan. True, he was fo ; I know the cause too ; he'll

lay about him to-day, I can tell them that : and there's

Troilus will not come far behind him ; let them take

heed of T^oilus ; I can tell them that too.

Cre. What, is he angry too ?

Pan. Who, Trailus ? Troilus is the better man of

the two.

Cre. O Jupiter ! ^ there's no comparifon.

Pan. What, not between Troilus and HeBor F Do
you know a man, if you fee him ?

Cre. Ay; if I ever faw him before, and knew him.

Pan. Well, I fay, Troilus is Troilus.

Cre. Then you fay as I fay; for, I am fure, he is

not HeBor.

Pan. No, nor HeBor is not Troilus^ in fome degrees.

Cre. 'Tis jufl: to each of them ; he is himfelf.

Pan. Himfelf? Alas, poorTroilus ! I would, he were,-^

Cre. So he is.

Pan. —condition, I had gone bare-foot to India.

Cre. He is not HeBor.

Pan. Himfelf? no, he's not himfelf; 'Would, a were

himfelf! Well, the gods are above; Time mull friend,

or end : Well, Troilus, well, — I would, my heart were in

her body 1 No, HeBor is not a better man than Troilus.

Cre. Excuse me.
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PAr(\ He is elder*

Cre. Pardon me, pardon me.
Pan, Th' other's not come to't; you fhall tell me

another tale, when th'other's come to*t. Hedor (hall

not have his wit this year

:

Cre. He fhall not need it, if he have his own.
Fau, Nor his'qualities :

Cre. No matter.

7^. Nor his beauty.

Cre, 'Twould not becon>e him, his own's better.

Pan. You have no judgment, niece: Helen herfelf

fvvore th'other day, that Troilus, for a brown favour,

(for fo 'tis, I muft confefs)— Not brown neither.

Cre. No, but brown.

Pan, 'Faith, to fay truth, brown and not brown.
Cre, To fay the truth, true and not true.

Pan. She prais'd his complexion above Pan's>

Cre, Why, Pans hath colour enough.

Pan, So he has.

Cre, Then, Troilus fhould have too much : if Ihe

prais'd him above, his complexion is higher than his

;

he having colour enough, and the other higher, is too

flaming a praise for a good complexion. I had as lieve,

Helenas golden tongue had commended Troilus for a

copper nose.

Pan, I fwear to you, I think, Helen loves him better

than Paris,

Cre, Then Ihe's a merry Greek, indeed.

Pan, Nay, I am fure Ihe does. She came to him
th'other day into the compaft window, and , you know,
he has not paft three or four hairs on his chin.

Cre, Indeed, a tapfter's arithmetick may foon bring

5 hi$ will this
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his particulars therein to a total.

P:dN. Why, he is very young : and yet will he, within

three pound, lift as much as his brother HeSlor.

Cre, Is he fo young a man, and fo old a lifter?

FuiN. But, to prove to you that Helen loves him;— fhe

came, and puts me her white hand to his cloven chin,—

Cre. 'Juno have mercy .'—How came it cloven?

Faij, Why, yoa know, 'tis dimpPd: I think, his fmi-

ling becomes him better than any man in all Phrygia.

Cre, O, he fmiles valiantly.

It^^N. Does he not ?

Cre. O, yes; an 'twere a cloud in autumn.

Pan, Why, go to then: But, to prove to you that

He/e?i loves Troilus [fo.

Cre, Troilus will Hand to the proof, if you'll prove it

Pan. Troihus? why, he efteems her no more than I

efteem an addle egg.

Cre, If you love an addle egg as well as you love an
idle head, you would eat chickens i'the fhell.

Fan, I cannot choose but laugh, to think how fhe

tickl'd his chin;— Indeed, fliehas a marvel's white hand,
1 muft needs confefs :

Cre, Without the rack. [his chin

:

Pan, And Ihe takes upon her to fpy a white hair on
Cre, Alas, poor chin 1 many a wart is richer.

Pan, But, there was fuch laughing ; — Queen ^^-r^/^^icr

laugh'd, that her eyes ran o'er

:

Cre. With milllones.

Pan. And C/^^Wr^ laugh'd :

Cre, But there was more temperate fire under the pot
of her eyes ; — Did her eyes run o'er too ?

Fan, And Eeaor laugh'd :

Vol. IX. B
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Ckz. At what was all this laughing

Marry, at the white hair that Hele^ fpy'd on
Troths^ chin.

C/e£. An't had been a green hair, I (hould have
laugh'd too.

Fan. They laugh'd not fo much at the hair, as at his

pretty anfwer.

Ci?£. What was his anfwer?

Pau, Quoth fhe. Here s but me andffty hairs on your
chin, and one of them is ^hite,

Cre. This is her qaeflion.

Pan, That's truej make no queftion of that. Ong
and ffty hairs, quoth he, and one ^vhite : That nvhite

hair is my father, and all the ref are his fons. Jupiter I

quoth fhe, <which of these hairs is Paris my husband ?

The forked one, quoth he ; pluck't out, and gi've it him.

But, there was fuch laughing! and Helen fo bluih'd,

and Paris fo chaPd, and all the reft fo laugh'd, that it

pa/T'd.

Cre. So let It now; for it has been a great while

going by.

Pan, Well, cousin, I told you a thing yefterday ;

think on't.

Cre. So I do.

Pan, ril be fworn, 'tis true; he will weep you— an
*twere a man born in Jpril,

Cre. And Til fpring up in his tears, an 'twere a*

nettle againft May. [Retreat heard.

Pan. Hark, they are coming from the field : Shall we
ftand up here, and fee them, as they pafs toward Ilium F

good niece, do ; fweet niece Crejfida,

Cre. At your pleasure.

9 V. Note,
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Pa^* Here, here, here's an excellent place ; here

we may fee moft bravely : I'll tell you them all by
their names, as they pafs by ; but mark Troilus above

the reft.

Flourijh. Enter certain Troops, andpafs O'ver ;

-^neas ^ith them^

Cre. Speak not fo loud.

Pa n, Thzt's '\' j^neas; Is not that a brave man ? he's

one of the flowers of Troy, I can tell you ; But mark
Troilus; you ftiall fee anon.

Antenor paj/es ouer.

Cre. Who's that?

Pan. That's
"I"

Jntenor; he has a fhrowd wit, I can

tell you ; and he's man good enough : he's one o'th*

foundeft judgments in Troy, whofoever ; and a proper

man of perfon : When comes Troilus P ^V\\ fhew you
Troilus anon ; if he fee me, you fhall fee him nod at

me.
Cre. Will he give you the nod

?

Pan. You (hall fee.

Cre. If he do, the rich fhall have more,

He6lor pajfes ever.

Pan. ThTit^s'X HeSior, that, that, look you, that ^

There's a fellow ! — Go thy way, Hedor ; There's a

brave man, niece ; — O brave HeSlor ! — Look how he
looks ; there's a countenance ; Is't not a brave man ?

Cre, O, a brave man.
Pan. Is a not ? it does a man's heart good—"Look

you, what hacks are on his helmet ? look you yonder,

do you fee ? look you there : There's no jelling : laying

on; take't off who will, as they fay: there be hacks.

Cre. Be those v/ith fwords ?
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Pa n. Swords ? any thing, he cares not ; an the devil

come to him, it's all one : By god's lid, it does one's

heart good: —Yonder comes Paris, yonder comes Paris :

Paris pajfes ouer.

look ye yonder, niece ; Is't not a gallant man too, is't

not Why, this is brave now* Who faid, he came hurt

home to-day ? he's not hurt : why, this will do Helen's

heart good now. Ha ! 'would I could fee Troilus now 1

— you lhall fee Troilus sxion,

Helenus pa//es o^er.

Cre. Who's that ?

Pan, That's Helenus, — I marvel, where Troilus is ;—
that's Helenus -,--1 think, he went not forth to-day .

that's Helenus,

Cke. Can Helenus fight, uncle ?

Pan, Helenus P no '—yes, he'll fight indifferent well:

^

I marvel, where Troilus is !__Hark ; do you not hear the

people cry, Troilus P Helenus is a prieft.

Troilus pajjes o^er,

Cre. What fneaking fellow comes yonder ?

Pa n. Where ? yonder ? that's Deiphobus : 'Tis Troilus f

There's a man, niece !— hem ! _ Brave Troilus ! the prince

of chivalry

!

Cre, Peace, for fhame, peace.

Pan, Mark him ; note him ; _ O brave Troilus ! —
look well upon him, niece ; look you, how his fword

is bloody'd, and his helm more hack'd than Hedors ;

And how he looks, and how he goes ! — O admirable

youth ! — he ne'er faw three and twenty. Go thy way,

T^oilus, go thy way ; had I a filler were a grace, or a

daughter a goddefs, he Ihould take his choice. Paris P

Paris is dirt to him ; and, I warrant, Helen, to change.
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would give money to boot.

Other T'roops fafs onjer,

Cre, Here come more.

P^N. Afles, fools, dolts ; chafF and bran, chafF and

bran, porredge after meat. I could live and die i'the

eyes of Tropins. Ne'er look, ne'er look ; the eagles are

gone ; crows and daws, crows and daws. 1 had rather

be fuch a man as Troilus, than Jgamemnon and all

Greece,

Cre, There is among the Greeks^ Achilles \ a better

man than Troilus,

Pan, Achilles P a drayman, a porter, a very camel.

Cre. Well, well.

Pa n. Well, well ? Why, have you any difcretion ?

have you any eyes ? do you know what a man is ? Is not

birth, beauty, good fhape, difcourfe, manhood, learning,

gentlenefs, virtue, youth, liberality, and fuch like, the

fpice and fait that feason a man ?

Cre. Ay, a minc'd man : and then to be bak'd with

no date in the pye,~for then the man's date's out.

Pan, You are fuch a woman 1 a man knows not at

what ward you lye.

Cre, Upon my back, to defend my belly; upon my
wit, to defend my wiles ; upon my fecrefy, to defend
mine honefty ; my mafk, to defend my beauty ; and you,

to defend all these : and at all these wards I lye, at a

thousand watches.

Pan, Say one of your watches.

Cre, Nay, I'll watch you for that ; and that's one of
the chiefefl of them too : if I cannot ward what I would
not have hit, I can watch you for telling how I took

the blow 5 unlefs it fwell pall hiding, and then it's pall

? 3
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watching.

PjiN, You are fuch another

!

Enter Troilus' ^oy.

Boy. Sir, my lord would inflantly fpeak with yoia.

Pan. Where?
Boy, At your own houfe; there he unarms him.

Pah. Good boy, tell him I come: Boy.] I doubt;,

he be hurt. ^ Fare ye well, good niece.

Cre, Adieu, uncle.

Pan, ril be with you, niece, by and by.

Cre. To bring, uncle,—
Pau, Ay, a token from Troilus. [Exit.

Cre. By the fame token— you are a bawd

—

Words, vows, gifts, tears, and love's full facrifice.

He offers in another's enterprise :

But more in Troilus thousand fold I fee.

Than in the glafs of PanJar\ praise may be

;

Yet hold I off. Women are angels, wooing;
Things won are done, joy's foul lies in the doing :

That fhe belov'd knows nought, that knows not this,

Men prize the thing ungain'd more than it is

:

That Ihe was never yet, that ever knew
Love got fo fweet, as when desire did fue :

Therefore this maxim out of love I teach, —
Atchievement is, command; ungain'd, befeech:

Then though my heart's content firm love doth bear.

Nothing of that fhall from mine eyes appear. \^Exeunt,

SCENE III. ri;^ Grecian C^;;?/. Before a Tent.

Enter Agamemnon, Nestor, Ulysses,
Menelaus, and Others.

Aga. Princes,
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What grief hath fet this jaundice on your cheeks ?

The ample proposition, that hope makes
In all defigns begun on earth below,

Fails in the promised largenefs : checks and disafters

Grow in the veins of aftions higheft rear'd

;

As knots, by the conflux of meeting fap,

Infe6l the found pine, and divert his grain

Tortive and errant from his courfe of growth.
Nor, princes, is it matter new to us.

That we come fhort of our fuppose fo far,

That, after feven years' fiege, yet Troy walls ftand ;

Sith every a6lion that hath gone before.

Whereof we have record, trial did draw
Bias and thwart, not anfwering the aim,

And that unbody'd figure of the thought

That gave't furmised fhape. Why then, you princes,

Do you with cheeks abafh'd behold our works

;

And think them fhames, which are, indeed, nought elfe

But the protradlive trials of great Jo'vCy

To find persiftive conilancy in men ?

The finenefs of which metal is not found
In fortune's love : for then, the bold and coward.

The wise and fool, the artifl and unread.

The hard and foft, feem all affin'd and kin

:

But, in the wind and tempefl of her frown,

Diftindlion, with a broad and powerful fan.

Puffing at all, winnows the light away

;

And what hath mafs, or matter, by itfelf

Lies, rich in virtue, and unmingled.
iV£5. With due observance of thy godlike feat*

Great Agamemnon, Nejior fhall apply

Tiy latelt words. In the reproof of chance

' thei> Jauftdics 7 diverts v, Note^
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Lies the true proof of men : The fea being fmooth.

How many (hallow bauble boats dare fail

Upon her patient breaft, making their way
With those of nobler bulk ?

But let the ruffian Boreas once enrage

The gentle Thetis^ and, anon, behold

The llrong-rib'd bark through liquid mountains cut,

Bounding between the two moift elements

Like Perfeus* horfe : Where's then the faucy boat.

Whose weak untimber'd fides but even now
Co-rival'd greatnefs ? either to harbour fled.

Or made a toaft for Neptune. Even fo

Doth valour's (hew, and valour's worth, divide

In florms of fortune : For, in her ray and brightnefs.

The herd hath more annoyance by the brize.

Than by the tiger : but when the fplitting wind
Makes flexible the knees of knotted oaks, [^^ge,

And flies flee under fliade, Why, then, the thing of cou-

As rouz'd with rage, with rage doth fympathize,

And, with an accent tun'd in fclf-fame key,

Returns to chiding fortune.

Ult, Agamemnon^ —
Thou great commander, nerve and bone of Greece^

Heart of our numbers, foul and only fpirit.

In whom the tempers and the minds of all

Should be ftiut up,— hear what Ulyiffes fpeaks.

Befides the applause and approbation.

The which,— mofl: mighty for thy place and fway, ^
And thou moll reverend for thy ftretcht-out life, _
I give to both your fpeeches, — which were fuch.

As Agamemnon and the hand of Greece

Should hold up high in brafs ; and fuch again,

»8 fled under Retires
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As venerable Nejfor, hatch'd in filver,

Should with a bond of air (ftrong as the axle-tree

On which heaven rides) knit all the Greeki/b ears

To his experienc'd tongue,— let it please both,

—

Thou great, _and wise, —to hear t/^^jfpeak.

^dcA, Speak, prince of Ithaca: and we lefs expedt

That matter needlefs, of importlefs burthen.

Divide thy lips ; than we are confident,

When rank Therjttes opes his maftifFjaws,

We fhall hear musick, wit, and oracle.

Ult, Troy, yet upon her bafis, had been down.
And the great Hecior\ fword had lack'd a mafter.

But for these inftances*

The fpecialty of rule hath been negledled ;

And, look, how many Grecian tents do ftand

Hollow upon this plain, fo many hollow factions.

When that the general is not lik'd o'the hive,

To whom the foragers lhall all repair.

What honey is expelled ? Degree being vizarded,

The unworthieft Ihews as fairly in the mafk.

The heavens themfelves, the planets, and this center.

Observe degree, priority, and place,

Infifture, courfe, proportion, feason, form,

Office, and cuftom, in all line of order :

And therefore is the glorious planet, Soly

In noble eminence enthron'd and fpher'd

Amid'ft the other; whose med'cinable eye
Corredls the ill afpedls of planets evil,

And pofts, like the commandment of a king.

Sans check, to good and bad : But, when the planets.

In evil mixture, to disorder wander,
What plagues, and what portents ? what mutiny I

^

4 yet let 6 and be't of lefle 5) Mafticke » 7 like the
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What raging of the Tea ? fliakbg of earth ?

Commotion in the winds ? frights, changes, horrorsj

Divert and crack, rend and deracinate

The unity and marry'd calm of flates

Quite from their fixure ? O, when degree is fliak'd.

Which is the ladder of all high defigns,

The enterprise is fick ! How could communities^

Degrees in fchools, and brotherhoods in cities.

Peaceful commerce from dividable fhores.

The primogeniture and due of birth.

Prerogative of age, crowns, fcepters, laurels.

But by degree, ftand in authentic place ?

Take but degree away, untune that firing,

And, hark, what difcord follows ! each thing meets

In meer oppugnancy : The bounded waters

Should lift their bosoms higher than the Ihores,

And make a fop of all this folid globe :

Strength fhould be lord of imbecility,

And the rude fon ftiould ftrike his father dead :

Force fhould be right; or, rather, right and wrong
(Between whose endlefs jar juftice resides)

Should lose their names, and fo fhould juflice too

Then every thing includes itfelf in power,.

Power into will, will into appetite ;

And appetite, an univerfal wolf.

So doubly feconded with will and power,

Mufl make perforce an univerfal prey,

And, lafl, eat up himfelf. Great Jgamemnon^

This chaos, when degree is fulfocate,

Follows the choaking.

And this negledlion of degree it is,

That by a pace goes backward in a purpose

primogenitivc
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It hath to cKmb : The general's difdam'd

By him one ftep below; he, by the next

;

That next, by him beneath : fo every ftep,

Exampl'd by the firft pace that is fick

Of his fuperior, grows to an envious fever

Of pale and bloodlefs emulation :

And 'tis this fever that keeps Troy on foot,

Not her own finews. To end a tale of length,

Ty-oy in our weaknefs ftands, not in her ftrength.

Nes, Moft wisely hath Ulyjes here difcover'd

The fever whereof all our power is fick.

Jgj^, The nature of the ficknefs found, VlyJJesy

What is the remedy ?

Vly, The great Achilles^ — whom opinion crowns
The fmew and the forehand of our hoft,—

Having his ear full of his airy fame,

Grows dainty of his worth, and in his tent

Lies mocking our defigns : With him, Patroclusj

Upon a lazy bed, the livelong day

Breaks fcurril jefts

;

And with ridiculous and aukward a6lion

(Which, llanderer, he imitation calls)

He pageants us. Sometime, great Agarnemnony

Thy toplefs deputation he puts on ;

And, like a ftrutting player, — whose conceit

Lies in his ham-ftring, and doth think it rich

To hear the wooden dialogue and found

'Twixt his ftretch'd footing and the fcafFoldage,—
Such to-be-pity'd and o'er-refted feeming
He a£ls thy greatnefs in : and when he fpeaks,

'Tis like a chime a mending ; with terms unfquar'd>

Which, from the tongue of roaring Typhon drop'd.
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Would feem hyperboles. At this fufly fluff'.

The large Achilles^ on his preff'd bed lolling,

From his deep chefl laughs out a loud applause

;

Cries, Excellent! Uis Agamemnon juft,

No^ play z^^ Neftor; hem^ andJiroak thy heard.

As he, being ^dreji tofame oration.

That's done ; as near as the extreameft ends

Of parallels, like as Vulcan and his wife

:

Yet good Achilles IHII cries, Excellent !

^Tis Neftor right : Now play him me^ Patroclus,

Arming to anj<vjer in a night alarm.

And then, forfooth, the faint defers of age

Muft be the fcene of mirth ; to cough, and fpit,

And, with a palsy fumblirtg on his gorget,

Shake in and out the rivet : and at this fport

Sir Valour dies ; cries, O, enough, Patroclus;

Or gi^e me ribs offleel! IJhallfplit all

In pleasure ofmy fpleen. And in this fafhion

All our abilities, gifts, natures, fhapes,

Severals and generals of grace exad,

Atchievements, plots, orders, preventions.

Excitements to the field, or fpeech for truce,

Succefs, or lofs, what is, or is not, ferves

As fluff for these two to make paradoxes.

Nes, And in the imitation of these twain

(Whom, as UlyJ/es fays, opinion crowns

With an imperial voice) many are infed.

Ajax is grown felf-will'd ; and bears his head

In fuch a rein, in full as proud a place

As broad Achilles : keeps his tent like him;
Makes factious feafts ; rails on our flate of war^

Bold as an oracle : and fet5 Therftes

8 as like as Who as
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(A flave, whose gall coins flanders like a mint)

To match us in companions with dirt

;

To weaken and difcredit our exposure,

How rank foever rounded in with danger.

Ult, They tax our policy, and call it cowardife;

Count wisdom as no member of the war;
Foreftal prefcience, and efteem no a6t

But that of hand : the ftill and mental parts,

—

That do contrive how many hands lhall ftrike.

When fitnefs calls them on ; and know, by measure

Of their observant toil, the enemies' weight,—
Why, this hath not a finger's dignity

;

They call this — bed- work mappery, closet war:
So that the ram, that batters down the wall.

For the great fwing and rudenefs of his poize.

They place before his hand that made the engine;

Or those, that with the finenefs of their fouls

By reason guide his execution.

Nes. Let this be granted, and Jchilles^ horfe

Makes many Thetis' fons. [Trumpet heard.

Aga. What trumpet'jCJ i^BXi look, Menelaus,

Men, Yxom Troy.

Enter ^neas.
Aga, What would you 'fore our tent ?

jEne, Is this great Agamemnon''s tent, I pray you ?

Aga, Even this.

jEne. May one, that is a herald, and a prince.

Do a fair mefTage to his kingly ears ?

Aga, With furety ftronger than Achilles^ arm
'Fore all the Greekijh heads, which with one voice

Call Agamemnon head and general.

jEne, Fair leave, and large fecurity. How may
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A flranger to those moft imperial looks

Know them from eyes of other mortals ?

Jga, How?
jEne, I afk, that I might waken reverence.

And bid the cheek be ready with a blufh

Modeft as morning when fhe coldly eyes

The youthful Pha*bus :

Which is that god in office, guiding men ?

Which is the high and mighty Agamemnon ?

Aga. This Trojan fcorns us ; or the men of Troy

Are ceremonious courtiers.

jEne, Courtiers as free, as debonair, unarm'd.

As bending angels ; that's their fame in peace :

But when they would feem foldiers, they have galls.

Good arms, ilrongjoints, true fwords; and, ^ci^^'s accord.

Nothing fo full of heart. But peace, u^neasy

Peace, 7'rojan ; lay thy finger on thy lips 1

The worthinefs of praise diftains his worth.

If that the prais'd himfelf bring the praise forth :

What the repining enemy commends.
That breath fame blows ; that praise, fole pure, tranfcend?.

Aga, Sir, you of Troy, call you yourfelf JEneas?
ABne, Ay, Greeky that is my name.

Aga, What's your affair, I pray you ?

ASne, Sir, pardon ; 'tis for ^^?;;7i?;w«i?«'s ears. [Troy,

Aga. He hears nought privately, that comes from

jEne. Nor I from Troy come not to whifper him ;

I bring a trumpet to awake his ear ;

To fet his fenfe on the attentive bent.

And then to fpeak.

Aga. Speak frankly as the wind ;

It is not Agame?nnon's fleeping hour;

4 I, I
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That thoii (halt know, Trojan, he is awake.

He tells thee fo himfelf.

^NE. Trumpet, blow loud, I

Send thy brafs voice through all these lazy tents ;—
And every Greek of mettle, let him know,
WhditTroy means fairly fhall be (poke aloud.

[Trumpet Jhunds-,

We have, great Agamemnon^ here \nTroy
A prince called HeSlor, Priam is his father.

Who in this dull and long-continuM truce

Is rufty grown ; he bad me take a trumpet.

And to this purpose fpeak. Kings, princes, lords !

If there be one, among the fair'ft of Greece^

That holds his honour higher than his ease

;

That feeks his praise more than he fears his peril

;

That knows his valour, and knows not his fear

;

That loves his miltrefs more than in confelTion,

(With truant vows to her own lips he loves)

And dare avow her beauty, and her worth.

In other arms than hers,— to him this challenge.

He^or, in view of Trojans and of Greeks,

Shall make it good, or do his befl: to do it.

He hath a lady, wiser, fairer, truer,

Than ever Greek did compafs in his arms

;

And will to-morrow with his trumpet call,

Mid-way between your tents and walls of 7r^
To rouze a Grecian that is true in love :

If any come, HeElor fhall honour him ;

If none, he'll fay in Trey, when he retires.

The Grecian dames are fun-burnt, and not worth
The fplinter of a lance. Even fo much.
AoA. This fhall be told our lovers^ lord JEnmsi
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If none of them have foul in fuch a kind,

We left them all at home : But we are foldiers

;

And may that foldier a mere recreant prove.

That means not, hath not, or is not in love

!

If then one is, or hath, or means to be,

That one meets HeSior ; if none elfe, I am he.

Nes, Tell him of Neftor, one that was a man
When HeSIor^s grandfire fuck'd : he is old now

;

But, if there be not in our Grecian hoft

One noble man, that hath one fpark of fire

To anfvver for his love. Tell him from me,
I'll hide my filver beard in a gold beaver,

nd in my vantbrace put this wither'd brawn ;

And, meeting him, will tell him, That my lady

Was fairer than his grandame, and as chaft

As may be in the world: His youth in flood,

I'll pawn this truth with my three drops of blood.

^NE. Now heavens forbid fuch fcarcity of youth!

Agj, Amen

—

Fair lord jEneas, let me touch your hand

;

To our pavilion (hall I lead you, fir.

Achilles (hall have word of this intent

;

So fhall each lord of Greece, from tent to tent

:

Yourfelf fhall feaft with us before you go.

And find the welcome of a noble foe.

{Exeunt All but Uly. and Nef.

Uly, NeJIor,^

Nes. WhsLt fcLys Ufyjes F

Vlt. I have a young conception in my brain.

Be you my time to bring it to fome fhape.

Nes, Whatis't? [pride

XJlt. Blunt wedges rive hard knots : The feeded

'9 V. Note,
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That hath to this maturity blown up

In rank Achilles^ muft or now be crop'd,

Or, fhedding, breed a nurfery of like evil.

To over-bulk us all.

iV£5. Well, ^ly and how ?

JJly. This challenge that the gallant H^^^r fends,

However it is fpread in general name,

Relates in purpose only to Achilles,

Nes, The purpose is perfpicuous even as fubftance.

Whose groffnefs little chara(S:ers fum up :

And, in the publication, make no ftrain.

But that Achilles, were his brain as barren

As banks of Zj^^/^x, ""though, Apollo knows,
'Tis dry enough, — will with great fpeed ofjudgment.
Ay, with celerity, find Hedor's purpose

Pointing on him.

Ult, And wake him to the anfwer, think you }

Nes, Yes

;

It is moll meet ; Whom may you elfe oppose.

That can from HeBor bring those honours off.

If not Achilles ? Though't be a fportful combat.
Yet in the trial much opinion dwells

;

For here the Trojans tafte our dear'ft repute

With their fin'ft palate : And truft to me, Ulyjfes^

Our imputation ftiall be oddly poiz'd

In this wild aftion : for the fuccefs,

Although particular, fhall give a fcantling

Of good or bad unto the general

;

And in fuch indexes, although fmall pricks

To their fubfequent volumes, there is feen

The baby figure of the giant mafs

0£ things to come at large. It is fuppos'd,

Vol. IX, C
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He, that meets He^cr^ ilTues from our choice i

And choice, being mutual ad of all our fouls,

Makes merit her eledlion ; and doth boil,

As 'twere, from forth us all, a man diftill'd

Out of our virtues; Who mifcarrying,

What heart receives from hence, a conquering part,

To fl^eel a ftrong opinion to themfelves ? [meet,

Ult. Give pardon to my fpeech ;
— Therefore 'tis

Achilles meet not HeJlor : Let us, like merchants,

Firll: fliew foul wares, and think perchance they'll fell;

If not,

The luftre of the better fhall exceed.

By fliewing the worfe firll. Do not confent,

That ever HeBor and Achilles meet

;

For both our honour and our lhame, in this.

Are dog'd with two ftrange followers.

iV£5. CTf?at are tijep?

I fee them not with my old eyes ; What are they ?

TJly, What glory omx Achilles fhares from HeBoVt

Were he not proud, we all fhould lhare with him :

But he already is too infolent

;

And WT were better parch in Africk fun,

Than in the pride and fait fcorn of his eyes.

Should he 'fcape HeSior fair : If he were foird.

Why, then we did our main opinion crufh

In taint of our befl man. No, make a lottery ;

And, by device, let blockifh y^*<7^draw

The fort to fight with HeSIor : Among ourfelves.

Give him allowance for the better man :

For that will physick the great Myrmidon^

Who broils in loud applaufe ; and make him fall

His creft, that prouder than blue Iris bends.
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If the dull bralnlefs Ajax come fafe ofF,

We'll drefs him up in voices : If he fail.

Yet go we under our opinion flill,

1'hat we have better men. But, hit or mifs,

Ourprojedl's life this (hape of fenfe affumes,

—

Ajax employed plucks down Achilles^ plumes,

Ne^, Now I begin to relilh thy advice;

And I will give a tafte of it forthwith

To Agamemnon : go we to him ftraight.

Two curs fhall tame each other ; Pride alone

Mufl tar the maftifFs on, as 'twere their bone. [Exeunt.

jcr II.

SCENE I. Thefame. Another Part of it

.

Enter Thersites, A] i^x following,

AJA* TherfteSi'"

The . Agamemnon— how if he had biles ? full, all over

generally ?

AJA, Therftesr^

The, And those biles did run ? Say fo, did not the

general run then ? were not that a botchy core ?

AJA. Dog,—
The . Then there would come fome matter from him

;

I fee none now.
JjA. Thou bitch-wolPs fon, can'ft thou not hear?

Feel then. [Jiriking him.

THE . The plague of Greece upon thee, thou mungrel

beef-witted lord !

AyA. Speak then, thou unfalted leaveO; fpeak : I will

beat thee into handfomenefs.

7 Now Ulyjfes, I
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The» I fliall fooner rail thee into wit and holinefs i

but, I think, thy horfe will fooner con an oration, than

thou learn a prayer without book. Thou canft ftrike,

canft thou ? a red murrain o'thy jade's tricks

!

^7^. Toad-ftool, learn me the proclamation.

The. Doft thou think, I have no fenfe, thou ftrik'il

me thus ?

Jjui. The proclamation.

The. Thou art proclaimed a fool, I think.

j^yji. Do not, porcupine, do not ; my fingers itch.

The. I would, thou did'ft itch from head to foot, and

T had the fcratching of thee ; 1 would make thee the

loath fom'ft fcabin Greece.

AJA. I fay, the proclamation.

The. ThougrumbPftand raileft every hour on ^ri'/7/<?/:

and thou art as full of envy at his greatnefs, as Cerberus

is at Proferpina's beauty ; ay, that thou bark'll at him.

JjA. Mi^rt^s Therjites!

The. Thou fhould'ft ftrike him.

JjA. Cob-loaf!

The . He would pound thee into fliivers with his fill,

as a failor breaks a bifket.

AJA. You whorfon cur! [beaming him.

The. Do, do.

AjA. Thou ftool for a witch

!

The . Ay, do, do : Thou fodden-witted lord ! thou

haft no more brain, than I have in mine elbows ; an

ajjinego may tutor thee : Thou fcurvy valiant afs ! thou

art here but to thraih Trojans ; and thou art bought

and fold among those of any wit, like a Barbarian

flave. If thou use to beat me, I will begin at thy heel,

and tell what thou art by inches, Thou thing of no

punne thee *s Afinko
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bowels, thou

!

AJA, You dog! \leating him.

Thz. You fcurvy lord!

AjA, You cur !

STff£ . Mars his ideot ! do, rudenefs ; do, camel ; do, do.

^/z^^r Achilles, /2??^Patroclus.

AcH, Why, how now, Ajax ? wherefore do you thus ?—
How now, Therjites ? what's the matter, man ?

THE. You fee him there, do you ?

AcH, Ay; What's the matter?

The. Nay, look upon him.

AcH. So I do ; What's the matter ?

The. Nay, but regard him well.

AcH. Well, why I do fo.

The. But yet you look not well upon him : for, who-
foever you take him to be, he is A/ax*

AcH. I know that, fool.

Tffj?. Ay, but that fool knows not himfelf.

AJA. Therefore I beat thee.

The. Lo, lo, lo, lo, what modicums of wit he utters I

his evasions have ears thus "j" long. I have bob'd his

brain^ more than he has beat my bones: I will buy nine

fparrows for a penny, and his pia mater is not worth the

ninth part ofa fparrpw. This lord, Achilles, Ajax,—who
wears his wit in his belly, and his guts in his head,—

I

tell you what I fay of him

:

AcH, What ?

The. I fay, this Ajax"-'

AcH, Nay, good Ajax. \flaying him*

The. has not fo much wit—
AcH, Nay, I muft hold you.

The, as will Hop the eye of Helen"^ needle, for whom
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he comes to fight.

JcH. Peace, fool

!

I would have peace and quietnefs, but the fool

will not : he there ; that he ; look you there.

AJA, O thou damn'd cur ! I {hall
—

J!cH, Will you fet your wit to a fool's ?

No, I warrant you ; for a fool's will lhame it.

P^r, Good words, Therfiies.

AcH, What's the quarrel ?

AjA. I bad the vile owl, go learn me the tenure of

the proclamation, and he rails upon me.
The, I ferve thee not.

AjA, Well, go to, go to.

The, I ferve here voluntary.

AcH, Your lail: fervice was fufferance, 'twas not vo-

luntary ; no man is beaten voluntary : Ajax was here the

voluntary, and you as under an imprefs.

The . E'en fo r a great deal ofyour wit too lies in your

finews, or elfe there be liars : Hedor fhall have a great

catch, if he knock out either of your brains; a' were as

good crack a fufty nut with no kernel.

AcH, What, with me too, Therjltes?

The, There's Ulyffes and old Neflor,— whose wit was
mouldy ere your grandfires had nails on their toes,—

yoke you like draft oxen, and make you plough up the

wars.

Ach, What, what ?

The. Yes, good footh ; To^ Achilles ! tOy Ajax! to !

AjA, I jfliall cut out your tongue

The, 'Tis no matter; 1 lhall fpeak as much toit as

thou, afterwards.

FAr, No more words, Therjites ; peace.

^4- ere their Grandfires
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Tn^, I will hold my peace when Achilles^ brach bids

me, fhall I ?

AcH, There's for you, Patroclus.

The. I will fee you hang'd, like clot-poles, ere T

come any more to your tents ; I will keep where there is

wit ftirring, and leave the fadion of fools. [^Exit.

Pat, a good riddance,

AcH, Marry, this, fir, is proclaim'd through all our

That HeSlovy by the firft hour of the fun, [holl

:

Will, with a trumpet, 'twixt our tents and Troy,

To-morrow morning call fome knight to arms,

That hath a ftomach ; and fuch a one, that dare

Maintain "~ 1 know not what; 'tis tralh, Farewel,

AJA, FareweL Who (liall anfwer him ?

AcH, r know not, it is put to lottery ; otherwise,

He knew his man. \Exeunt Ach. and? at,
AJA, O, meaningyou : I'll go learn more of it. \Exit,

SCENE II. Troy. A Room in Vxmm's Palace.

Enter VvLihu, Hector, Troilus,
Paris, ^w^Helenus.

pRi, After fo many hours, lives, fpeeches Ipent,

Thus once again fays Neftor from the Greeks

y

Deli'ver Helen, and all damage elfe
—

As honour^ lofs of time, travel, expence.

Wounds, friends, and nxhat elfe dear that isconfun^d

In hot digejiion of this corrnorant ^var,—
^hall he ftrook off:-^HeSlor, what fay you to't?

Hec» Though no man lefier fears the Greeks than I,

As far as toucheth my particular, yet.

Dread Priafn,

Th^re is no lady of more fofter bowels,

' byooch
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More fpungy to fuck m the fenfe of fear.

More ready to cry out— W/jo kno^s 'whatfollon^s?
Than Hedor is : The wound of peace is furety,

Surety fecure ; but modeft doubt is call'd

The beacon of the wise, the tent that fearches

To the bottom of the worft. Let Helen go :

Since the firft fword was drawn about this queftion.

Every tithe foul, 'mongft many thousand dismes.

Hath been as dear as Helen ; I mean, of ours

:

If we have loft fo many tenths of ours,

To guard a thing not ours ; nor worth to us,

Had it our name, the value of one ten;

What merit's in that reason, which denies

The yielding of her up ?

Tro. Fie, fie, my brother!

Weigh you the worth and honour of a king.

So great as our dread father, in a fcale

Of common ounces ? will you with counters fum
The vaft proportion of his infinite ?

Or buckle-in a wafte moft fathomlefs,

With fpans and inches fo diminutive

As fears and reasons ? fie, for godly lhame

!

Hel . No marvel, though you bite fo lharp at reasons,

You are fo empty of them. Should not our father

Bear the great fway of his affairs with reasons.

Because your fpeech hath none, that tells him fo ?

Tro. You are for dreams and flumbers, brother prieft.

You fur your gloves with reason. Here are your reasons:

You know, an enemy intends you harm

;

You know, a fword employ'd is perilous,

And reason flies the objedt of all harm :

Who marvels then, when Heletius beholds

'fi The paft
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A Grecian and his fword, if he do fet

The very wings of reason to his heels

;

And fly like chidden Mercury from Jo^e,

Or like a ftar diforb'd r Nay, if we talk of reason,

Let's fhut our gates, and fleep: Manhood and honour

Should have hare hearts, would they but fat their thoughts

With this cram'd reason : reason and refpedl

Make livers pale, and luilihood dejed.

Hec, Brother, Ihe is not worth what fhe doth coft

The holding.

Tro. What is aught, but as 'tis valu'd ?

Hec» But value dwells not in particular will;

It holds his eflimate and dignity

As well wherein 'tis precious of itfelf.

As in the prizer : 'tis mad idolatry.

To make the fervice greater than the god

;

And the will doats, that is inclinable

To what infediouily itfelf affedls.

Without fome image of the alFe£led'0 merit.

Tro. I take to-day a wife, and my eledlion

Js led on in the conduft of my will ;

My will enkindl'd by mine eyes and ears,

Two traded pilots 'twixt the dangerous fhores

Of will and judgment ; How may 1 avoid.

Although my will diftafte what itelefted.

The wife T chose ? there can be no evasion

To blench from this, and to ftand firm by honour

:

We turn not back the filks upon the merchant,
When we have foil'd them ; nor the remainder viands

We do not throw in unrefpe\I:1ive place,

Because we now are full. It was thought meet,

Paris fhould do fome vengeance on the Greeks :.
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Your breath of full confent belly'd his fails

;

The feas and winds (old wranglers) took a truce.

And did him fervice : he touch'd the ports desir'd ;

And, for an old aunt, whom the Greeks held captive,

He brought a Gw/^;/ queen, whose youth and frefhnefs

Wrinkles Jpollo*s, and makes pale the morning.

Why keep we her? t\it Grecians keep our aunt:

Is Ihe worth keeping ? why, fhe is a pearl.

Whose price hath launch'd above a thousand fhips.

And turn'd crovvn'd kings to merchants.

If you'll avouch, 'twas wisdom Paris went,

(As you mud needs, for you all cry'd— G6>, go)

If you'll confefs, he brought home noble prize,

(As you muft needs, for you all clap'd your h^nds.

And CYy^A^hieJiimable!) why do you now
The ifiue of your proper v/isdoms rate;

And do a deed that fortune never did,

Beggar the eflimation which you priz'd

Richer than fea and land ? O theft mofl: bafe

;

That we have floln what we do fear to keep

!

Bafe thieves, unworthy of a thing fo ftoln ;

That in their country did them that difgrace.

We fear to warrant in our native place !

Cas, [fwithin,"] Cry, Trojans, cry I

Pri, What noise, what fhriek is this ?

Tro, 'Tis our mad filler, I do know her voice.

Cas. Ifwithin.l Cry, Trojans !

Hec. ^Tis Cajandra.
Enter Cassandra, <tvildly,

Cas, Cry, Trojans, cry ! lend me ten thousand eyes^

And I will fill them with prophetic tears,

Bec, Peace, filler, peace.

*" Buttheeves



Trollus and CrelTida. 37

Ca^, Virgins and boys, mid -age and wrinkrdold.

Soft infancy, that nothing can'ft but cry,

Add to my clamours ! let us pay betimes

A moiety of that mafs of moan to come.

Cry, Trojans, cry, pra6life your eyes with tears

!

Troy m.uil: not be, nor goodly Ilion Hand ;

Our fire-brand brother Paris burns us all.

Cry, Tyojans, cry ! a Helen ^ and a woe

:

Cry, cry ! Troy burns, or elfe let Helen go.

\^Exit Cassandra,
Hec, Now, youthful Troilus^ do not these high flrains

Of divination in our fifter work
Some touches of remorfe ? or is your blood

So madly hot, that no difcourfe of reason.

Nor fear of bad fuccefs in a bad cause.

Can qualify the fame ?

Tro. Why, brother ///f<f?<?r,

We may not think the jullnefs of each a6l

Such and no other than event doth form it

;

Nor once dejed the courage of our minds.

Because Caffandra's mad ; her brain-fick raptures

Cannot diftalle the goodnefs of a quarrel,

Which hath our feveral honours all engag'd
To make it gracious. For my private part,

I am* no more touch 'd than 2^1 Priam's fons :

And Jo<ve forbid, there fhould be done amongfl us

Such things as might offend the weakeft fpleen

To fight for and maintain

!

Par. Elfe might the world convince of levity

As well my undertakings, as your counfels :

But I atteft the gods, your full confent

Gave wings to my propenfion, and cut ofF
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All fears attending on fo dire a proje£l.

For what, alas, can these my Tingle arms ?

What propugnation is in one man's valour.

To Hand the pufh and enmity of those

This quarrel would excite ? Yet, I proteH^,

Were I alone to pafs the difficulties.

And had as ample power as I have will,

Tarts fhould ne'er retrad what he hath done.

Nor faint in the purfuit.

Prj. Paris, you fpeak

Like one befotted on your fweet delights

:

You have the honey ftill, but these the gall

;

So to be valiant, is no praise at all.

PjiR, Sir, I propose not meerly to myfelf

The pleasures fuch a beauty brings with it;

But I would have the foil of her fair rape

Wip'd off in honourable keeping her.

What treason were it to the ranfack'd queen,

Difgrace to your great worths, and fhame to me.
Now to deliver her posseffion up

On terms of bafe compulfion ? can it be.

That fo degenerate a ftrain as this

Should once fet footing in your generous bosoms ?•

There's not the meaneft fpirit on our party,

Without a heart to dare, or fword to draw.

When Helen is defended ; nor none fo noble,

Whose life were ill beftow'd, or death unfam'd.

Where Helen is the fubjed : then, I fay.

Well may we light for her, whom, we know well.

The world's large fpaces cannot parallel.

Hec. Paris y and Troilusy you have both faid well
\

And on the cause and queftion now in hand
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Have gloz'd, but fuperficially ; not much
Unlike young men, whom Anflotle thought

Unfit to hear moral philofophy :

The reasons, you alledge, do more conduce

To the hot paflion of diftemper'd blood,

Than to make up a free determination

'Twixt right and wrong ; For pleasure, and reveng

Have ears more deaf than adders to the voice

Of any true decifion. Nature craves.

All dues be render'd to their owners ; Now
What nearer debt in all humanity.

Than wife is to the husband ? if this law

Of nature be corrupted through affe6lion ;

And that great minds, of partial indulgence

To their benummed wills, resiil the fame ;

There is a law in each well-order'd nation.

To curb those raging appetites that are

Moll difobedient and refractory :

If Helen then be wife to Sparta s king,—
As, it is known, fhe is,— these moral laws

Of nature, and of nations, fpeak aloud

To have her back returned : Thus to persift

In doing wrong, extenuates not wrong.

But makes it much more heavy. HeSior% opinion

Is this, in way of truth : yet, ne'erthelefs.

My fpritely brethren, T propend to you
In resolution to keep Hden llill

;

For 'tis a cause that hath no mean dependance
Upon our joint and feveral dignities.

Tko, Why, there you touch'd the life of our defig

Were it not glory that we more affeded

Than the performance of our heaving fpleens,



40 Troilus and Creflida.

I would not wlfh a drop of Trojaji blood

Spent more in her defence. But, worthy HeSIoTy

She is a theme of honour and renown ;

A fpur to valiant and magnanimous deeds

;

Whose present courage may beat down our foes.

And fame, in time to come, canonize us

:

For, T presume, brave He^or would not lose

So rich advantage of a promis'd glory.

As fmiles upon the forehead of this adion.

For the wide world's revenue.

Hec, I am yours.

You valiant ofF-fpring of great Friamus,^
I have a roifling challenge fent amongft
The dull and factious nobles of the Greeks^

Will ftrike amazement to their drowzy fpirits

:

I was advertized, their great general flept,

Whilft emulation in the army crept;

This, I presume, will wake him. \^Exeunt,

SCENE Hi. TheGxttkCamp, Before Kq\\i\\qs' Tent.

Enter Thersites.
The, How now, Therjltes? what, loft in the la-

byrinth of thy fury ? Shall the elephant Ajax carry it

thus ? he beats me, and I rail at him : O worthy

fatiffadlion ! 'would, it were otherwise ; that I could

beat him, whilft he rail'd at me : 'Sfoot, I'll learn to

conjure and raise devils, but Til fee fome ifTue of my
fpiteful execrations. Then there's Achilles^ —a rare en-

gineer- If Troy be not taken 'till these two under-

mine it, the walls v/ill ftand 'till they fall of them-

felves. O thou great thunder-darter of Olympusy for-

get that thou art Jo've the king of gods ; and, Mercury^
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lose all the ferpentine craft of thy Caduceus ; if ye

take not that little little lefs-than-little wit from them
that they have ! which fhort-arm'd ignorance itfelf

knows is fo abundant fcarce, it will not in circum-

vention deliver a fly from a fpider, without drawing

the maffy iron, and cutting the web. After this, the

vengeance on the whole camp 1 or, rather, the bpne-

ach ! for that, methinks, is the curfe dependant

on those that war for a placket. I have faid my
prayers I and devil, envy, fay amen. What ho ! my
lord Achilles !

Enter Patroclus.
Fat. Who's there? Therjites P GooA Therjttes, come

in and rail.

The, If I could have remember'd a gilt counter-

feit, thou would'ft not have flipt out of my contem-
plation : but it is no matter, Thyfelf upon thyfelf

!

The common curfe of mankind, folly and ignorance,

be thine in great revenue ! heaven blefs thee from a

tutor, and difcipline come not near thee ! Let thy blood

be thy direction 'till thy death ! then if Ihe, that lays thee

out, fays "•thou art a fair corfe, FU be fworn and fworn

upon't, Ihe never Ihrouded any but lazars. Amen.
Where's Achilles F

Pat, What, art thou devout? waft thou in prayer?

The, Ay ; The heavens hear me

!

E7itcr Achilles.
AcH, Who's there ?

Pat, Therjites^ my lord,

AcH, Where, where ?_ Art thou come? Why, my
cheese, my digeftion, why haft thou not ferv'd thy-

felf in to my table fo many meals ? Come, what's Aga-

^ Irons 3» into
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memnon ?

The. Thy commander, ; — Then tell me,
Patroclus, \v\\2it\ Achilles ?

PaT> Thy lord, Therfites ; Then tell me, I pray thee,

what's thyfelf ?

The . Thy knower, Patroclus ; Then tell me, Patroclus,

what art thou?

PAr. Thou may'ft tell, that know'fl.

JcH. O, tell, tell.

The, I'll decline the whole queftion. Agamemnoncom-
mands Achilles ; Achilles is my lord ; I am Patroclus^ know-
er; and Patroclus is a fool.

PAr, You rafcal !

The, Peace, fool ; T have not done.

AcH» He is a priviledg'd man. — Proceed, Therjltes.

The, Agamemnon is a fool ; Achilles is a fool ; Ther-

fites is a fool ; and, as aforefaid, Patroclus is a fool.

AcH, Derive this ; come.

The , Agamemnon is a fool, to offer to command AchiU

les; Achilles is a fool to be commanded of Agamemnon ;

Therfites is a fool, to ferve fuch a fool ; and Patroclus is

a fool positive.

P^r. Why am I a fool ?

The, Make that demand of thy creator; it fufnces

me, thou art.— Look you, who comes here ?

Enter Agamemnon, Nestor, Ulysses,
DiOMEDES, and Ajax.

AcH, Patroclus^ I'll fpeak with nobody Come in

with me, 9"
herfites, [Exit,

The, Here is fuch patchery, fuch jugling, and fuch

knavery ! all the argument is~~ a cuckold, and a whore;

A good quarrel, to draw emulous fadions, and bleed to

«4 the Cre-
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death upon* Now the dry ferpigo on the fubjedl ! and

war, and lechery, confound all. \Exit.

Aga . Wh ere is Achilles ?

PaT. Within his tent; but ill-difpos'd; my lord.

Aga. Let it be known to him, that we are here.

He fent us mefTengers ; and we lay by
Our appertainments, visiting of him :

Let him be told fo ; left, perchance, he think

We dare not move the queflion of our place.

Or know not what we are.

Pat. I ftiall fo fay to him. [Exit.

Ult. We favv him at the op'ning of his tent.

He is not fick.

AjA, Yes, lion-fick, fick of a proud heart: you may
call it melancholy, if you will favour the man ; but, by
my head, 'tis pride ; But why, why ? let him Ihew us a

cause.—A word, my lord.

[dra-ivi/ig Agamemnon apart.

Nes. What moves JJax thus to bay at him ?

f/xr. ^r^/7/^jhath inveigPd his fool from him.

Nes. Who? T'her/tesF

Uir. He.
Nes. Then will AJax lack matter, if he have loft his

argument.

Uir. No; you fee, he is his argument, that has his

argument ; Achilles.

Nes. All the better ; their fraction is more our vvifti,

than their fa6lion : But it was a ftrong composure, a

fool could difunite*

Uir. The amity, that wisdom knits not, folly may
easily untye. Here comes Patroclus.

Re-enter Patroclus,

* fent our Meflcngers

Vol. IX. D
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Nes, NoJMI/es with him. [tefy ;

Uir. The elephant hath joints, but none for cour-

His legs are for necelTity, not for flexure.

Pj4T. Achilles bids me fay — he is much forry.

If any thing more than your fport and pleasure

Did move your greatnefs, and this noble ftate^

To call upon him ; he hopes, it is no other,

But, for your health and your digeftion fake>

An after-dinner's breath.

Aga. Hear you, Patroclus

We are too well acquainted with these anfwers :

But his evasion, wing'd thus fvvift with fcorn>

Cannot out-fly our apprehenfions.

Much attribute he hath ; and much the reason.

Why we afcribe it to him : yet all his virtues,
—

Not virtuoufly on his own part beheld,

—

Do, in our eyes, begin to lose their glofs

;

Yea, like fair fruit in an unwholfome difti,

Are like to rot untalled. Go and tell him,

We come to fpeak with him : And you fliall not fin,

If you do fay - we think him over-proud,

And under-honefl: ; in felf-afl^umption greater, [felf

Than in the note ofjudgment : and worthier than him-

Here tend the favage flrangenefs he puts on ;

Difguise the holy ftrength of their command.
And underwrite in an observing kind

His humorous predominance ;
yea, watch

His pettifli lunes, his ebbs, his flows, as if

The pafl^age and whole carriage of this adlir n

Rode on his tide. Go, tell him this ; And add.

That, if he over-hold his price fo much,

We'll none of him ; but let him, like an engine

3 are legs for lines
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Not port^ible, lie under this report

Bring aftion hither, this cannot go to war :

A ftirring dwarf we do allowance give

Before a ileeping giant: Tell him To.

Pat. I lhall ; and bring his anfwer presently.

[Exit Patroclus,
Aga. In fecond voice we'll not be fatiffy'd,

We come to fpeak with him :^Ul^iffes, enter you.

[Exit Ulysses.
AyA, What is he more than another?

Aga, No more than what he thinks he is.

AyA. Is he fo much r Do you not think, he thinks

himfelf

A better man than I ?

A<^A, No queftion.

AyA. Will you fubfcribe his thought, and fay^-he is ?

Aga. No, noble Ajax\ you are as llrong, as valiant.

As wise too, no lefs noble, much more gentle.

And altogether more tradable.

AyA, Why fhould a man be proud ?

How doth pride grow ? I know not what pride is.

Aga, Your mind's the clearer, Ajax^ and your virtues

The fairer. He that's proud, eats up himfelf:

Pride is his own glafs, his own trumpet, his

Own chronicle ; and whate'er praises itfelf

But in the deed, devours the deed i'the praise.

AyA . I do hate a proud man, as I hate the engend'ring

of toads.

Nes, " And yet he loves himfelf ; Is it not ftrange ?'*

Re-enter Ulysses,
Ult, Achilles will not to the field to-morrow.
Aga, What's his excufe ?
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Vly. He doth rely on none ;

But carries on the ftream of his difpose,

Without observance or refpeft of any.

In will peculiar and in felf admiffion.

Aga, Why will he not, upon our fair requell,

Untent his perfon, and fhare the air with us ?

Uly, Things fmall as nothing, for requelFs fake only,

He makes important: Posseil he is with greatnefs ;

And fpeaks not to himfelf, but with a pride

That quarrels at felf breath : imagin'd worth
Holds in his blood fuch fwoln and hot difcourfe,

That, 'twixt his mental and his adlive parts,

Kingdom'd Achilles in commotion rages.

And batters 'gainft itfelf : What fhould I fay ?

He is fo plaguy proud, that the death tokens of it

Cry— No recovery.

Aga, Let Ajax go to him.—
Dear lord, go you and greet him in his tent

:

'Tis faid, he holds you well ; and will be led.

At your requeft, a little from himfelf.

Ult, O Agamemnon^ let it not be fo

!

We'll confecrate the fteps that Ajax makes,

When they go from Achillts : Shall the proud lord,—
That baftes his arrogance with his own feam

;

And never fufFers matter of the world

Enter his thoughts, fave fuch as doth revolve

And ruminate himfelf,— ihall he be worfhip'd

Of that we hold an idol more than he ?

No, this
"I"

thrice-worthy and right-valiant lord

Muft not fo ilale his palm, nobly acquired
;

Nor, by my will, affubjugate his merit.

As amply titl'd as Achilles' is.
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By going to Achilles :

That were to enlard his fat-already pride ;

And add more coals to Cancer, when he burns

With entertaining great Hyperion,

This lord go to him ! Jupiter forbid ;

And fay in thunder Achilles, go to him.

Nes. " O, this is well ; he rubs the vein of him."
Dio . " And how his filence drinks up this applause

!"

Jy^, If I go to him, with my armed fill

I'll pafh him o'er the face.

Jcji, O, no, you fhall not go.

Ajui, An he be proud with me, I'll pheeze his pride

Let me go to him.

Uir, Not for the worth that hangs upon our quarrel,

Jyji. A paltry infolent fellow,—

Nes, "How he defcribes himfelfl'*

Ajui, Can he not be fociable ?

Ult. *'The raven chides blacknefs."

^7^. I'll let his humours blood. [patient."

Ag^, "He will be the physician, that Ihould be the

Ajji. An all men were o'my mind,—
Ult. " Wit would be out of fafhion,

Jy^, he Ihould not bear it fo,

He Ihould eat fwords firft : Shall pride carry it?

Nes, "An 'twould, you'd carry half"
Ult, "He would have ten fhares."

Jyj4, I'll knead him, I will make him fupple :

Nes, "He's not yet thorough warm : force him with

praises

" Pour in, pour in ; his ambition is dry.'*

Uir, My lord, you feed too much on thisdiflike.

[to Agamemnon.

*fl through V. Nottt
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Nes, Our noble general, do not do To.

Dio. You mufl prepare to fight vj\i\io\xt Achilles,

TJly. Why, 'tis this naming of him does him harm,

Here'fis a man— But 'tis before his face;

I will be filent.

JV£S. Wherefore {liould you fo ?

He is not emulous, as Achilles is.

TJly, Know the whole world, he is as valiant,

. AJA* A whorfon dog, that fhall palter thus with us!

'Would, he were a 7r^V??//

Neb, What a vice were it in our ^jax now —

"

TJly. ff he were proud ?

Dio, Or covetous of praise?

Vly. Ay, or iurly born ?

Z>/o. Or flrange, or felf-affedled? [posure;

Vly. Thank the heavens, lord, thouartoffweetcom-
Praise him that got thee, Ihe that gave thee fuck :

Fam'd be thy tutor ; and thy parts of nature

Thrice- fam'd, beyond beyond all erudition ;

But he that difciplin'd thy arms to light.

Let Mars divide eternity in twain.

And give him half ; and, for thy vigor, rcrti>

Bull-bearing MHo his addition yield

To fmewy Ajax. I will not praise thy wisdom.
Which, like a bourn, a pale, a Ihore, confines

Thy fpacious and dilated parts : Here's NeJIorr^

Inftruded by the antiquary times.

He muH, he is, he cannot but be wise ;-—

But pardon, father iVc^/^cr, were your days

As green as Ajax, and your brain fo temper'd.

You fhould not have the eminence of him.

But be as Jjax.
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AJA, Shall I call you father?

Vly, Ay, my good fon.

Dio, Be rul'd by him, lord /Ijax,

Uir, There is no tarrying here ; the hart Achilles

Keeps thicket. Please it our great general,

To call together all his'ftateof war;

Frefli kings are come to Troy : To-morrow, (ir0,

We mufl with all our main of power ftand faft:

And here's "fa lord, — come knights from eaft to weft.

And cull their flower, Jjax lliall cope the beft.

Jgj. Go we to counfel. htX. Achilles fleep :

Light boats fail fwift, though greater hulks draw deep.

[Exeunt.

Acr III.

SCENE I. Troy. J Room in Priam'j Palace.

Enter a Servant, and Pandarus.

F^2V. Friend, you! pray you, a word: Do not you
follow the young lord Paris F

Ser. Ay, fir, when he goes before me.

Pan, You depend upon him, I mean ?

Ser, Sir, I do depend upon the lord.

Pan, You depend upon a noble gentleman; I mufl
needs praise him.

Ser, The lord be praised !

Pan-. You know me, do you not?
Ser, 'Faith, fir, fuperficially. [darus.

Pan. Friend, know me better; I am the lord Pan-
Ser, I hope, I fhall know your honour better.

P^N. I do desire it.

P4
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iS^r. You are in the (late of grace ?

P^AT. Grace! not fo, friend; honour and lordfhip are

my titles: {MuncknvithinP^ What musick is this ?

8er, I do but partly know, fir ; it is musick in

parts.

Pai^. Know you the musicians ?

^er. Wholly, fir.

Who play they to?

^er. To the hearers, fir.

Fau. At whose pleasure, friend ?

Ser, At mine, fir, and theirs that love musick,

Fav. Command, I mean, friend ?

Ser, Who Ihall I command, fir ?

Vau. Friend, we underftand not one another; lam
too courtly, and thou art too cunning : At whose requeft

do these men play ?

Ser, That's to't indeed, fir: Marry, fir, at the re-

queft of Paris my lord, who's there in perfon ; with him,

the mortal Fenus, the heart-blood of beauty, love's visi-

ble foul,—

Pan. Who, my cousin CreJJlda?

Ser, No, fir, Helen ; Could you not find out that by
her attributes ?

Pan, It fhould feem, fellow, that thou hafl not feen

the lady Crsffida. I come to fpeak with Paris from the

prince Troilus : I will make a complimental afTault upon
him, for my businefs feeths;

Ser. Sodden businefs ! there's a ftew'd phrase, indeed

!

Enter Paris and Helen, attended.

Pan. Fair be to you, my lord, and to all this fair

company ; fair desires, in all fair measure, fairly guide

them !—.efpecially to you, fair queen! fair thoughts be

• 9 loves invifible
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your fair pillow !

Hel, Dear lord, you are full of fair words.

Pa}J, You fpeak your fair pleasure, fweet queen.—
Fair prince, here is good broken musick.

Par, You have broke it, cousin: and, by my life,

you {hall make it whole again ; you lhall piece it out

with a piece of your performance : ^ AW/, he is full of

harmony.

, PAif, Truly, ladv, no.

O, fir,—

Pau. Rude, in footh ; in good footh, very rude.

Par. Well faid, my lord! well, you fay fo in fits.

isr. I have businefs to my lord, dear queen : My
lord, will you vouchfafe me a word ?

Hel, Nay, this fhall not hedge us out; we'll hear

you fmg, certainly.

P^jNT. Well, fweet queen, you are pleasant with

me. — But (marry) thus, my lord, — My dear lord, and
moll efleemed friend, your brother Troihts—

Hel. My lord Fandarus ; honey-fvveet lord,—
Pah. Go to, fweet queen, go to: —commends him-

felf mod afFedionately to you ;
—

Hel, You fhall not bob us out of our melody; If

you do, our melancholy upon your head

!

Pai^, Sweet queen, fweet queen ; that's a fweet

queen, i'faith.

Par. And to make a fweet lady fad, is a four offence.

Hel. Nay, that fhall not ferve your turn ; that fhall

it not, in truth, la. Nay, I care not for fuch words

;

no, no.

IPail* And, my lord, he desires you, that, if the king
call for him at fupper, you will make his excufe.

*7 Bel And *8 Nay
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Hel . My lord Pandarus,—
Pa n . What fays my fweet queen ; my very very fweet

queen? [night?

Far, What exploit's in hand? where fups he to-

Hel. Nay, but my lord,—
P^N". What fays my fweet queen ?_ You muft not

know where he fups.

Par, ril lay my life, with my difposer Crejfida,

Pan, No, no, no fuch matter, you are wide; come,
your difposer is fick.

Par. Well, I'll make excufe.

Pan. Ay, good my lord. Why Ihould you fay—
Crefftda ? no, your poor difposer's fick.

Pak, Ifpy—
Pan, You fpy ! what do you fpy ? — Come, give me

an inflrument now, fweet queen.

Hel, Why, this is kindly done.

Pan, My niece is horribly in love with a thing yoa
have, fweet queen,

Hel, She fhall have it, my lord, if it be not my
lord Parts.

Pan. He! no, flie'll none of him; they two are

twain.— My cousin will fall out with you.

Hel . Falling in, after falling out, may make them
three.

Pan. Come, come, I'll hear no more of this ; PU
fing you a fong now.
Hel, Ay, ay, pr'ythee now. By my troth, fweet

lord, thou haft a fine forehead.

Pan, Ay, you may, you may.
Hel. Let thy fong be love: this love will undo us

all. Oh^ Cupidy Cupid, Cupid !

*3 V. Note,
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Va}^, Love! ay, that it fliall, i'faith.

pAk, Ay, good now, love, love, nothing but love.

P^AT. In good troth, it begins fo.

SONG,
Lo've, lo^ue, nothing but love, Jlill more !

For, 0, lo^e^s boiv

Jhoots buck and doe :

the /haft confounds

not that it ivoundsy

hut tickles fill the fore.

2.

These lowers cry— Oh, oh, they die J

yet that njohich feems the ^ound to kill,

doth turn oh oh to ha ha he ;

fo dying lo've li^es fill :

oh oh a uuhile, but ha ha ha ;

oh oh groans outfor ha ha ha

;

Hey ho !

Hel, In love, i'faith, to the very tip of the nose.

Par. He eats nothing but doves, love ; and that

breeds hot blood, and hot blood begets hot thoughts,

and hot thoughts beget hot deeds, and hot deeds is

love.

Pan, Is this the generation of love ? hot blood,

hot thoughts, and hot deeds, — why, they are vipers ;

Is love a generation of vipers ? Sweet lord, who's a'field

to-day ?

Par, HeSlor, Deiphobus, Helenus, Jntenor, and all

the gallantry of Troy : I would fain have arm'd to-day,

but my Nell would not have it fo. How chance my
brother Troilus went not ?

Hel, He hangs the Hp at fomething; — you know
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all, my lord Fandarus,

Pan. Not I, honey-fwect queen. — I long to hear

how they fped to-day. You'll remember your bro-

ther's excufe?

Par. To a hair.

Pan. Farewel, fweet queen.

Hel. Commend me to your niece.

Pan. I will, fweet queen. Retreat founded.

Pa r . They're come from field : let us to Priam's hall.

To greet the warriors. Sweet Helen, I muft woo you
To help unarm our Hedor : his ftubborn buckles.

With these your white enchanting fingers touch'd.

Shall more obey, than to the edge of fteel.

Or force of Greekijh finews ; you (hall do more
Than all the ifland kings, diiarm great HeSior.

Hel. 'Twill make us proud to be his fervant, Paris:

Yea, what he fhall receive of us in duty

Gives us more palm in beauty than we have

;

Yea, over-lhines ourfelf.

Par. Sweet, above thought I love thee. [Exeunt.

SCENE II. Thefame. Pandarus' GW^«.
Enter a Servant, and Pandarus, meeting.

Pan. How now ? where's thy mafter ? at my cousin

Creffida's ?

Ser. No, fir ; he ftays for you to cond u£l him thither.

Enter Troilus.
Pan. O, here he comes.—.How now, how now ?

Tro. Sirrah, walk off. [^Exit Servant.

Pa n. Have you feen my cousin ?

Tro. No, Pandarus : I flalk about her door.

Like a ftrange foul upon the Stygian banks
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Staying for waftage. O, be thou my Charo?t,

And give me fwift tranfportance to those fields,

Where I may wallow in thelilly beds

Propos'd for the deserver ! O gentle Pandarusy

From Cupid\ Ihoulder pluck his painted wings,

And fly with me to Crefftd!

Pan. Walk here i'th'orchard, Til bring her ftraight.

[Exit Pandarus.
Tro. I am giddy ; expedlation whirls me round.

The imaginary relifh is fo fweet,

That it enchants my fenfe ; What will it be.

When that the watry palate tafts indeed

Love's thrice-reputed nedlar ? death, I fear me ;

Swooning deftrudion ; or fome joy too fine.

Too fubtle-potent, and too fharp in fweetnefs.

For the capacity of my ruder powers :

I fear it much ; and I do fear befides,

That I lhall lose diftindlion in my joys ;

As doth a battle, when they charge on heaps

The enemy flying.

Re-enter Pandarus.
Pan. She's making her ready, flie'll come ftraight;

you muft be witty now. She does fo blufti, and fetches

her wind fo ftiort, as if flie were fray'd with a fprite

:

I'll fetch her. It is the prettiefl: villain,— fhe fetches

her breath as ftiort as a new-ta'en fparrow.

[Exit Pandarus.
Tro. Even fuch a paflion doth embrace my bosom

:

My heart beats thicker than a fev'rous pulfe ;

And all my powers do their befl:owing lose.

Like vaflalage at unawares encount'ring

7'hc eye of majefty.

»» pallaU tafte » 4 Sounding "5 fubtilc, potent.



56 Trollus and Creffida.

7?^-^«/^r Pandarus, njoith Cress ID A,

Fa^. Come, come, what need you blufli ? fliame'i

a baby— Here (he is now : fwear the oaths now to

her, that you have fworn to me. — What, are you
gone again ? you muft be watch'd ere you be made
tame, mull you ? ComiC your ways, come your ways

;

an you draw backward, we'll put you i'th' files,

Why do you not fpeak to her ? _ Come, draw this

curtain, and let's fee your pidlure. Alas the day, how
loth you are to offend day-light ! an 'twere dark, you'd

close fooner So, fo ; rub on, and kifs the miilrefs.

How now, a kifs in fee- farm ! build there, carpenter ;

the air is fweet. Nay, you fhall fight your hearts out,

ere I part you. The falcon as the tercel, for all the

ducks i'th' river : go to, go to.

Tro, You have bereft me of all words, lady.

Fan . Words pay no debts, give her deeds : but (he'll

bereave you o'th'deeds too, if fhe call your activity in

queftion. What, billing again? here's

—

Inivitnefs ^uchere*

of the parties interchangeably - Come in, come in ; I'll go
get a fire. [ Exit P a n d a r u s

.

Cre. Will you walk in, my lord ?

Tro. O CreJTida, how often have I wifh'd me thus?

Cre, Wifh'd,my lord?—The gods grant! - Omy lord,

Trq. What Ihould they grant? what makes this

pretty abruption ? What too curious dreg efpies my
fweet lady in the fountain of our love ?

Cre, More dregs than water, if my fears have eyes,

Tro. Fears make devils of cherubims ; they never fee

truly.

Cre, Blind fear, that feeing reason leads, finds fafer

footing than blind reason Humbling without fear : To

*8 iny teares
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fear the worid, oft cures the worft.

Tro. O, let my lady apprehend no fear: in all

Cupid^s pageant there is presented no monfter,

Cre, Nor nothing monftrous neither ?

Tro, Nothing, but our undertakings ; when we
vow to weep Teas, live in fire, eat rocks, tame ti-

gers ; thinking it harder for our millrefs to devise

imposition enough, than for us to undergo any dif-

ficulty imposed. 'This is the monftruofity in love,

lady, — that the will is infinite, and the execution

confin'd ; that the desire is boundlefs, and the adl a

ilave to limit.

Cre. They fay, all lovers fwear more performance

than they are able, and yet reserve an ability that they

never perform ; vowing more than the perfed:ion of
ten, and difc barging lefs than the tenth part of one.

They that have the voice of lions, and the a£l of hares,

are they not monfters ?

Tro, Are there fuch ? fuch are not we: Praise us

as we are tailed, allow us as we prove ; our head fhall

go bare, 'till merit crown it : no perfedion in reverfion

lhall have a praise in present : we will not name de-

sert, before his birth ; and, being born, his addition

fhall be humble. Few words to fair faith: Troilus fhall

be fuch to CreJJidy as what envy can fay worfl, fnall be
a mock for his truth ; and what truth can fpcak truell,

not truer than Troilus.

Cre, Will you walk in, my lord ?

Re-enter Pandarus.
PjiN. What, blufhing flill? have you not done talk-

ing yet ? [you.

Cre. Well, uncle, what folly I commit, I dedicate to
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Fai^, I thank you for that ; if my lord get a boy of
you, you'll give him me : Be true to my lord ; if he
flinch, chide me for't.

7"i?o. You know now your hollages ; your uncle's

tvord, and my firm faith.

Pah, Nay, Til give my word for her too: our

kindred, though they be long ere they are wooed, they

are conftant being won : they are burs, I can tell you

;

they'll flick where they are thrown. [heart : —

.

Cre, Boldnefs comes to me now, and brings me
Prince Troilus^ I have lov'd you night and day,

For many weary months.

Tro, Why was my CreJJtd then fo hard to win ?

Cr-e, Hard to feem won ; but I was won, my lord.

With the firft glance that ever— Pardon me ;

If I confefs much, you will play the tyrant.

I love you now ; but not, 'till now, fo much
But I might mafter it :

— in faith, I lie ;

My thoughts were like unbridl'd children, grown
Too headftrong for their mother : See, we fools

!

Why have I blab'd } who lhall be true to us.

When we are fo unfecret to ourfelves ?

But, though I lov'd you well, I woo'd you not;

And yet, good faith, I wifh'd myfelf a man

;

Or, that we women had men's priviledge

Of fpeaking firft. Sweet, bid me hold my tongue ;

For, in this rapture, I fhall furely fpeak

The thing I fhall repent. See, fee, your filence.

Cunning in dumbnefs, from my weaknefs draws

My very foul of counfel : Stop my mouth.

TRO, And lhall, albeit fvveet musick ilTues thence.

Pan. Pretty, i'faith.

*9 Comming
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C/J£. My lord, I do befeech you, pardon tne ;

^Twas not my purpose, thus to beg a kifs :

I am aftiam'd ; —O heavens, what have I done ! —
For this time will I take my leave, my lord.

Tro. Your leave, fair CreJJid ? [ii^g*""

Fa n. Leave ! an you take leave 'till to-morrow morn-

Cre, Pray you, content you. [^o Pan.

Tro. What offends you, lady?

Cre. Sir, mine own company.

9^Ro, You cannot (bun yourfelf.

Cre. Let me go try

:

I have a kind of felf resides with you t

But an unkind felf; that itfelf will leave.

To be another's fool. I would be gone : —
Where is my wit ? I know not what I fpeak.

T'ro, Well know they what they fpeak, that fpeak fo

wisely.

Cre. Perchance, my lord, I {how more craft than love;

And fell fo roundly to a large confellion,

To angle for your thoughts : But you are wise;

And then you love not ; For to be wise, and love,

Exceeds man's might; that dvyells v/ith gods above,

Tro, O, that I thought it could be in a woman,
(As, if it can, I will presume in you)

To feed for aye her lamp and flames of love

;

To keep her conftancy in plight and youth.

Out-living beauty's outward, with a mind
That doth renew fwifter than blood decays

!

Or, that perfuasion could but thus convince me,—
That my integrity and truth to you
Might be affronted with the match and weight
Of fuch a vvinnow'd purity in love

;

goe and try Qr elfe you

Vol. IX. E
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How were I then uplifted ! but, alas,

I am as true as truth's fimplicity,

And fimpler than the infancy of truth.

Cre, In that I'll war with you.

Ti?o. O virtuous fight,

When right with right wars who fhall be moil: right

!

True fwains in love fliall, in the world to come,
Approve their truths by Troilus : when their rimes.

Full of proteft, of oath, and big compare,

Want fimilies, truth tir'd with iteration,

—

As true as fteel, as plantage to the moon.
As fun to day, as turtle to her mate.

As iron to adamant, as earth to the center,—

Yet, after all comparifons of truth.

As truth's authentic author to be cited,

As true as Troilus fhall crown up the verfe.

And fan6lify the numbers.

Cre, Prophet may you be!

If I be falfe, orfwerve a hair from truth,

When time is old and hath forgot itfelf.

When water-drops have worn the ftones of Troy^

And blind oblivion fwallow'd cities up.

And mighty ftates charadterlefs are grated

To dufty nothing ; yet let memory,
From falfe to falfe, among falfe maids in love,

Upbraid my falfehood ! when they've faid— as falfe

As air, as water, wind, or fandy earth.

As fox to lamb, as wolf to heifer's calf,

Pard to the hind, or ftep-dame to her fon

;

Yea, let them fay, to itick the heart of falfehood.

As falfe as Crejpd,

PjiN. Go to, a bargain made: feal it, feal it; I'll
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be the wltRcfs. Here I hold your hand ; here, my cou-

sin's ; If ever you prove falfe one to another, fince I

have taken Aich pains to bring you together, let all

pitiful goers-between be call'd to the v^^orid^s end after

my name, call them thW— Pandars; let all inconftant

men be Troilus^s, all falfe women Crejjidsy and all

brokers-between Pandars ! fay, amen.
Tro, Amen.
Cre, Amen.
Pan, Amen. Whereupon I will llievv you a cham-

ber, an'D a bcti ; which bed, because it fhall not fpeak
of your pretty encounters, prefs it to death : away.

[Exeunt Tro. andQ'^E,
And Cupid grant all tongue-ty'd maidens here

Bed, chamber, Pandar to provide this geer ! \Extt^

SCENE III. The Grecian Camp,
Enter Agamemnon, Menelaus, Ulysses,
Nestor, Diomed, Aj ax, Calch as.

Cal, Now, princes, for thefervice I have done you,

The advantage of the time prompts me aloud

To call for recompence. Appear it to your mind.
That, through the fight I bear in things to come,
I have abandon'd Trey, left my possellions,

Incurr'd a traitor's name ; expos'd myfelf.

From certain and posseft conveniences.

To doubtful fortunes ; fequeft'ring from me all

That time, acquaintance, cuflom, and condition,

Made tame and moil familiar to my nature ;

And here, to do you fervice, am become
As new unto the world, flrange, unacquainted :

I do bcfeech you, as in way of tafte.

*3 to love, 3 I into
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To give me now a little benefit,

Out of those many regifter'd in promise,

Which, you fay, live to come in my behalf. [mand.
Jcji, What would*ft thou of us, Trojan F make de-

Cal, You have a Trojan prisoner, call'd Antenory

Yefterday took ; Troy holds him very dear.

Oft have you (often have you thanks therefore)

Desir'd my CreJJid in right great exchange.

Whom Troy hath ftill deny'd : But this Antenor^

I know, is fuch a vvrell in their affairs.

That their negotiations all mufl flack,

Wanting his manage ; and they will almoft

Give us a prince of blood, a fon of Priam,

In change of him : let him be fent, great princes^

And he fhall buy my daughter; and her presence

Shall quite ftrike off all fervice I have done.

In moll accepted pay.

Aga, Let Diomedes bear him.

And bring us Creffid hither; Calchas ftiall have

What he requefts of us. — Good Diomed,

Furnifh you fairly for this enterchange

:

Withal, bring word— if He(^or\V\\\ to-morrow

Be anfwer'd in his challenge ; Ajax is ready.

Dio, This fliall T undertake; and 'tis a burthen

Which I am proud to bear. \_ExeuntDio, andQhh*
Entery before their Tent, Achilles,

Patroclus.
Ult. Achilles ftands i'thc entrance of his tent

Please it our general to pafs llrangely by him.

As if he were forgot;— and, princes all.

Lay negligent and loofe regard upon him : —
I will come laft : ^Tis like, he'll queftign me,

*7 palne.
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Why fuch unplaufive eyes are bent, why turn'd on him :

If fo, I have decision med*cinable,

To use between your ftrangenefs and his pride.

Which his own will lhall have desire to drink

;

It may do good : Pride hath no other glafs

To fhow itTelf, but pride ; for fupple knees

Feed arrogance, and are the proud man*s fees.

Ag4* We'll execute your purpose, and put on
A form of llrangenefs as we pafs along;—
So do each lord j and either greet him not,

Or elfedifdainfully, which fhall (hake him more
Than if not look'd on, I will lead the way.

\they pafsforn^ard^

AcH, What, conies the general to fpeak with me ?

You know my mind, I'll fight no more 'gainft Troy,

Jga, What fays Achilles ? would he ought with us ?

Nes, Would you, my lord, ought with the general r

AcH. No.
iVjES. Nothing, my lord.

Aga. The better. {Exeunt Kg andl^z%,

AcH, Good day, good day.

Men, How do you ? how do you ? [Exit Men*
AcH, What, does the cuckold fcorn me I

AyA, How now, Patroclus P

AcH, Good morrow, Ajax,

AjA. Ha?
AcH, Good morrow.

AjA, Ay, and good next day too. [Exit A] ax,
AcH, What mean these fellows? know they not

- Achilles P [bend,

pAr, They pafs by ftrangely : they were us'd to

To fend their fmiles before them io Achilles;

* derifion
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To come as humbly, as they us'd to creep

To holy altars.

AcH, What, am I poor of late ?

'Tis certain, Greatnefs, once falFn out with fortune,

Muft fall out with men too : What the declin'd is.

He fhall as foon read in the eyes of others,

As feel in his own fall: for men, like butterflies.

Shew not their mealy wings, but to thefummer;
not a man, for being hmply man.

Hath any honour ; but'ij honoured for those honours

That are without him, as place, riches, favour,

Prizes of accident as oft as merit :

'

Which when they fall, as being flippery llanders.

The love that lean'd on them as ilippery too.

Do one pluck down another, and together

Die in the fall. But 'tis not fo with me

:

Fortune and I are friends ; I do enjoy

At ample point all that I did possefs.

Save these men's looks; who do, methinks, find out

Something not worth in me fach rich beholding
^

As they have often given. Here is Vlyffes :

I'll interrupt his reading. —
How now, JJlyJfes?

Ult, Now, gxtTit Thetis^ fon ?

jicH. What are you reading ?

Ult, a ftrange fellow here

Writes me, That man— how dearly ever parted

;

How much in having, or without, or in,—

Cannot make boaft to have that v/hich he hath.

Nor feels not what he owes, but by refleilion

;

As when his virtues fhining upon others

Heat them, and they retort that heat again

'5 Doth one
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To the firfl giver.

Aen. This is not ftrange, UlyJ/es.

The beauty that is born here in the face,

The bearer knows not, but commends itfelf

To others' eyes: nor doth the eye itfelf,

(That moll: pure fpirit of fenfe) behold itfelf.

Not going from itfelf ; but eye to eye opposed

Salutes each other with each other^s form.

For fpeculation turns not to itfelf,

'Till it hath travel'd, and is marry'd there

Where it may fee itfelf : this is not ftrange at all.

Ult, I do not flrain at the position,

It is familiar ; but at the author's drift

:

Who, in his circumftance, exprefly proves—
That no man is the lord of any thing,

(Though in and of him there is much conflfling)

'Till he communicate his parts to others

:

Nor doth he of himfelf knov/ them for ought,

'Till he behold them form'd in the applause [rates

Where they're extended ; which, like an arch, reverbe-

The voice again ; or like a gate of Heel

Fronting the fun, receives and renders back
His figure and his heat. I was much rapt in this;

And apprehended here immediately

The unknown Jjax.

Heavens, what a man is there ! a very horfe ; [are.

That has he knows not what. Nature, what things there

Moll abjedl in regard, and dear in ufe

!

What things again moft dear in the eileem,

And poor in worth ! Now fhall we fee to-morrow
An ad that very chance doth throw upon him,

JJax renovvn'd. O heavens, what fome men do.

who like
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While fome men leave to do !

How fome men creep in Ikittifh fortune*s hall.

While others play tK:^ ideots in her eyes I

How one man eats into another's pride,

While pride is fafting in his wanton nefs !

To fee these Grecian lords !— why, ev^n already

They clap the lubber Ajax on the fhoulder

;

As if his foot were on brave Hedors breaft,

And great Troy fhrinking.

AcH, I do believe it : for they pafT'd by me,
As misers do by beggars ; neither gave to me
Good word, nor look : What are my deeds forgot ?

Uly, Time hath, my lord, a wallet at his back.

Wherein he puts alms for oblivion,

A great-fiz'd monfter of ingratitudes

:

Those fcraps are good deeds paft ; which are devour'd

As faft as they are made, forgot as foon

As done: Perfeverance keeps honour bright

:

To have done, is to hang quite out of fafhion,

Like rufty mail in monumental mockery.

^{?en, dear my lord, take the inRant way i

For honour travels in a ftreight fo narrow.

Where one but goes abreaft : keep then the path

:

For emulation hath a thousand fons.

That one by one purfue ; If you give way.

Or turn alide from the dired forthright.

Like to an enter'd tide, they all rufh by.

And leave you hindermoit ; anB there ^ou lye.

Like to a gallant horfe falPn in firft rank.

For pavement to the abjedl rear, o'er-run

And trampl'd on. Then what they do in present,

Though lefs than yours in pall, mull o'er-top yours ^

*o like a rufty 30 abjea, neere
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For time is like a fafhionable hoft

;

That flightly fhakes his parting gueft by the hand ;

And with his arms out-ftretch'd, as he would fly,

Grafps-in the comer: Welcome ever fmiles,

And farewel goes out fighing. O, let not virtue feek

Remuneration for the thing it was

;

For beauty, wit, high birth, desert in fervice.

Love, friendihip, charity, are fubjefls all

To envious and calumniating time.

One touch of nature makes the whole world kin,

That all, with one confent, praise new born gawds.

Though they are made and molded of things paft ;

And give to duft, that is a little gilt,

More laud than tfteg tcill fiitie to gold o'er-duftcd.

The present eye praises the present objedl

:

Then marvel not, thou great and compleat man.
That all the Greeks begin to worfhip Ajax'y

Since things in motion fooner catch the eye.

Than what not ftirs. The cry went once on thee.

And ftill it might, and yet it may again.

If thou would'il not entomb thyfelf alive.

And cafe thy reputation in thy tent

;

Whose glorious deeds, but in these fields of late,

Made emulous milTions 'mongft the gods themfelves-.

And drave great Mars to fadion.

AcH, Of this my privacy

I have ftrong reasons.

C/ir. But 'gainft your priv^acy

The reasons are more potent and heroical

:

^Tis known, Achilles^ that you are in love

With one of Priam % daughters,

AcH. Ha! known ?

4- the welcome »3 goeto »4 then gilt ore-
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t/zr. Is that a wonder ?

The providence that's in a watchful Hate,

Knows almoll every grain of Pluto\ gold ;

Finds bottom in the uncomprehenfive deeps

;

Keeps pace with thought ; and almoil", like the gods.

Does etjeit tf?O0e thoughts unveil in their dumb cradles.

There is a myftery (with whom relation

Durft never meddle) in the foul of ftate j

Which hath an operation more divine.

Than breath, or pen, can give exprelTure to

:

All the commerce that you have had with Troy,

As perfedly is ours, as yours, my lord ;

And better wo-uld it lit Jchilles much,
To throw down HeSior, than Pclixena :

But it muft grieve young Pyrrhus now at home.
When fame fhall in our iflands found her trump

;

And all the Greekijh girls lhall tripping fmg,—
Great Hedlor'jJijler did Achilles nxiin ;

But our great Ajax bra'vely beat do^ivn him,

Farewel, my lord : I as your lover fpeak ;

The fool Hides o'er the ice that you fliould break,

l^Exit Ulysses.
Pa t. To this efFe6l, Achilles, have I mov'd you :

A woman impudent and mannifh grown
Is not more loath'd, than an effeminate man
In time of adion. I fland condemned for this ;

They think, my little ftomack to the war.

And your great love to me, reftrains you thus :

Sweet, rouze yourfelf ; and the weak wanton Cupid

Shall from your neck unloofe his amorous fold.

And, like a dew-drop from the lion's mane>
Be fliook to air.

5 place
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Acu\ Shall Ajax fight with HeSior ?

Pat, Ay; and, perhaps, receive much honour by him.

AcH, I fee, my reputation is at ftake,

My fame is fhrewdly gor'd.

PaT, O, then beware;

Those wounds heal ill, that men do give themfelves:

OmifTion to do what is neceflary

Seals a commiflion to a blank of danger j

And danger, like an ague, fubtly taints

Even then when we fit idly in the fun,

AcH. Go call Therjites hither, fweet Patroclus:

ril fend the fool to Ajax ; and desire him.

To invite the Trojan lords after the combat
To fee us here unarm'd : I have a woman's longing,

An appetite that I am fick withal.

To fee great HeSlor in his weeds of peace

;

To talk with him, and to behold his visage

Even to my full of view. A labour fav'd

!

Enter Thersites,
The. A wonder I

AcH. What? [felf.

The . Ajax goes up and down the field, afking for him-
AcH, How fo ?

The, He muH fight fingly to-morrow with HeSlori

and is fo prophetically proud of an heroical cudgelling,

that he raves in faying nothing,

AcH, How can that be?
The. Why, he ftalks up and down like a peacock,

a ftride, and a ftand : ruminates, like an hoflefs, that

hath no arithmetick but her brain to fet down her
reckoning : bites his lip with a politick regard, as who
Ihould fay — there were wit in this head, an 'twould
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out ; And fo there is ; but it lies as coldly in him,

as lire in a flint, which will not fhew without knock-
ing. The man's undone for ever ; for if HeSior break

not his neck i'th'combat, he'll break't himfelf in vain-

glory. He knows not me: I faid, Good morrow, Ajax;

and he replies, Thanks, Agamemnon : What think you
of this man, that takes me for the general ? He's grown
a very land-fifh, languagelefs, a monfter. A plague of
opinion ! a man may wear it on both lides, like a leather

jerkin.

JcH, Thou muft be my embaffador to him, Therjttes.

The. Who, I? why, he'll anfwer no body; he pro-

fefTes not anfwering ; fpeaking is for beggars ; he wears

his tongue in's arms : I will put on his presence ; let

Patroclus make demands to me, you ftiall fee the pa-

geant of Ajax,

AcH. To him, Patroclus ; Tell him, — I humbly
desire the valiant Ajax, to invite the moft valo-

rous HeSlor to come unarm'd to my tent ; and to

procure fafe-condudl for his perfon, of the magnani-

mous, and moft illuftrious, lix-or-feven-times-honour'd

captain-general of the Grecian army, Agamemnon : Do
this.

Pu4r. Jo^e blefs great Ajax /

The . Hum

!

PAr, I come from the worthy Achilles

:

The. Ha! [to his tent;

Pat, Who moft humbly desires you, to mxilt HeSior

The, Hum!
PAt, And to procure fafe-condudl from Agamemnon.

The . Agamemnon ?

Pat. Ay, my lord.
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Tat. Ha!
Pat:, What fay you to't?

The, God be vvi'you, with all my heaft*

PaT, Your anfwer, lir.

T^E, If to-morrow be a fair day, by eleven o'clock

it will go one way or other ; howfoever, he fhall pay for

me ere he has me,
Pat, Your anfwer, fir.

The, Fare you well, with all my heart.

AcK, Why, but he is not in this tune, is he ?

The, No, but he's out o'tune thus. What musick
will be in him when HeSior has knocked out his brains,

1 know not : But, I am fure, none ; unlefs the lidler

Apollo get his finews to make catlings on.

AcK, Come, thou flialt bear a letter to him ftraight.

The, Let me bear another to his horfe ; for that's

the more capable creature.

AcH. My mind is troubFd, like a fountain ftir'd;

And I myfelf fee not the bottom of it.

\Exeunt AcH. andYhT.
The, 'Would the fountain of your mind were clear

again, that I might water an afs at it ! I had rather be a

tick in a fheep, than fuch a valiant ignorance. \^Exit,

Acr IV.

SCENE I. Troy. A Street.

Enter, fro?n one Side, -^neas ; Servant, 'with

a Torch, preceding : from the other, Paris, Deiphobus,
attd Others, njuith D i o M E D E s , attend^

;

Tnches too n,vith them.
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Par, See, ho ! who is that there ?

Dei, It is the lord JEneas,

jEne. Is the prince there in perfon [^to his Ser»

Had I fo good occasion to lye long,

As you, prince Paris, nothing but heavenly businefs

Should rob my bed-mate of my company. \_jEneas,

Dio, That's my mind too Good morrow, lord

Par, a valiant Greeky jEneas, take his hand

;

Witnefs the procefs of your fpeech, wherein

You told— how Diomed, a whole week by days.

Did haunt you in the field.

jEne, Health to you, valiant fir.

During all queftion of the gentle truce :

But when 1 meet you arm'd, as black defiance,

As heart can think, or courage execute.

Dio, The one and other Diomed embraces.

Our bloods are now in calm ; and, fo long, health :

But when contention and occasion meet.

By Jo<ve, I'll play the hunter for thy life,

With all my force, purfuit, and policy.

jEne, And thou ihalt hunt a lion, that will fly

With his face backward. In humane gentlenefs.

Welcome to Troy f now, by Anchifes' life,

Welcome indeed ! by Venus* hand I fwear.

No man alive can love, in fuch a fort.

The thing he means to kill, more excellently.

Dio, We fympathize : ^Jo^ue, let jEneas live.

If to my fword his fate be not the glory,

A thousand compleat courfes of the fun !

But, in mine emulous honour, let him die,

With every joint a wound ; and that to-morrow !

jEne, We know each other well.
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Dio* We do ; and long to know each other worfe.

Far, This is the mod defpightful gentle greeting.

The noblefl hateful love, that ere I heard of. _
What businefs, lord, fo early ? [not.

jEne, I was fent for to the king; but why, T know
Par. His purpose meets you ; 'Twas to bring this

To Cakhas* houfc ; and there to render him, \Greek

For the enfreed Antenor, the fair Crejfid

:

Let's have your c'ompany ; — Or, if you please,

Hafte there before us : 1 conftantly do think,

(Or, rather, call my thought a certain knowledge)

My brother Troihis lodges there to-night

;

Rouze him, and give him note of our approach,

With the whole quality wherefore : 1 fear,

We fliall be much unwelcome.
^NE. That I afTure you ;

Troths had rather Troy were born to Greece

^

Than CreJJid born from Troy,

Par, There is no help ;

The bitter difposition of the time

Will have it fo. On, lord ; we'll follow you.

jEne. Good morrow, all.
, [Exit.

Pa r . And tell me, noble Diomed; 'faith, tell me true.

Even in the foul of found good-fellowfhip,

—

Who, in your thoughts, merits fair He/en befl-,

Myfelf, or Menelaus F

Dio , Both alike :

He merits well to have her, that doth feek her
(Not making any fcruple of her foylure)

With fuch a hell of pain, and world of charge

;

And you as well to keep her, that defend her

(Not palating the tafte of her difhonour)
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With fuch a coflly lofs of wealth and friends

:

He, like a puling cuckold, would drink up
The ices and dregs of a flat tamed piece ;

You, like a letcher, out of whorifh loins

Are pleas'd to breed out your inheritors :

Both merits poiz'd, each weighs nor lefs nor more ;

But he as he, the heavier for a whore.

Pa r . You are too bitter to your country-woman.

JDjo. She's bitter to her country : Hear me, Parisy"^

For eveiy falfe drop in her bawdy veins

A Grecian'' s life hath funk ; for every fcruple

Of her contaminated carrion weight

A Trojan hath been flain : fince fhe could fpeak^

She hath not given fo many good words breath.

As for her Greeks and Trojans fufFer'd death.

Par, Fair Diomed, you do as chapmen do,

Difpraise the thing that you desire to buy

:

But we in filencehold this virtue well,—
We'll not commend what we intend not fell.

Here lies our way. [ Exeunt.

SCENE 11. Thefame. Court of ?2in^2iY\xs' Houfe.

Enter Tkojlvs, and Cressid a.

Tro, Dear, trouble not yourfelf ; the morn is cold,

Cre, Then, fvveet my lord, I'll call my uncle down

;

He fhall unbolt the gates.

Tro, Trouble him not

;

To bed, to bed ; Sleep kill those pretty eyes.

And give as foft attachment to thy fenfes,

As infants' empty of all thought 1

Cre, Good morrow then.

Tro, I pr^ythee now, to bed.

'9 intend to fell
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Cre, Are you aweary of me ?

77? 0. O CreJJtda, but that the busy day,

Wak'd by the lark, hath rouz'd the ribald crows,

And dreaming night will hide our joys no longer,

I would not from thee.

Cre, Night hath been too brief. [ilays,

Tro, Beriirew the witch ! with venomous wights fhe

As tedioufly as hell ; but flies the grafps of love.

With wings more momentary-fwift than thought:

You will catch cold, and curfe me,
Cre, Pr'ythee, tarry;

You men will never tarry :

0 foolifh CreJJida / I might have Hill held oiF,

And then you would have tarry'd. Hark, there's one up.

Pan. [^ithin.'\ What! all the doors open here!
.

Tro. It is your uncle.

Cre, a peftilence on him ! now will he be mocking

;

1 fhall have fuch a life,—

Enter Pand arus.
Pan, How now, how now ? how go maidenheads

Here, you maid! where's my coxxsm CreffldP

Cre, Go,hangyourfelf,you naughty mocking unclef
You bring me to do, and then you flout me too.

Pan, To do what ? to do what ?— let her fay, what
What have I brought you to do ? [be good,

Cr e , Come, come ; befhrew your heart 1 you'll ne'er

Nor fufl^er others.

Pan, Ha, ha !— Alas, poor wench I a poor capocchia !

hafl not flept to-night ? would he not, a naughty man,
let it fleep ? a bug-bear take him !

Cre, Did not I tell you ?—'would he were knocked

o'the head ! _ {^Knocking beards

'5 What's all vnt^xh-^chi^oibiM

Vol. DC. F
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Who's that at door ?— good uncle, go and fee.^
My lord, come you again into my chamber

:

You fmile, and mock me, as if I meant naughtily.

Tro. Ha, ha!

Cue, Come, you're deceiv'd, I think of no fucli

thing. \_Knocking again*

How earneftly they knock ! _pray you, come in ;

I would not for half Troy have you feen here.

[Exeunt Tro. ajtd Cre.
Pan, [going to the Door,] Who's there r what's the

matter ? will you beat down the door ? [opening it.] How
now? what's the matter?

Enter JE^^as,
JEne, Good morrow, lord, good morrow.

Pj4N, Who's there ? my lord ^neas F by my troth, I

knew you not : What news with you fo early ?

u^NE . Is not prince Troilus here ?

Pan. Here ! what Ihould he do here ?

jEne, Come, he is here, my lord, do not deny him ;

It doth import him much, to fpeak with me.

Pan, Is he here, fay you ? 'tis more than I know^ I'M

be fworn : For my own part, I came in late :
— What

Ihould he do here ?

j^NE, Who ! nay, then :

—
Come, come, you'll do him wrong ere you are ware

:

You'll be fo true to him, to be falfe to him :

Do not you know of him, but yet fetch him hither

;

Go. [^s Pandarus is going out

,

Enter Troilus.
Tro, How now r what's the matter ?

uEne. My lord, I fcarce have leisure to falute you^-

My matter is fo rafli : I'here is at hand
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f-arh your brother, and Deiphobus^

The Grecian Diomed, and our Antenor

Delivered to us ; and for him forthwith^

Ere the firii facrifice, within this hour.

We muft give up io Diomedis^ hand
The lady CreJJida,

Tro. Is it fo concluded ?

jEne, By Priavi^ and the general Hate of Troy :

They are at hand, and ready to effedl it.

Tro , How my atchicvements mock me ! —

.

I will go meet them : and, my lord ^'Eneas^

We met by chance ; you did not find me here. [ture

jEne . Good, good my lord, the fecret'il tl)inciCf ofna-

Have not more gift in taciturnity.

[Exeunt Tro. andJE^E.
Pjn, Is't polTible ? no fooner got, but loft. The devil

take Antenor! the young prince will go mad. A plague

upon Antenor ! I would, they had brokers neck.

Enter Cressid A.

Ck E . How now ? What is the liiatter ? Who was here ?

Pan, Ah, ah ! [goi^^ •

Cre, Why figh you fo profoundly? Where's my lord?

Tell me, fweet uncle, what's the matter ?

Pan. 'Would I were as deep under the earth, as lam
above 1

Cre, O the gods what's the matter?

Pan. Pi:'ythee, get thee in ; 'Would thou had'ft ne'er

been born! I knew, thou would^ft be his death :-«.Oj

poor gentleman !—.A plague upon Antenor !

Cre, Good uncle, I befeech you on my knees,

^Befeech you, what's the matter?

Pa.w Thou muft begone, vvengh; thou muft be gone;

ferrets
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thou art changM for Antenor : thou mud to thy father,

and be gone from Troilus; 'twill be his death, 'twill be
his bane, he cannot bear it.

Cre. O you immortal gods !— I will not go.

P>4A^. Thou muft.

Cre, I will not, uncle : I have forgot my father;

I know no touch of confanguinity

;

No kin, no love, no blood, no foul fo near me.
As the fweet Troilus. you gods divine,

Make CreJ[Jid\ name the very crown of falfhood,

Jf ever fhe leave Troilus ! Time, force, and death.

Do to this body what extreams you can ;

But the ftrong bafe and building of my love

Is as the very centre of the earth,

Drawing all things to it.— Til go in, and weep ;

?AU, Do, do. [cheeks

;

Cre. Tear my bright hair, and fcratch my praised

Crack my clear voice with fobs, and break my heart

With founding Troilus, I will not go from Troy.

[ Exeunt,

SCENE III. Thefame. BeforeV2Lndi2ims' Hou/e.

Enter iEneas, Paris, Troilus,
Diomed, and Others.

Par. It is great morning ; and the hour prelix'd

Of her delivery to this valiant Greek

Comes fall upon : — iT^^oUJ, good my brother Troilus^

Tell you the lady what flie is to do.

And haile her to the purpose.

Tro. Walk in to her houfe ;

ril bring her to the Grecian presently

:

And to his hand when I deliver her.
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Think It an altar ; and thy brother Troilus

A prieft, there oiF'ring to it his own heart.

[iS'Ar/y Troilus.
Par, I know what 'tis to love;

And would, as T fhall pity, I could help ! ^
please you, walk in, my lords. [Exeunt.

SCENE IV. The fame. A Room in thefame.

Enter Pandarus, and Cr

e

s s

i

d aj

Pan* Be moderate, be moderate.

Cre. Why tell you me of moderation ?

The grief is fine, full, perfedl, that I tafte.

And violenteth in a fenfe as ftrong

As that which causeth it ; How can I moderate it ?

If I could temporize with my affedlion,

Or brew it to a weak and colder palate.

The like allayment could I give my grief

:

My love admits no qualifying drofs;

No more my grief, in fuch a precious lofs.

Enter Troilus.
Pan, Here, here, here he comes.—Ah fweet ducks !

Cr e . O Troilus, Trpilus ! [throwing herfeJf upon him.

Pan, What a pair of fpedacles is here ! Let n^e em-
brace too. O heart, — as the goodly faying is,

—

^ 0 hearty 0 heauy hearty

WhyJigFJi thou ^without breaking ?

where he anfwers again.

Because thou canft not ease thy fmart^

Byfriend/hipy nor hy /peaking :

there was never a truer rime. Let us call away nothing,

for we may live to have need of fuch a verfe ; we fee it-,

\yp fee it.— How now, lambs r

F 3
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7!ro. Crpffid^ 1 love thee in fo flrain'd a purity,

That the bleft gods— as angry with my fancy.

More bright in zeal than the devotion which

Cold lips blow to their deities — take thee from me
Cue. Have the gods envy ?

P^AT. Ay, ay, ay, ay ; 'tis too plain a cafe.

Cre. And is it true, that I muft go from ^roy /'

7'Rp. A hateful truth.

Crz, What, and from Trcijus too ?

Tko, From Troy^ and Troilus,

Cre. Is't pofTible ?

Tro, And fuddenly ; where injury of chance

Puts back leave-taking, juftles roughly by
All time of pause, rudely beguiles our lips

Of all rejoindure, forcibly prevents

Our lock'd embrafures, ftrangles our dear vows
Even in the birth of our own labouring breath :

VVe two, that with fo many thousand iighs

Did buy each other, muft poorly fell ourfelves

With the rude brevity and difcharge of one.

Injurious time now, with a robber's hafte,

Crams his rich thievery up, he knows not how

:

As many farewels as be ftars in heaven,

With dilHndl breath and confign'd kifles to them,

He fumbles up into a loofe adieu ;

Andfcants us with a fingle famifh'd kifs,

DilKifted with the fait of broken tears. [ready ?

JEne, ['Within,'] My lord ! fortJ Croilu0 ! is the lady

Tro, Hark! you are calTd : Some fay, the Genius fo

Cries, Come, to him that inftantly mufl die

—

Bid them have patience; fhe fhall come anon, [wind,

Paij, Where are my tears? rain, rain, to lay this
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Or my poor heart will be blown up by the root.

l^Exit Pandarxts.
Cke, I mu(l then to the Grecians?

Tro, No remedy.

Cre, a woeful Crejpd 'mongft the merry Greeks,^

When lhall we fee again ?

Tro. Hear me, my love : Be thou but true of heart,-"

Cre. I true ! how now ? what wicked deem is this ?

Tro. Nay, we muft use expoftulation kindly,

For it is parting from us.

I fpeak not, be thou true, as fearing thee

;

For I will throw my glove to death himfelf.

That there's no maculation in thy heart

:

But, be thou true, fay 1, to fafhion in

My fequent proteflation ; be thou true.

And [ will fee thee.

Cre. O, you fhall be expos'd, my lord, to dangers

As infinite as imminent 1 but, Fll be true. [fleeve.

Tr 0 . And Fll grow friend with danger. Wear this

Cre. And you this glove. When ftiall I fee you ?

Tro. I will corrupt the Grecian centinels.

To give thee nightly visitation.

But yet, be true.

Cre. O heavens ! — be true, again ?

Tro. Hear why I fpeak it, love : The Grecian youths

Are well compos'd, with gifts of nature flowing,

And fweliing o'er with arts and exercise ;

How novelties may move, and parts with perfon,

Alas, a kind of godly jealoufy

(Which, I befeech you, call a virtuous fin)

Makes me afeard.

Crk. O heavens !

V, Note. gui ft
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You love me not*

Tro. Die I a villain then !

In this I do not call your faith in quellion.

So mainly as my merit : I cannot fing.

Nor heel the high lavolt, nor fweeten talk.

Nor play at fubtle games ; fair virtues all,

To which the Grecians are moft prompt and pregnant

:

But I can tell, that in each grace of these

There lurks aftill and dumb-difcourfive devil,

That tempts moft cunningly : but be not tempted.

Cre. Do you think, I will ?

Tro, No.
But fomething may be done, that we will not

:

And fometimes we are devils to ourfelves.

When we will tempt the frailty of our powers,

Presuming on their changeful potency.

jEne, \fwithin.'] Nay, good my lord,—

Tro. Come, kifs; and let us part.

Par, [njoithin,'] Brother Tr^?/7//j /

Tro, Good brother, come you hither ;

And bring jEfieasy and the Grecian, with you.

Cre. My lord, will you be true ?

Tro, Who, I? alas, it is my vice, my fault:

While others lifh with craft for great opinion,

I with great truth catch meer fimplicity

;

Whilft fome with cunning gild their copper crowns.

With truth and plainnefs I do wear mine bare.

Fear not my truth ; the moral of my wit

Is— plain, and true,— there's all the reach of it.

Enier Pari5, Diomed, and ^n£as.
Welcome, {\x Diomed ! here is the lady,

Which for Antemr we deliver you :
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At the port, lord, Pll give her to thy hand ;

And, by the way, possefs thee what flie is.

Entreat her fair; and, by my foul, fair (7r^<?i,

If ere thou Hand at mercy of my fword.

Name CreJJia\ and thy life lhall be as fafe

As Priam is in llion.

Dio, Fair lady CreJJid^

So please you, fave the thanks this prince expeJls:

The luftre in your eye, heaven in your cheek.

Pleads your fair usage ; and to Dio??wd

You ihall be miftrefs, and command him wholly.

l^RO, Grecian^ thou doft not use me courteouily.

To (hame the zeal of my petition to thee.

In praising her : I tell thee, lord of Greece^

She is as far high-foaring o'er thy praises,

As thou unworthy to be calPd her fervant.

] charge thee, use her well, even for my charge

;

For, by the dreadful Pluio^ if thou doft not.

Though the great bulk Achilles be thy guard,

I'll cut thy throat.

DiQ. O, be not mov'd, prince Troilus :

Let me be priviledg'd by my place, and meflage.

To be a fpeaker free ; when [ am hence,

rilanfwerto my luft: And know you, lord,

I'll nothing do on charge : to her own worth
She fhall be priz'd ; but that you fay—be't fo,

I Ipeak it in my fpirit and honour, no.

*/i2 0. Come, to the port:— I tell thee, Dicmcd,

This brave (hail oft make thee to hide thy head,—
Lady, give me your hand ; and, as we walk.
To our own felves bend we our needful talk.

[Exeunt T r.o , a?zd C r E . Trumpet heard*

• 2 the feale *8 He tell
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Fa r . Hark 1 He^Sors trumpet.

^^NE, How have we Ipent this morning!
The prince muft think me tardy and remifs.

That fwore to ride before him to the field.

Pa r . 'Tis Troilus'* fault : Come, come, to field with

him. [^Exeunt.

SCENE V. 97^^ Grecian C^^;//;

Lifts Jet cut ; Attendants^ and People^ awaiting,

Flourijh. Agamemnon, Nestor , Achilles,
Patroclus, Menel AU5, Ulysses, and Others ;

nvith A J AX, arrnd*

Aga, Here art thou in appointment frelli and fair,

Anticipating time with flarting courage.

Give with thy trumpet a loud note to

Thou dreadful Ajax ; that the appalled air

May pierce the head of the great combatant.

And hale him hither,

AjA, Thou, trumpet, there's =)= my purfe.

Now crack thy lungs, and fplit thy brazen pipe ;

Blow, villain, 'till thy fphered bias cheek

Out-fvvell the cholick of puft Aquilon :

Come, ftretch thy cheft, and let thy eyes fpout blood ;

Thou blow'ft for He^or. [Parlefounded,

Ult, No trumpet anfwers.

AcH, 'Tis but early days.

Aga, Is not yon' Diomed, with Calchas* daughter?

Vly, Tis he, I ken the manner of his gait,

He rises on the toe ; that fpirit of his

In afpiration lifts him from the earth.

Enter Diomed and Attendant$y
nvith Cressida.

»4 V. Note,
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/ICiA. Is this the lady CreJJlda?

Dio, Even Ihe.

Jga. Moft dearly welcome to the Greeks, fweet lady.

Nes, Our general doth falute you with a kifs.

Ult, Yet is the kindnefs but particular ;

^Twere better, fhe were kifT'd in general.

Nes. And i^ery courtly counfel : I'll begin.—
So much for Neftor,

JcH. ril take that winter from your lips, fair lady :

AchiJles bids you welcome.

Men, I had good argument for kifiing once.

Pat, But that's no argument for kifling now :

For thus popt Paris in his hardiment;

And parted thus you and your argument.

Ult. O deadly gall, and theme of all our fcorns!

For which we lose our heads, to gild his horns.

PaT, The firll was Menelaus' kifs; this, mine :

Tairoclus kiffes you.

Meu, O, this is trim

!

Pat:, Paris, and J, kifs evermore for him.

Men, I'll have my kifs, fir: — Lady, by your leave,

Cre, In kilTing, do you render, or receive ?

Pat, Both take and give.

Cr e. I'll make my match to live.

The kifs you take is better than you give

;

7'herefore no kifs.

Men, I'll give you boot, I'll give you three for one.

Cre, You're an odd man ; give even, or give none.

Men, An odd man, lady ? every man is odd.
Cre, No, Parish not; for, you know, 'tis true»

That you are odd, and he is even with you.

Men, You fillip me o'the head.
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Cre, No, ril be fworn.

Ult, It were no match, your nail againft his horn*

May I, fvveet lady, beg a kifs of you ?

Cre, You may.
Ult. I do desire it.

Cre, Why, beg then.

Ult, Why then, for Venus' fake, give me a kifs.

When Helen is a maid again, and
"f"

his.

Cre. I am your debtor, claim it when 'tis due.

Uly, Never*s my day, and then a kifs of you.

jD/o, Lady, a word ; 111 bring you to your father.

\Exeunt Dio. and Cre.
Ne^, a woman of quick fenfe,

ViY, Fie, fie upon her!

There's language in her eye, her cheek, her lip.

Nay, her foot fpeaks ; her wanton fpirits look out

At every joint and motive of her body.

O these encounterers, fo glib of tongue.

That give a coafling welcome ere it comes.

And wide unclafp the tables of their thoughts

To every tickling reader ! fet them down
For fluttifh fpoils of opportunity,

;\nd daughters of the game. [Trumpet heard*

all. The Trojans^ trumpet.

j^GA. Yonder comes the troop.

Flourifij, Enter Hector, ar7n^d\

Troilus, /?;/^ o/^^r Trojans, ^ith him\
ui^NEAS preceding,

JEi^E . Hail all the (late of Greece! What lhall bedon^
to him

That vidory commands ? Or do you purpose,

A vidor fhall be known ? will you, the knight^
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Shall to the edge of all extremity

Purfue each other; or lhall they be divided

By any voice or order of the field ?

HeSior bad afk.

Aga. Which way would HeBor have it ?

JEne. He cares not, he'll obey conditions.

AcH» 'Tis done like HeBor ; but fecurely done,

A little proudly, and great deal mifprising

The knight oppos'd.

jEne. If not Achilles^ fir,

What is your name ?

JcH, If not Achilles^ nothing.

JEne, ThGrcfove Jchilles : But, whate'er, know this,"^

In the extremity of great and little.

Valour and pride excel themfelves in HeBor;
The one almoft as infinite as all,

The other blank as nothing. Weigh him well.

And that, which looks like pride, is courtefy :

This J/ax is half made of HeBor's blood ;

In love whereof, half HeBor ftays at home

;

Half heart, half hand, half HeBor comes to (eek

This blended knight, half Trojan, and half Greek.

Ac a. A maiden battle then ? O, I perceiv^e you.

Re enter Diomed.
Ac A. Here is {\x Diomed : ^ Go y gentle knight.

Stand by our Ajax : as you and lord JEneas

Confent upon the order of their fight.

So be it ; either to the uttermoft.

Or elfe a breath : the combatants being kin.

Half Hints their nrife before their ftrokes begin,

[Ajax ana He61or enter the Lijls, ^'Eneas and
Diomed 7narJI?aIi?ig : Greeks ra?7ge ihc^tijeliei

7 A<^a. Ti? done
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cn one Side^ Trojans ttpon ihe other) nk^hhoufi

Aga, Ulyfes,

What Trojan is that fame, that looks fo heavy?

Ult, The youngeft Ton of Friam^ a true knight

;

Not yet mature, yet matchlefs ; firm of word;
Speaking in deeds, and deedlefs in his tongue

;

Not foon provokM, nor, being provok'd, loon calm'd

:

His heart and hand both open, and both free;

For what he has, he gives, what thinks, he fliews

;

Yet gives he not 'till judgment guide his bounty,

Nor dignifies an impar thought with breath :

Manly as Hcdor^ but more dangerous

;

For Hedory in his blaze of wrath, fubfcribes

To tender obje£ls ; but he, in heat of adion,

Is more vindicative than jealous love :

They call him, Troilus ; and on him ere^fl

K fecond hope, as fairly built as Hedcr,

Thus fays jEneas ; one that knows the youth

Even to his inches, and, with private foul,

Did in great Ilioti thus tranflate him to me.

\Tru7npets blonjo to Arms*

Ajax and Hedor fght.
Aga. They are in adtion.

A^£5. Now, Ajax^ hold thine own.

TiJO. IleSlor, thou fieepMl, awake thee.

Jga, His blows are well difpos'd : _ there, Jjax,
Dio, You mull no more. 1 interposing.

JEne, Princes, enough, foplease you. 3 Trumpets ceafe,

JJA. I am not warm yet, let us fight again.

Dio, As Hedor pleases.

//£C. Why then, will I no more :

Thou art, great lord, my father's filter's fon.

1 * imparc
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A cousln-german to great Priam\ feed

;

The obligation of our blood forbids

A gory emulation 'twixt us twain :

Were thy commixtion Greek and Trojan fo.

That thou could 'ft fay— This hand is Grecian all.

And this is Trojan ; the Jine^js of this leg

All Greece, and this all Troy ; my mother"*s blood

Runs on the dexter cheek, and thisfinifter

Bou7ids-in my father''s ; by Jo^e m ul tip0tent,

Thou fhould'ft not bear from me a Greekijh member
Wherein my fword had not imprefTure made
Of our rank feud : But the jull gods gainfay.

That any drop thou borrovv'dft from thy mother.

My facred aunt, Hiould by my mortal fword

Be drained out ! Let me embrace thee, Ajax :

By him that thunders, thou hail lufty arms

;

HeSior would have them fall upon him ~\ thus

:

Cousin, all honour to thee

!

AjA, I thank thee, Hecfor:

Thou art too gentle, and too free a man

:

J came to kill thee, cousin, and bear hence

A great addition earned in thy death.

Hec. ^otNeoptolemus' Cite fo mirable

(On whose bright creft fame with her loud'ft O yes

Cries, This is he) could promise to himfelf

A thought of added honour torn from HeSIor.

JEne, There is expeftance here from both the fides.

What further you will do.

Hec, Well anfwer it

;

The ifTue is "j" embracemcnt : ^ Ajax, fareweL
AyJ, If I might in entreaties find fuccefs

(As feld I have the chance) I would desire

Grceke,
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My famous cousin to our Grecian tents.

Dio. 'Tis jiga'me?nno7i % vvifh ; and great Achilles

Doth long to fee unarm'd the valiant Hector.

Hec. jEneasy call my brother Troilus to me:
And fignify this loving interview

To the expedors of our Trojan part

;

Desire them home Give me thy hand, my cousin ;

1 will go eat with thee, and fee your knights.

AJA, Great Agamemnon comes to meet us here.

Chiefs enter the Lifts.

Hec, The worthieft of them tell me name by name

;

But for Jchilles, my own fearching eyes

Shall find him by bis large and portly fize.

Agj, Worthy of armj?, as welcome as to one
That would be rid of fuch an enemy ;

But that's no welcome : Underftand more c^lear,

What's paft, and what's to come, is ftrew'd with hufks

And formlefs ruin of oblivion ;

But in this extant moment, faith and troth,

Strain'd purely from all hollow bias-drawing.

Bids thee, with moil divine integrity,

From heart of very heart, great Hehcr, welcome.

Hec, I thank thee, m.oll imperious Jga?m?nnon,

Aga. My well-famM lord of Troyy [to Tro.] no lefs

to you. [ing;-.

Men. Let me confirm my princely brother's greet-

You brace of warlike brothers, welcome hither.

Hec, Whom muft we anfwer ?

JEne. The noble Menelaus.

Hec. 0,you, my lord? by iV/^zr/ his gauntlet, thanks f

Mock not, that I alfe6t the untraded oarh ;

Your quomlam wife fwcars Hill by rmus' glove

:
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She*s well, but bad me not commend her to yoa.

ikfzi^. Name her not now, fir; fhe's a deadly theme.

Eec. O, pardon; I offend.

A^A^. I have, thou gallant Trojatty feen thee oft.

Laboring for deftiny, make cruel way
Through ranks of Greekijh youth : and I have feen thee^

As hot as Perfeus, fpur thy Phrygian fteed,

Defpising many forfeits and fubduements,

When thou haft hung thy advanced fword Tthc air,

Not letting it decline on the declin'd ;

That I have faid to fome my ftanders-by,

Lo, Jupiter is yonder, dealing life :

And I have feen thee pause, and take thy breath.

When that a ring of Greeks have hem'd thee in.

Like an Olympian wreftling : This have I feen ;

But this thy countenance, ftill lock'd in fteel,

I never faw 'till now. I knew thy grandlire.

And once fought with him : he was a foldier good ;

But, by great Mzri, the captain of us all,

Never like thee : Let an old man embrace thee

;

And, worthy warrior, welcome to our tents.

jEne. 'Tis the old Nepr,
Hec. Let me embrace thee, good old chronicle.

That haft fo long walk'd hand in hand with time:

Moft reverend Neftor, I am glad to clafp thee. [tion,

i\^£5. I would, my arms could match thee in conten-
As they contend with thee in courtefy.

Hec, I v^'ould, they could.

A^£^. Ha!
By this white beard, I'd fight with thee to- morrow*
Well, welcome, welcome ; I have feen the time.

Vly. I wonder now how yonder city ftands.

Vol. IX. G
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When we have here her bafe and pillar by us.

&c. I know your favour, lord UlyJ/es, well.

Ah, fir, there's many a Greek and Trojan dead.

Since firft I faw yourfelf and Diomed
In Ilion, on your Greekijh embalTy.

Uir. Sir, I foretold you then what would enfue

:

My prophefy is but half his journey yet

;

For yonder walls, that pertly front your town,

Yon' towers, whose wanton tops do bufs the clouds,

Muft kifs their own feet.

Hec. I muft not believe you :

There they Hand yet ; and modeftly I think.

The fall of every Phrygian ftone will coft

A drop of Grecian blood : The end crowns all,;

And that old common- arbitrator, time.

Will one day end it.

Ult, So to him we leave it.

Moft gentle, and moft valiant HeSior, welcome

:

After the general, I befeech you next

To feaft with me, and fee me at my tent.

JcH, I lhall foreftal thee, lord tflyjjes^ Thou [—
Now, HeSlor, I have fed mine eyes on thee

;

I have with exadl view perus'd thee, Memory

And quoted joint by joint.

Hec, Is this Achilles?

JcH, I am Achilles.

Hec, Stand fair, 1 pray thee, let me look on thee.

JcH. Behold thy fill.

Hec, Nay, I have done already.

AcH. Thou art too brief ; I will the fecond time,

As I would buy thee, view thee limb by limb,

Hec, O, like a book of fport thou'lt read me o'er

;



TrollUS and Creffida. 93

But there's more in me, than thou underfland*fl.

Why doll thou fo opprefs me with thine eye ?

AcH. Tell me, you heavens, in which part of his body
Shall r deftroy him ; whether there, there, or there?

That I may give the local wound a name ;

And make diflin6l the very breach, whereout

HeSiors great fpirit flew : Anfwer me, heavens.

Hec, It would difcredit the bled gods, proud man>
To anfwer fuch a queflion : Stand again :

Think'fl thou to catch my life fo pleasantly.

As to prenominate in nice conjedure

Where thou wilt hit me dead ?

JcH, I tell thee, yea.

Hec. Wert thou an oracle to tell me fo,

I'd not believe thee. Henceforth guard thee well

;

For ni not kill thee there, nor there, nor there;

But, by the forge that llythy'd Mars his helm,
I'll kill thee every where, yea, o'er and o'er

You wiseil Grecians^ pardon me this brag.

His infolence draws folly from my lips

;

But I'll endeavour deeds to match these words,
Or may I never—
AjA, Do not chafe thee, cousin \^

And you, Achilles, let these threats alone,

'Till accident, or purpose, bring you to't

:

You may have every day enough of Heclor^

If you have ftomack ; the general ftate, I fear.

Can fcarce entreat you to be odd with him,
Hec. 1 pray you, let us fee you in the field ;

We have had pelting wars, fince you refus'd

The Grecians* cause.

Aciu Doft thou entreat me, HeSIor P
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To-morrow do I meet thee, fell as death ;

To-night, all friends.

Hec, Thy hand upon that match.

Aga. Firft, all you peers of Greece^ go to my tent

;

There in the full convive we : afterwards.

As lienor's leisure and your bounties fhall

Concur together, feverally intreat him

—

Beat loud the tabourines, let the trumpets blow,

That this great foldier may his welcome know. \Floiirifhf^.

[Exeunt. Troiius Jiays Ulyfres*.

Tro. My lord Vlyjfesy tell me, I befeech you,

In what place of the field doth Calchas keep ?

JJly, Ax. Menelaus* tent, moH: princely Troiius:

l^htvt Diomed doth feaft with him to-night

;

Who neither looks upon the heaven, nor earth.

But gives all gaze and bent of amorous view
On the fair CreJJid,

Tro, Shall J, fweet lord, be bound to you fo much.
After we part from Agamemnon s tent.

To bring me thither ?

Uir, You fhall command me, fir.

As gentle tell me, of what honour was
This CreJJida in Troy? had flie no lover there,

That wails her abfence ?

Tro. O, fir, to fuch as boafling fhew their fears,

A mock is due. Will you walk on, my lord ?

She was belov'd, fhe lov'd; fhe is, and doth :

But, ftill, fweet love is food for fortune's tooth. \Exeunt,

SCENE I, The Greek Camp. Before Achilles' rent.
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i'/z/^-r Achilles, Patroclus.

AcjJ. ril heat his blood with Greekijh wine to-night,

Which with my fcimitar I'll cool to-morrow.—
Patroclus, let us feaft him to the heigh th.

Pat, Here comes Thrjiies,

Enter Thersites, ^ith abetter.

JcH. How now, thou core of envy ?

Thou crufty batch of nature, what's the news ?

T'hf, Why, thou pidure of what thou feemefl:, and
idol of ideot- worlhippers, here's

=f=
a letter for thee.

A*CH. From whence, fragment?

The, Why, thou full dilh of fool, from Troy,

[Achilles reads,

Pat. Who keeps the tent now?
The, The furgeon's box, or the patient's wound.
Pat, Well faid, ad verfity! and what need these tricks?
The, Pr'ythee, befilent, boy; I profit not by thy talk:

thou art thought to be Achilles^ male harlot.

Pat. Male harlot, you rogue ? what's that ?

The, Why, his mafculine whore. Now the rotten

diseases of the fouth, the guts-griping, ruptures, loads

of gravel i'the back, catarrhs, lethargies, cold palsies,

raw eyes, dirt-rotten livers, wheezing lungs, bladders

full of impoftume, fciaticas, lime-kilns i'the palm, in-

curable bone-ach, and the rivel'd fee-fimple of the

tetter, take and take again fuch prepofterous difco-

veries

!

PAr, Why, thou damnable box of envy, thou, what
meaneft thou to curfe thus ?

The, Do I curfe thee ?

PaT, Why, no, you ruinous but; you whorfon in-

' 9 male varlot
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dillingulftiable cur, no.

Th^. No? why art thou then exafperatc, thou idl«

immaterial fkein of fleive filk, thou green farcenet flap

for a fore eye, thou to/Tel of a prodigal's purfe, thou ?

Ah, how the poor world is pellerM with fuch water-

fiies ; diminutives of nature !

P^r. Out, gall

!

The, Finch-egg!

AcH, IVIy fweet Patroclus^ I am thwarted quite

From my great purpose in to-morrow's battle :

Here is a letter from queen Hecuba ;

A token from her daughter, my fair love

;

Both taxing me, and gaging me to keep

An oath that I have fworn. I wdll not break it

:

Fall, Greeks ; fail, fame ; honour, or go, or l^ay;

My major vow lies here, this I'll obey
Come, come, Therjites, help to trim my tent

;

This night in banqueting mult all be Ipent

Away, Patroclus, [Exeunt Ach. and Vat,
The, With too much blood, and too little brain,

these two may run mad ; but if with too much brain,

and too little blood, they do, I'll be a curer of mad-
men. Here's ^<2w^w;zs/?, an honell fellow enough,

and one that loves quails ; but he has not fo much
brain as ear-wax : And the goodly tranfformation of

Jupiter there, his brother, the bull, — the primitive

flatue, and obelifque memorial of cuckolds ; a thrifty

fhooing-horn in a chain, hanging at his brother's

leg, — to what form, but that he is of, fhould wit

larded with malice, and malice forced with wit, turn

him to ? to an afs, were nothing ; he is both afs and

oxe : to an oxe, were nothing ; he is both oxe and afs.

*7 oblique
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To be a dog, a mule, a cat, a fitchew, a toad, a Hzard,

an owl, a puttock, or a herring without a roe, I would
not care : but to be Menelausy I would confpire againft

deftiny. Afk me not what I would be, if I were not

nerjites ; for I care not to be the loufe of a lazar, fo I

were not Menelaus. Hey-day ! fprites, and fires !

Enter Agamemnon, Ajax, Hector,
Ulysses, Neflor, Diomed, Troilus, and

Menelaus, njotth Lights^

Jga, We go wrong, we go wrong.

AyA. No, yonder 'tis ;

There, where we fee the lights,

Bec. I trouble you.

JjA, No, not a whit.

Ult, Here comes himfelf to guide you.

Enter Achilles.
AcH. Welcome, brave ..welcome, princes all.

Aga. So now, fair prince of Troy, I bid good night.

Ajax commands the guard to tend on you.

Hec. Thanks, and good night, to the Greeks^ general.

Men, Good night, my lord.

Hec. Good night, fweet Menelaus, [fewer.

The. Sweet draff: Sweet, quotha' ! fweet fink, fweet

AcH, Good night, and welcome, both at once, to those

That go, or tarry.

Aga. Goodnight. \Exeunt ko p^, andVi^'i^,

AcH, Old Neflor tarries ; ^and you too, Diomedy
Keep ft-^or company an hour or two.

Dio. I cannot, lord ; I hav6 important businefs.

The tide whereof is now Good night, great He^or.
Hec, Give me your hand. \fo YXio*

JJir- Follow his torch, he goes to Cajcbas^ tent

V. Nac,

G4
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ni keep you company.

"

Tko. " Sweet iir, you honour me."
Hec. Andfo, goodnight.

\Exit Diomed; Uly. and Tr o . follo^joing,

AcH, Come, come, enter my tent.

\Exeunt Achilles, Hector, Ajax, ^^WNeflor.

Thi., That fame Diomed''% z falfe-hearted rogue, a

moft unjuft knave ; I will no more trull him when
he leers, than I will a ferpent when he hilTes : he will

fpend his mouth, and promise, like Brabler the hound ;

but when he performs, ^ftronomers foretel it ; it is

prodigious, there will come feme change ; the fun

borrows of the moon, when Diomed keeps his word.

I will rather leave to fee HeSlor, than not to dog him :

they fay, he keeps a Trojan drab, and uses the traitor

Calchas'* tent : Til after. Nothing but lechery ! all in-

continent varlets ! [Exit.

S CENE II. Thefame. Before Calchas' Te7it.

Enter Diomed, uoith a Torch,

Dio. What, are you up here, ho ? fpeak.

Cal, [within.] who calls ?

Dio . Diomed :

Calchas, where is your daughter?

Cal, \fwithin,'] She comes to you.

Enter Ulysses, and TKOihvs, at a Diftance\

after them, Thersites.
Vly. Stand where the torch may not difcover us.

Enter Cress id a.

Tko. Crejid come forth to him!

Dio, How now, my charge ?

C/?£. Now, my fweet guardian !«.Hark>
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A word with you. \jwhiffring him,

Tro. Yea, fo familiar!

Vlt, She will fing any man at firll fight.

The, And any man
May fmg her, if he can take her cliiF ; fhe's noted,

Dio, Will you remember?
Cre, Remember? yes.

Dio, Nay, but do then ;

And let your mind be coupPd with your words,

Tro, What fnould Ihe remember ?

Vlt. Lift!

Cre. Sweet honey Greeks tempt me no more to folly.

The, Roguery.
Z)/o. Nay, then,—
Cre, V\\ tell you what

:

Dio, Pho, pho ! come, tell a pin : You are forfworn,

Cre, In faith, I cannot: V/hat would you have me do?
The. a jugling trick, to be— fecretly open.

Dio, What did you fwear, you w^ould bellow on me?
Cre, T pr'ythee, do not hold me to mine oath

;

Bid me do any thing but that, fweet Greek,

Dio, Good night.

Tro, Hold, patience

!

Vl r . How now, Trojan ?
Cre, Diomed,—
Dio, No, no, good night ; I'll be your fool no more.
Tro, Thy better muft.

Cre. Hark, one word in your ear.

Tro, O plague and madnefs I

Uir, You are mov'd, prince; let us depart,! pray you.
Left your difpleasure fhould enlarge itfelf

To wrathful terms : this place is dangerous

;



loo Troilus and Creilida.

The time right deadly ; I befeech you, go,

Tro, Behoki, I pray you!
Vly. Now, good my lord, go off;

You flow to great diftra6lion : come, my lord.

Tro, 1 pr*ythee, ftay.

JJly, You have not patience ; come.
7>o. I pray you,ftay ; by hell, and all helPs torment:,

I will not fpeak a word.

Dio. And fo, good night.

Cre, Nay, but you part in anger.

Tko, Doth that grieve thee ?-«

0 wither'd truth I

JJlt, How nov/, my lord?

Tro, By Jo^^e,

1 will be patient.

Cre. Guardian,— why, Greek

Dio. Pho, pho ! adieu; you palter.

Cre. In faith, I do not; come hither once again.

Vlt, You (hake, my lord, at fomething ; Will you go:

You will break out.

Tro, She ftroaks his cheek I

Ult, Come, come.
Tro. Nay, ftay ; by Jo<ve, I will not fpeak a word :

There is between my will and all offences

A guard of patience ; ftay a little while.

The, How the devil, luxury, with his fat rump, and
Potato finger, tickles these together 1^
Fry, lechery, fry !

Djo. But will you then ?

Cre. In faith, I will, la; never truft me elfe.

Dio, Give me fome token for the furety of it.

Cre. V\] fetch you one, - [Exit.
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Vly, You have fworn patience.

^RO, Fear me not, my lord ;

I will not be myfelf, nor have cognition

Of what I feel ; I am all patience.

C R E S S I D A

.

The. Now the pledge; now, now, now!
Cre, Here, Dlomedy keep this^f fleeve.

Tro, O, beauty 1

Where is thy faith ?

Ult, My lord,

—

Tro, I will be patient ; outwardly T will.

Crji, You look upon that fleeve ; Behold it well

:

He lov'd me O falfe wench ! Give't me again,

Dio» Whose was^t ?

Cre, It is no matter, now I have't aeain.

I will not meet with you to-morrow night

:

I pr'ythee, Dio?ned^ visit me no more.

The. Now Ihe fliarpens ; _ Well faid, whetflone.

Dio, I fhall have it again.

Cre, What, this ?

Djo. Ay, that,

Cre, O all you gods ! _ O pretty pretty pledge

!

Thy mafter now lies thinking in his bed
Of thee, and me ; and fighs, and takes my glove,

And gives memorial dainty kifTes to it.

As I kifs
"I"

thee. — Nay, do not fnatch it from me i

He, that takes that, doth take my heart withal.

Dio, I had your heart before, this follows it.

Tro, I did fwear patience. [not

;

Cre, You fhall not have it, Diomed-y 'faith, you /hall

I'll give you fomething elfe.

D}o, I will have this ; Whose was it ?
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Cre. It is no matter.

Dio, Come, tell me whose it was.

Cr e . 'Twas one's that lov'd me better than you will.

But, now you have it, take it.

Dio . But, whose was it ?

Cre. By all Diana s waiting-women yonder.

And by herfelf, I will not tell you whose.

Dio. To-morrow will I wear it on my helm ;

And grieve his fpirit, that dares not challenge it.

Tro. Wert thou the devil, and wor'il it on thy horn,

It Ihould be challenged. [not

;

Cre. Well, well, 'tis done, 'tis pall;— And yet it is

I will not keep my word.

Dio, Why then, farewel

;

Thou never ftialt mock Diomed again.

Cre. You fhall not go : One cannot fpeak a word,

But it flraight liarts you.

Dig I do not like this fooling.

The . Nor I, by Pluto : but that that likes not me.
Pleases me bell.

Dio, What, lhall I come ? the hour?

Cr e . Ay, come : — O Jo^e !

Do, come : I fhall be plagu'd.

Dio, Farewel 'till then.

Cre. Good night. I pr'ythee, come. [^at/zDiOc

Troilusy farewel ! one eye yet looks on thee

;

But with my heart the other eye doth fee.

Ah, poor our fex ! this fault in us I find.

The error of our eye direfts our mind :

What error leads, mull err ; O then conclude,

Minds, fway'dby eyes, are full of turpitude. \Exit Cre.
The , A proof of flrengtb Ihe could not publifh more.
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Unlefs fhe fay, My mind is now turn'd whore.

JJly, All's done, my lord.

Tro, It is.

JJly, Why flay we then ?

^Ro, To make a recordation to my foui

Of every fyllabie that here was fpoke.

But, if 1 t^U how these two did co-a6l,

Shall I not lie in publilhing a truth ?

Sith yet there is a credence in my heart.

An efperance fo obftinately ftrong.

That doth invert the attefl of eyes and ears

;

As if those organs had deceptious functions,

Created only to calumniate.

Was CreJJid here ?

C/ir. I cannot conjure, Trojan,

Tro, She was not, fure.

Ult, Moft fure, £he v/as.

Tro, Why, my negation hath no tafte of madnefs.

Ult, Nor mine, my lord : CreJJid was here but now,
Tro, Let it not be believ'd for womanhood ;

Think, we had mothers ; do not give advantage

To ftubborn criticks ~-"apt, without a theme,

For depravation" to fquare the general fex

By CreJJid\ rule : rather think this not Crejfld. [thers ?

TJly, What hath Ihe done, prince, that can foil ourmo-
Tro, Nothing at all, unlefs that this were fhe.

Will he fwagger himfelf out on's own eyes r

Tro, This fhe ? no, this is Diomedh Crejpda :

Jf beauty have a foul, this is not fhe;

If fouls guide vows, if vows be fanclimony^

If fandimony be the gods' delight.
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If there be rule in unity itfelf.

This is not (he. O madnefs of difcourfe.

That cause fets up with and againft itfelf!

Bi-fold authority ! where reason can revolt

Without perdition, and lofs afTume all reason

Without revolt; this is, and is not, CreJJid

!

Within my foul there doth commence a fight

Of this ftrange nature, that a thing infeparate

Divides more wider than the fky and earth

;

And yet the fpacious breadth of this division

Admits no orifice for a point, as fubtle

As 10 Aracbnes broken woof, to enter.

In fiance, o inflance I ftrong as Pluto's gates ;

CreJJid \% mine, ty'd with the bonds of heaven:

Inllance, o inftance! flrong as heaven itfelf;

The bonds of heaven are fiipt, dissolved, and loofdj
And with another knot, five finger ty'd.

The fractions of her faith, oris of her love,

The fragments, fcraps, the bits and greazy relicks

Of her o'er-eaten faith, are bound to Diomed.

Vly. May worthy Troilus be half attached

With that which here his paflion doth exprefs ?

Tro, Ay, Greek; and that fhall be divulged well

In charadlers as red as Mars his heart

Inflam'd with Venus: never did young man fancy

With fo eternal and fo fixt a foul.

Hark, Greeky — hs much as I do CreJJidXov^y

So much by weight hate I her Dio??ied :

That fleeve is mine, that he'll bear on his helm;
Were it a cafque compos'd by Fulcan's fkill,

My fword Ihould bite it : not the dreadful fpout.

Which Ihipmen do the hurricano call.

7 conduce Ariaibjiss
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Conftrlng'd in mafs by the almighty fun,

Shall dizzy with more clamour Neptune s ear

In his defcent, than fhall my prompted fword

Falling on DiomeJ.

The. He'll tickle it for his concupy.

Tr 0 . O Creffidi o falfe CreffidI falfe, f^ilfe, falfe !

Let all untruths ftand by thy llained name.

And they'll feem glorious.

Ult, O, contain yourfelf;

Your paffion draws ears hither.

Enter JEne as.

jEne, I have been feeking you this hour, my lord:

HeSior, by this, is arming him in Troy;

Ajax, your guard, ftays to condudl you home, [adieu:—.

Tro. Have with you, prince : —My courteous lord,

Farevvel, revolted fair! — and, Dhmed,
Stand fall, and wear a caftle on thy head.

Ult. ril bring you to the gates.

7ro, Accept diilradled thanks.

[Exeunt T R o . ^N E . a7td U L Y ^

The, 'Would, I could meet that rogue Dicmed!
\ would croak like a raven ; I would bode, I would bode.

Fatroclus will give me any thing for the intelligence of

this whore : the parrot will not do more for an almond,
than he for a commodious drab. Lechery, lechery ; llill^

wars, and lechery ; nothing elfe holds fafliion : A burning
devil take them ! [Exit.

SCENE in. Troy. Before?ii2im's Palace,

Enter Hector ar?ndy Andromache.
^ND . When was my lord fo much ungently tempered.

To Hop his enrs againit admonilhment ?
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Unarm, unarm, and do not fight to-day.

Hec. You train me to offend you ; get you in r

By all the everlaliing gods, I'll go.

Ai^D. My dreams will, fure, prove ominous to-day.

//£C. No more, I fay.

Enter Cassandra.
Cas, Where is my brother

AuD. Here, filler; arm'd, and bloody in intent

:

Confort with me in loud and dear petition,

Purfue we him on knees ; for I have dreamt
Of bloody turbulence, and this whole night

Hath nothing been but fhapes and forms of daughter,

Cas, O, it is true.

iTfC, Ho, bid my trumpet found!

Cab» No notes offally, for the heavens, fvveet brother.

Hec, Begone, I fay : the gods have heard me fvvear.

Ca5. The gods are deaf to hot and peevifh vows ;

They are polluted off'rings, more abhor'd

Than fpotted livers in the facrifice.

Ai^D, O, be perfuaded : Do not count it holy,

To hurt by being juft : it is as lawful.

For us to count we give what's gain'd by thefts.

And rob in the behalf of charity.

Cas, It is the purpose, that makes irrong the vow

;

But vows, to every purpose, mull not hold ;

Unarm, fweet Hedor,

Hec, Hold you ftill, T fay ;

Mine honour keeps the weather of my fate :

Life every man holds dear ; but the brave man
Holds honour far more precious-dear than life

—

E??ier TPvOILUS, arm^d.

How now, young man ? mean'ft thou to fight to-day ?

4 to the day Note, *9 the deers man
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^utf , Cajfandray call my father to perfuade.

\Exit Cassandra.
//£C. No, 'faith, youngT*^^?/7/^j;dofFthyharnefs, youth;

I am to-day i*th' vein of chivalry :

Let grow thy linews 'till their knots be llrong.

And tempt not yet the brufhes of the war.

Unarm thee, go ; and doubt thou not, brave boy,

I'll ftand, to-day, for thee, and me, and Troy,

Tro, Brother, you have a vice of mercy in you,

Which better fits a lion, than a man.
Hec, What vice is that, good Troilus P chide me for it.

Tro . When many times the captive Gw/rt»j fall.

Even in the fan and wind of your fair fword.

You bid them rise, and live,

Hec. O, 'tis fair play.

Tro, Fools' play, by heaven, HeSlor.

Hec. Kow now ? how now ?

Tro. For th' love of all the gods,

Let's leave the hermit pity with our mother

;

And when we have our armours buckl'd on.

The venom'd vengeance ride upon our fwords

;

Spur them to ruthful work, rein them from ruth.

Hec, Fie, favage, fie!

Tro* HeSior, thus 'tis in wars.

Hec, Troilusy I would not have you fight to-day.

Tro, Who fhould withhold me ?

Not fate, obedience, nor the hand of Mars
Beck'ning with fiery truncheon my retire

;

Not Pria?rjus and Hecuba on knees.

Their eyes o'er-galled with recourfe of tears

;

Nor you, my brother, with your true fword drawn,
Oppos'd to hinder me, Ihould flop my way,

Grecian falls »4 then 'tis

Vol, IX K
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But by my ruin.

Re-enter Cassandra, wuith Priam.
Cas, Lay hold upon him, Priam, hold him faft 5

He is thy crutch ; now if thou lose thy ftay,

Thou on him leaning, and all Troy on thee^

Fall all together.

Pri, Come, HeSlor, come, go back :

Thy wife hath dreamt ; thy mother hath had visions

;

Cajfandra doth forefee ; and I myfelf

Am like a prophet fuddenly enrapt.

To tell thee— that this day is ominous:

Therefore, come back.

HeC, j^ineas is a-field;

And I do ftand engag'd to many Greeks^

Even in the faith of valour, to appear

This morning to them.

Pri. Ay, but thou fhalt not go.

Hec. I muft not break my faith.

You know me dutiful ; therefore, dear fir,

Let me not (hame refped ; but give me leave

To take that courfe by your confent and voice,

Which you do here forbid me, royal Priam.

Cas. O Priam, yield not to him.

j^ND. Do not, dear father.

Hec, Andromache, I am offended with you :

Upon the love you bear me, get you in.

[Exit Andromache,
Tro. This foolifh, dreaming, fuperllitious girl

Makes all these bodements.

Cas. O, farewel, dear HeSIor.

Look, how thou dy'ft ! look, how thy eye turns pale !

Look, how thy wounds do bleed at many vents I
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Hark, how Troy roars ; how Hecuba cries out

;

How ^Qox Andromache flirills her dolours forth !

Behold, diftradlion, frenzy, and amazement,

Like witlefs anticks, one another meet,

And all Qxy-'HeSior ! HeSlor's dead ! O HeSIor !

Tro, Away, away I

Ca

s

. Farewel. —Yet, foft : — HeSior^ I take my leave

:

Thou doft thyfelf and all our Troy deceive.

\^Exit Cassandra,
Hec, You are amazM, my liege, at her exclaim:

Go in, and cheer the town : we'll forth, and fight

;

Do deeds of praise, and tell you them at night.

Pri, Farewel : The gods with fafety ftand about thee

!

[Exit Priam. Alarums.

Tro. They are at it, hark!—.proud Diomed, believe,

I come to lose my arm, or win my fleeve. \_Exeunt.

S CENE IV. Between Troy and the Greek Camp,

A Field of Battle. Alarums : Excurjions,

£«/^r Thersites.
The. Now they are clapper-clawing one another;

I'll go look on. That diffembling abominable varlet,

Diomed^ has got that fame fcurvy doating foolifh knave's

fleeve of Troy, there, in his helm : I would fain fee them
meet ; that that fame young Trojan afs, that loves the

whore there, might fend that Greekijh whore- maflerly

villain, with the fleeve, back to the diffembling luxuri-

ous drab, of a fleevelefs errand. O'th' other fide. The
policy of those crafty fneering rafcals — that ftale old

moufe-eaten dry cheese, NeJlor\ and that fame dogfox,

Ulyjfes, — is not proved worth a black- berry : They fer

me up, in policy, that mungril cur, AJax» againil that

*9 fweanng
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dog of as bad a kind, Achilles : and now is the cur ^'ax
prouder than the cur Achilles^ and will not arm to-day

;

whereupon the Grecians begin to proclaim barbarism,

and policy grows into an ill opinion. Soft ! here comes
fleeve, and t'other.

Enter Diomed, Troilus foUonjoing,

Tro. Fly not; for, fhould'll thou take the river Styx^

I would fwim after.

Dio. Thou doll mif-call retire :

I do not fly ; but advantageous care

Withdrew me from the odds of multitude :

Have at thee

!

The. Hold thy whore, Grecian f^no^ for thy whore,

Trojan ! _ now the fleeve, now the fieeve !

[Exeunt D I o M E D andT R O i L u s , fighting,

Eitter Hector. [match ?

fee. What art thou, Greek? art xkiQw ioi Heflor ^

Art thou of blood, and honour ?

THE, No, no : I am a rafcal

;

A fcurvy railing knave ; a very filthy rogue.

.

Hec, I do believe thee ; live. [Exit,

THE, God-a-mercy, that thou wilt believe me ; But a

plague break thy neck, for frighting me ! What's become
of the wenching rogues ? I think, they have fvvallow'd

one another : I would laugh at that miracle. Yet, in a

fort, lechery eats itfelf. I'll feek them. [Exit,

SCENE V. Thefame.

Alarums, EnterlDiOMED, and a Servant.

Z)/o. Go, go, my fervant, take thou Troilus* horfe ;

Present the fair fleed to my lady Crejfid

:

Fellow, commend my fervice to her beauty

;

3 began
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Tell her, T have chaflis'd the amorous l^rojan^

And am her knight by proof.

8er. J go, my lord. \Exit Servant.

Enter Agamemnon, hajiily,

AcA, Renew, renew ! the fierce Polidamas

Hath beat down Menqn : ballard Margarehn
Hath Doreus prisoner ;

And ftands ColoJfus-yNisQy waving his beam,
Upon the paflied corfes of the kings

Epljiropus and Cedius : Polixenes is flain ;

jimphi?nachus, and Thoas, deadly hurt;

Patroclus ta'en, or flain ; and Pala?nedes

Sore hurt and bruis'd : the dreadful Sagittary

Appals our numbers ; hade we, Diomed^

To re-inforcement, or we perifh all.

Enter Nestor.
A^£S. Go, he2ii' Patroclus' body to Achilles

[to his Folloivers,

And bid the fnall-pac'd Ajax arm for lhame. —
There is a thousand Hedors in the field :

Now here he fights on Galathe his horfe,

And there lacks work ; anon he's there afoot.

And there they fly, or die, like fcaled fculs

Before the belching whale ; then is he yonder.

And there the flrawy Greeks^ ripe for his edge.

Fall down before him, like the mower's fwath :

Here, there, and every where, he leaves, and takes

;

Dexterity fo obeying appetite,

That what he will, he does ; and does fo much.
That proof is call'd impolTibility.

Enter Ulysses.
O, courage, courage, princes ! ^rz2X Achilles

H 3
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Is arming, weeping, curfing, vowing vengeance

:

Patroclus^ wounds have rouz'd his drowzy blood ;

Together with his mangl'd Myrmidons,

That noselefs, handlefs, hackt and chipt come to him.

Crying on HeSlor. Jjax hath loft a friend,

And foams at mouth, and he is arm'd, and at it.

Roaring for Troilus ; who hath done to-day

Mad and fantaftic execution ;

Engaging and redeeming of himfelf.

With fuch a carelefs force, and forcelefs car«.

As if that luck, in very fpite of cunning.

Bad him win all.

Enter Aj ax.

AyA. Troilus ! t\\o\xQOVJ2ixdi Troilus ! {Exit.

Djo. Ay, there, there.

Nes. So, fo, we draw together.

Efiter Achilles.
JcH, Where is this He^or F

Come, come, thou boy-queller, Ihew me thy face

;

Know what it is to meet Achilles angry :

HeSIor ! where's HeSlor ? I will none but HeSior.

\_
Exeunt,

SCENE VI. Another Fart ef the Field.

Enter Ajax.
AjA. Troilusy thou coward Troilus^ fhew thy head I

Enter Diomed.
Dio, Troilus, I fay! where's Troilus?

AyA. What wouid'ft thou ?

Dio, I would corred: him.

AyA . Were I the general, thou fhould'ft have my office.

Ere that correftion :^ Troilus, J fay ! what, Troilus !
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Enter Troilus. [traitor,

Tko. O traitor Z)/W^/— turn thy falfe face, thou

And pay the life thou ow'ft me for my horfe,

Dio . Ha ! art thou there ?

AjA> I'll fight with him alone ; ftand, Diomed.

Dio, He is my prize, \ will not look upon. [both.

Tro, Come both, you cogging Greeks; have at you
[Exeunt, fighting.

Enter He c t o r . [ther !

Hec. Yea, TroHusF O, well fought, my young^ft bro-

j&;//^r Achilles.
j^CH, Now do I fee thee : Ha 1— Have at thee, HeSlor,

Hec, Pause, if thou wilt. [dropping his S-ivord,

AcH, I do difdain thy courtefy, proud Trojan,

Be happy, that my arms are out of ufe :

My refl and negligence befriend thee now.
But thou anon lhalt hear of me again ;

'Till when, go feek thy fortune. [Exit*

Hec, Fare thee well

:

I would have been much more a frefher man.
Had I expeded thee. _How now, my brother?

Re-enter Troilus, haftily,

Tro, JJax hath ta'en ASneas; Shall it be ?

No, by the flame of yonder glorious heaven.

He fhall not carry him ; Pll be ta'en too.

Or bring him off: — Fate, hear me what I fay I

I reck not though I end my life to-day. [^Exit,

Alarums, Enter Grecians, and pafs owr;
amongji them, one in goodly Armour,

Hec, Stand, ftand, thou Greek; thou art a goodly

No ? wilt thou not ?—I like thy armour well ; [mark !—

.

ril frulh it, and unlock the rivets all.

3 Ii%
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But ril be maflcr of it : ^Wilt thou not, beaft, abide ?

Why then, fly on, Fll hunt thee for thy hide. \Exit.

SCENE VII. Thefame.
Alarums. Enter Achilles, at;/V/6 Myrmidons.

JcH, Come here about me, you my Myrynidons

;

Mark what I fay, — Attend me where I wheel

:

Strike not a ftroke, but keep yourfelves in breath ;

And when I have the bloody ^^^d?r found,

Empale him with your weapons round about

;

In felleft manner execute your aims.

Follow me, firs, and my proceedings eye : —

.

It is decreed— the great mud die, [Exeunt.

SCENE VIII. ne/ame.
Alarums. Enter F^ns, and Menelaus, Jightlng ;

Thersites after them.

The , The cuckold and the cuckold-maker are at it

.

Now, bull ! now, dog! 'Loo, Parlsy^ loo ! now my dou-

ble-hen'd fparrow ! 'loo, Paris, 'loo ! The bull has the

game : — 'ware horns, ho [ [Exeunt Par. and Men.
Enter Margarelon.

MyiR. Turn, flave, and fight.

The, What art thou?

M^R, A baftard fon of Prlamh,

The, 1 am a baftard too; 1 love baftards : I am
baftard begot, baftard inilrudled, baftard in mind, baf-

tard in valour, in every thing illegitimate. One bear

will not bite another, and wherefore (hould one badaid ?

Take heed, the quarrel's moil ominous to us : if the

fon of a whore fight for a whore, he tempts judgment

:

Farewel> baftard. [Exit.

*' armcs
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Mar. The devil take thee, coward! [Exit.

SCENE IX. Another Part of the Field.

Alarums . Enter Hector.
Hec, Moft putrified core, fo fair without.

Thy goodly armour thus hath coil thy life.

Now is my day's work done ; I'll take good breath:

[putting off' his Helmets

Reft, fword ; thou haft thy fill of blood and death.

Shouts within. Enter Achilles,
^7;/^/ Myrmidons.

JcH. Look, HeSlor^ how the fun begins to fet;

How ugly night comes breathing at his heels :

Even with the veil and darking of the fun.

To close the day up, He^or's life is done.

[ajfauhitig him*

Hec, I am unarm'd, forego this vantage, Greek,

Acu, Strike, fellov/s, ftrike, this is the man I feek

[Heaor/^/Zr.

So, Ilion, fall thou next! now, Troy^ fink down

;

Here lies thy heart, thy fmevvs, and thy bone.—
On, Myrmidons', and cry you all amain,

Achilles hath the mighty HedorJlain,

[Retreat heard.

Hark ! a retreat upon our Grecian part.

Myr. The Trojan trumpets found the like, my lord*

AcH, The dragon wing of night o'er-fpreads the

earth

;

And, ftickler like, the armies feperates.

My half-fupt fword, that frankly would have fed,

Pieas'd with this dainty bit, thus goes to bed.—
[putting up his S^zvord*
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Come, tie his body to my horfe's tail

;

Along the field I will the Trojan trail.

\Exeunty dragghtg out the Bodj.

SCENE X. rhefa?ne.

March> Enter Agamemnon, Ajax,
DiOMED, Nestor, and Others.

Shouts within,

Aqa. Hark, hark \ what fhout is that ?

Nes, Peace, drums.

within. Achilles ! Achilles ! HeBor^ llain ! Achilles f

Dio, The bruit is — HeSior s flain, and hy Achilles,

AjA, If it be fo, yet braglefs let it be

;

Great HeSior was as good a man as he.

Aga. March patiently along -.— Let one be fent.

To pray Achilles fee us at our tent.

—

If in his death the gods have us befriended.

Great Troy is ours, and our (harp wars are ended.

[^Exeunti marchingo

SCENE XI. Another Part of the Field under Troj.

Retreat founded. Enter Trojans, confusedly ; to therdy

JEneas.
ASne. Stand, ho ! yet are we mailers of the field :

Never go home ; here flarve we out the night.

Enter Tkoilvs.
TRO. HeBor is flain.

all HeSIorP the gods forbid !

Tro. He's dead ; and at the murtherer's horfe*s tail.

In beaftly fort, drag'd through the fhameful field. —
Frown on, you heavens, efi'edl your rage with fpeed !

Sit, gods, upon your thrones, and fmite at Troy^

3* fmile
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I fay, at once ! let your brief plagues be mercy.

And linger not our fure <ieftru6lions on.

jEue. My lord, you do difcomfort all the hoft.

TKQ* You underftand me not, that tell me fo

:

I do not fpeak of flight, of fear, of death ;

But dare all imminence, that gods, and men,
Addrefs their dangers in. HeSior is gone !

Who fhall tell Priam fo, or Hecuba ?

Let him, that will a fcrietch-owl aye be cali'd.

Go in to Troy, and fay there

—

Hehor''s dead:

There is a word will Priam turn to ilone ;

Make wells and Niobes of the maids and wives.

Cold ftatues of the youth ; and, in a word.

Scare Troy out of itfelf. But, march, away :

HeBor is dead ; there is no more to fay.

Stay yet; — You vile abominable tents.

Thus proudly pight upon our Phrygian plains.

Let Titan rise as early as he dare, [coward,

I'll through and through you: — And thou great-liz'd

No fpace of earth fhall funder our two hates ;

ril haunt thee like a wicked confcience flill.

That moldeth goblins fvvift as frenzy thoughts,—
Strike a free march loTyoy ! _ with comfort go

;

Hope of Revenge fhall hide our inward woe.
\as they are going out, and Troilus laj}^

Enter Pand arus.
Pa Do you hear, my lord ; do you hear ?

Tr 0 . What now t [Exeunt n e a s , and Trojans,
Pan, Here's a letter come from yon* poor girl.

Tro. Let me read. [tailing if.

Pan. a whorefon ptiskk, a whorefon rafcally pti-

sick fo troubles me, and the foolifh fortune of this girl ;

** frenfies *7 y. Note,
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and what one thing, what another, that I lhall leave

you one o'these days: And I have a rheum in mine
eyes too ; and fuch an ach in my bones, that, unlefs a

man were curft, I cannot tell what to think on't.—What
fays (he there ?

Tro. Words, words, meer words, no matter from the

heart

;

The effed doth operate another way. —
Go, wind, to wind, [iearsy andfcatters abouty the Letter,

'\

there turn and change together.

My love with words and errors Hill flie feeds

;

But edifies another with her deeds.

But hear you, hear you.

7ro. Hence, broker, lacquey !
— ignomy and ftiamc

Purfue thy life, and live aye with thy name

!

{Exit Troilus.
P^iV, A goodly medicine for my aching bones \

O world, world, world ! thus is the poor agent defpis'd !

O traitors, and bawds, how earneftly are you fet a'work,

and how ill requited ! Why fhould our endeavour be fo

desir'd, and the performance fo loathed ? what verfe for

it ? what inilance for it ? Let me fee :

Full merrily the humble-bee doth fing,

'Till he hath loft his honey, and his fling:

And, being once fubdu'd in armed tail.

Sweet honey and fweet notes together fail.

Good traders in the flelh, fet this in your painted cloths*

ad^vancing :

As many as be here of pander's hall,

Your eyes, half out, weep out ztPandar'^s fall

:

Or, if you cannot weep, yet give fome groans.

Though not for ir.e, yet for your aching bones.



Troilus 'a7td CrefTida. 1 19

Brethren, and fillers, of the hold-door trade,

Some two months hence my will Hiall here be made;
It fliould be now, but that my fear is this—
Some galled goofe of Winchejicr would hifs :

'Till then, Til fweat, and feek about for eases

;

And, at that time, bequeath you my diseases.

\Exit Pandarus,





CYMBELINE.



Per/ons represented,

Cymbeline, King of Britain :

Cloten, ^on to his ^een by aformer HuihanJ.

Poflhumus, a noble Gentleman, Husband to ImogeTT,

Belarius, a banijh^d Lord ; calling himfelf Morgan l

Guiderius, 7 his fuppos^d Sons ; calPd by

Arviragus, ] him, Paladoor and Cadwal.
Cornelius, a Physician,

Pifanio, Gentleman to Pofthamus.

Lords, of CymheVmQ^fCourt, four :

Gentlemen, of thefame, t'vjo,

tivo Britain Captains, an Attendant

y

Meffenger, and tuuo Jailers.

Lucius, General of the Roman Forces.

Philario, Hof to Poflhumus, 1
j^qj^^^j^ Gentlem

Jachimo, Friend to Philario, j
^

a French Gentleman, Friend to Philario.

a Roman Captain, Soothfayer, Tribune, and tivo Senators^

Spirits, in the Vision, ^Sicillius Leonatus, his Wife, and
tnvo Sons, Father, Mother, and Brothers to Poflhumus

;

and Jupiter.

^een, Wife to Cymbeline :

Imogen, his Daughter by aformer ^,een.

Lady, attending ihe^een'. Lady, attending Imogen*

Britifh and Roman Officers, Guards, Soldiers, Sec.

a Dutch Gentleman, ^ Spanifh Gentleman: Musicians^

Tribunes, Senators ; Lords, Ladies, and Attendants*

Scene, part Rome ; partly in Britain,
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Acr I.

SCENE 1. A?art of the royal Garden to

Cymbeline's Palace. Enter tnjoo Gentlemen.

1 4 G. You do not meet a man, but frowns: our bloods

No more obey the heavens than our courtiers

;

Still feem, as does the king's.

2. G. But what's the matter? [whom
I. G. His daughter, and the heir of his kingdom.

He purposed to his wife's fole fon, (a widow,
That late he marry'd) hath refer'd herfelf

To a poor, but worthy gentleman : She's wedded ;

Her husband banifh'd ; Ihe imprison'd : all

Is outward forrow ; though, I think, the king
Be touch'd at very heart.

I. G. None but the king ?

1 . G. He, that hath loft her, too : fo is the queen.
That moft desir'd the match : But not a courtier.

Although they wear their faces to the bent

Of the king's looks, hath a heart that is not

8 Unto a

Vol. IX, .1
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Glad at the thing they fcoul at.

2. G, And why fo ?

!. G. He that hath mifT'd the princefs, is a thing

Too bad for bad report : and he that hath her,

(I mean, that marry'd her,— alack good man ! —

,

And therefore banifh'd !) is a creature fuch

As, to feek through the regions of the earth

For one his like, there would be fomething failing

In him that fnould compare. I do not think.

So fair an outward, and fuch Huff within.

Endows a man but he.

2. G, You fpeak him far.

1. G. I don't extend him, fir: within himfelf

Crufh him together, rather than unfold

His measure duly.

2. G. What's his name, and birth ?

I . Gr I cannot delve him to the root ; His father

Was called Sicillius, who did join his honour,

Againll th^RomafiSy with Ca£ibelan\

But had his titles by Tenantiusy whom
He ferv'd with glory and admir'd fuccefs

;

Sogain'd the fur-addition, Leonatus :

And had, befides this gentleman in queftion,

Two other fons; who, in the wars o'the time^

Dy'd with their fwords in hand : for which, their father

(Then old, and fond of i/Tue) took fuch forrow.

That he quit being ; and his gentle lady.

Big of this gentleman, our theme, deceaf'd

As he was born. The king, he takes the babe

To his protection ; calls him, Pojlhumus ;

Breeds him, and makes him of his bed-chamber :

Puts to him all the learnings that his time

3° Pofhumus Leonatus,
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Could make him the receiver of ; which he took,

As we do air, faft as 'twas miniller'd ; and

In his fpring became a harveft : Liv'd in court,

(Which rare it is to do) moft prais'd, moft lov'd:

A fample to the young'ft ; to the more mature,

A glafs that featured them ; and to the graver,

A child that guided dotards : to his millrefs.

For whom he now is bani{h'd,-"her own price

Proclaims how Ihe efteem'd him and his virtue

;

By her election may be truly read,

What kind of man he is.

2. G* I honour him
Even out of your report. But, pray you, tell me,
Is (he fole child to the king ?

1 . G. His only child.

He had two fons, (if this be worth your hearing,

Mark it) the eldefl of them at three years old,

I'the fwathing cloths the other, from their nurfery

Were (loPn ; and, to this hour, no guefs in knowledge
Which way they went.

2. G. How long is this ago?
1 . G. Some twenty years.

2. G. That a king's children fhould be fo convey'dt

So flackly guarded ! And the fearch fo flow.

That could not trace them I

1. G. Howfoe'er 'tis ftrange.

Or that the negligence may well be laugh'd at.

Yet is it true, fir.

2. G. I do well believe you.

I. G. We muft forbear: Here comes the gentleman^
The queen, and princefs. [Exeunt,

6 feated
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SCENE II. Thefame.
Enter Queen, Post hum us, Imogen.

^le. No, be aflur'd, you (hall not find me, daughter.

After the flander of mofl ftep-mothers,

Evil-ey'd unto you : you're my prisoner, but

Your jailor fhall deliver you the keys

That lock up your reftraint. For you, Fojihumusy

So foon as I can win the offended king,

I will be known your advocate : marry, yet

The fire of rage is in him ; and 'twere good.

You lean'd unto his fentence, with what patience

Your wisdom may inform you.

Po5. Please your highnefs,

I will from hence to-day.

^e. You know the peril : —
ril fetch a turn about the garden, pitying

The pangs of bar'd affedions ; though the king

Hath charg'd you ftiould not fpeak together.

luo . O [Exit Queen.

Diffembling courtefy ! How fine this tyrant

Can tickle where fhe wounds ? My deareft husband,

I fomething fear my father's wrath ; but nothing,

(Always reserv'd my holy duty) what
His rage can do on me : You muft be gone
And I fhall here abide the hourly fhot

Of angry eyes ; not comforted to live,

But that there is this jewel in the world,

That I may fee again.

Pos, My queen ! my mirtrefs !

O, lady, weep no more ; left I give cause

To be fufpeded of more tendernefs
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Than doth become a man ! I will remain

The loyaril husband that did e'er plight troth.

My residence in Rofne^i at one Philario's ;

Who to my father was a friend, to me
Known but by letter : thither write, my queen.

And with mine eyes I'll drink the words you fend.

Though ink be made of gall.

Re-enter Queen.

^e. Be brief, I pray you :

If the king come, I lhall incur I know not

How much of his difpleasure :
— *' Yet Til move him"

To walk this way ; I never do him wrong,'*

But he does buy my injuries, to be friends 3"

Pays dear for my offences." \^Exit»

Pos, Should we be taking leave

As long a term as yet we have to live,

7 he lothnefs to depart would grow : Adieu.

IMO, Nay, flay a little :

Were you but riding forth to air yourfelf.

Such parting were too petty. Look here,
=f=

love

;

This diamond was my mother's : take it, heart

;

But keep it 'till you woo another wife,

When Imogen is dead.

ro5. How, how! another? —
You gentle gods, give me but this I have,

And fear up my embracements from a next
With bonds of death! — Remain, remain thou"f' here
While fenfe can keep it on: — And, fweetefl, faireft,

As I my poor felf did exchange for you,

To your fo infinite lofs ; fo, in our tjrifles

I Hill win of you : For my fake, wear this

;

}t is a manacle of love, I'll place it

3 one Filorifi\

I3
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Upon this faireft prisoner.

Imo , O the gods !

When lhall we fee again ?

En/er Cymbeline, and Lords.

Pos, Alack, the king !

Ctm. Thou bafell thing, avoid ; hence, from my fight!

If, after this command, thou fraught the court

With thy unvvorthinefs, thou dy'ft : Away 1

Thou'rt poison to my blood.

Pos. The gods protect you !

And blefs the good remainders of the court

!

I am gone. [^at// Posthumus,
Imo. There cannot be a pinch in death

More fharp than this is.

CrM. O difloyal thing.

That fhould'ft repair my youth ; thou heap'il inHtS^^

A year's age on me

!

Imo, I befeech you, fir.

Harm not yourfelf with your vexation ; I

Am fenfelefs of your wrath ; a touch more rare

Subdues all pangs, all fears.

Cy;M. Paft grace! obedience !

Imo, Paft hope, and in defpair ; that way, paft grace.

CrM, That might'ft have had the fole fon ofmy queen

!

Imo, O bleft, that I might not! I chose an eagle.

And did avoid aputtock. [throne

Ctm, Thou took'ft a beggar ; vvould'ft have made my
A feat for bafenefs.

Imo, No ; I rather added

A luftre to it.

Ctm, O thou vile one

!

Imo. Sir,
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It is your fault, that I have lov'd Pojihumus

:

You bred him as my play-fellow ; and he is

A man, worth any woman; over-buys me
Almoll the fum he pays.

Ctm: What, art thou mad ?

IMO . Almoll, fir : Heaven reflore me !—'Would I were

A neat-herd's daughter ! and my Leonatus

Our neighbour fhepherd's fon

!

P<e enter Queen.

Cym. Thou foolifh thing I—
They were again together : you have done
Not after our command. Away with her,

And pen her up.

Befeech your patience : — Peace,

Dear hidy daughter, peace ; _ Sweet fovereign,

Leave us to ourfelves :_and make yourfelf fome comfort

Out of your bell advice.

CrA/. Nay, let her languiih

A drop of blood a day ; and, being aged,

Dye of this folly! [Exit Cymbeline.
Enter Pis anio.

^e. Fie! -«you muft give way :

Here is your fervant. —How now, fir ? what news ?

Pis, My lord your fon drew on my mailer.

Ha!
No harm, I truft, is done ?

Pis. There might have been.

But that my mafter rather play'd than fought.

And had no help of anger : they were parted

By gentlemen at hand.

^le, I am very glad on't.

/mo. Your fpn's py father's friend ; he takes his part,

14
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To draw upon an exile. —. O brave fir ! _
I would, they wiere in Africk both together

;

Myfelf by with a needle, that I might prick

The goer-back. »_Why came you from your mafter?

P/s. On his command : He would not fufFer me
To bring him to the haven : left these notes

Of what commands I Ihould be fubjed to,

When't pleas'd you to employ me,
^e. This hath been

Your faithful fervant ; I dare lay mine honour.

He will remain fo.

Pis, r humbly thank your highnefs.

Pray, walk a while.

/mo. About fome half hour hence,

3f pray you, fpeak with me : You lhall, at leaft,

Go fee my lord aboard : for this time, leave me.
\Exeunt»

SCENE III. Thefame.
Enter Clot en, and tuuo Lords.

1, L. Sir, I would advise you to fhift a fhirt ; the

inolence of aftion hath made you reek as a facrifice :

Where air comes out, air comes in : there's none abroad

fo wholefome as that you vent.

Clo, If my Ihirt were bloody, then to fhift it—Have
I hurt him ?

2. "No, faith ; not fo much as his patience.*'

1. L. Hifrt him ? his body's a paflable carcafs, if he.

be not hurt : it is a thorough-fare for fteel, if it be not

hurt.

2. L. "His fteel was in debt ; it went o'th- back-"

"fide the town,"
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Clo, The villain would not ftand me.

2. L. **No; but he fled forward ftill, toward your face."

1 , L. Stand you ! You had land enough of your own :

but he added to your having ; gave you fome ground.

2. i. As many inches as you have oceans : Puppies !"

Clo. I would, they had not come between us.

2. Zr. "So would 1, 'till you had measured how long"
a fool you were upon the ground.''

Clo, And that Ihe jfhould love this fellow, and refuse

me !

2. Z. " If it be a fin to make a true ele^lion, fhe is
'*

''damn'd."

1. Z. Sir, as I told you always, her beauty and her

brain go not together : (he's a good fign, but I have feen

fmall refledion of her wit.

2. L. She fhines not upon fools, left the refledlion"

*'fhould hurt her."

Clo, Come, I'll to my chamber : 'Would there had
been fome hurt done !

2. L, I vvifli not fo ; unlefs it had been the fall of"
an afs, which is no great hurt."

Clo, You'll go with us?

2. L, I'll attend your lordfliip.

Clo. Nay, come, let's go together.

2. L. Well, my lord. [Exeunt.

S CENE IV. A Rcofn in the Palace.

Enter Imogen, and Pisanio.
Imo . I would thou grew'ft unto the fhores o'the h^ven.

And queftion'dft every fail : if he Ihould write,

Afid 1 not have it, 'twere a paper loll

As offer'd mercy is. What was the laft

?3 J. He
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That he fpakc to thee ?

Fis, It was, His queen, his queen,

IMO, Then vvav'd his handkerchief?

Pis, And kiff'd it, madam.
-IMO. Senfelefs linnen ! happier therein than I

!

And that was all r

Pis, No, madam ; for fo long

As he could make me with this eye, or ear,

Diftinguifh him from others, he did keep

The deck, with glove, or hat, or handkerchief.

Still waving, as the fits and ftirs of his mind
Could befl exprefs how flow his foul fail'd on.

How fwift his fliip.

IMO, Thou Ihould^ft have made him
As little as a crow, or lefs, ere left

To after-eye him.
Pis. Madam, fo T did.

Imo, I would have broke mine eye-firings; crack'd

them, but

To look upon him ; 'till the diminution

Of fpace had pointed him fliarp as my needle :

Nay, follow'd him, 'till he had melted from
The fmallnefs of a gnat to air ; and then

Have turn'd mine eye, and wept— But, good Pi/anit}y

When fhall we hear from him ?

Pis, Be afiur'd, madam, •

With his next vantage.

IMO. I did not take my leave of him, biit had
Moft pretty things to fay : ere I could tell him.
How I would think on Jiim, at certain hours.

Such thoughts, and fuch ; or I could make him fwear.

The fhe's of Ita/y fhould not betray

S with his eye
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Mineintereft, and his honour; or have charg'd him,

At the fixth hour of morn, at noon, at midnight.

To encounter me with orisons, for then

J am in heaven for him ; or ere I could

Give him that parting kifs, which I had fet

Betwixt two charming words, comes in my father.

And, like the tyrannous breathing of the north.

Shakes all our buds from growing.

Enter a Lady,
Lad^ The queen, madam.

Desires your highnefs* company.
Imo, Those things I bidyou do, get themdifpatch'd

I will attend the queen.

P/s. Madam, I fhall. {Exeunt,

SCENE V. Rome. J Room In FWihno's Hou/e.

Enter Philario, Jachimo, a Frenchman,

a DutchmanJ and a Spaniard.

Jac^ Believe it, fir: I have feen him in Britain

he was then of a crefcent note; expefted to prove fo

worthy, as fince he hath been allowed the name of

:

but I could then have look'd on him, without the help

of admiration ; though the catalogue of his endow-

ments had been tabPd by his fide, and I to peruse hin^

by items.

Phj, You fpeak of him when he was lefs furnifh'd,

than now he is, with that which makes him both with-

out and within.

Pre, I have feen him in France : we had very many
there, could behold the fun with as firm eyes as he.

Jac, This matter of marrying his king's daughter,

(wherein he muft be weighed rather by her value than
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his own) words him, I doubt not, a great deal from the

matter.

Fre, And then his banifhment

:

J^c, Ay, and the approbation of those, that weep
this lamentable divorce, under her colours, are won-
derfully to extend him ; be it but to fortify her judg-
ment, which elfe an easy battery might lay flat, for

taking a beggar without more quality. But how comes
it, he is to fojourn with you ? How creeps acquaint-

ance ?

Phi. His father and I were foldiers together ; to

whom I have been often bound for no lefs than my
life:-

Efiier PosTHUMUS.
Here comes the Britain : Let him be fo entertained

amongit you, as fuits, with gentlemen of your know-
ing, to a ftranger of his quality I befeech you all,

be better known to this gentleman ; whom I commend
to you, as a noble friend of mine : How worthy he is,

T will leave to appear hereafter, rather than ftory him
in his own hearing.

Fre, Sir, we have known together in Orleans.

Pos. Since when I have been debtor to you for

courtefies, which 1 will be ever to pay, and yet pay
lliil.

Fre. Sir, you o'er-rate my poor kindnefs : I was
glad I did attone my countryman and you ; it had been

pity, you Ihould have been put together with fo mortal

a purpose, as then each bore, upon importance of fo

flight and trivial a nature.

Pos, By your pardon, fir, I was then a young tra-

veller j rather ihun*d to go even with what I heard^,

* without IsQe cuality
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than In my every adion to be guided by others' ex-

periences : but, upon my mended judgment, (if T offend

not, to fay it is mended) my quarrel was not altogether

flight.

Fre, Taith, yes, to be put to the arbltrement of
fwords ; and by fuch tvvojr that would, by all likelyhood,

have confounded one the other, or have falPn both.

JAC, Can we, with manners, afk what was the dif-

ference ?

Fre, Safely, I think : 'twas a contention in pub-
lick, which may, without contradidion, fufFer the re-

port. It was much like an argument that fell out lall

night, where each of us fell in praise of our country

millreiTes : This gentleman at that time vouching, (and

upon warrant of bloody affirmation) his to be more
fair, virtuous, wise, chaO:, conflant qualify'd, and Icfs

attemptible, than any the rarell of our ladies in

France,

Jac, That lady is not now living; or this gentle-

man's opinion, by this, worn out.

Pos, She holds her virtue ftill, and I my mind.

Jac, You mull not fo far prefer her 'fore ours of

Italy,

Pos, Being fo far provok'd as I was in France^ I

would abate her nothing ; though I profefs myfelf her

adorer, not her friend.

JAC, As fair, and as good, (a kind of hand-in-

hand comparifon) had been fomething too fair, and too

good, for any lady in Britany, If fhe went before others L

have feen, as that diamond of yours out-lufters many
I have beheld, I could believe fhe excelled many : but I

have not feen the moft precious diamond that is, nor you

Conflant, Qvalified, 3» could not believe
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the lady.

Pos, I prais'd her, as T rated her : fo do I my flone.

Jac, What do you efteem it at ?

Fos, More than the world enjoys.

J^c. Either your unparagon'd miflrefs is dead, or

fhe's out-priz'd by a trifle. «

Pos. You are miftaken : the one may be fold, or

given ; if there were wealth enough for the purchafe,

or merit for the gift: the other is not a thing for fale,

and only the gift of the gods.

y^c. Which the gods have given you?
Pos. Which, by their graces, I will keep.

JjiC. You may wear her in title yours: but, you
know, ftrange fowl light upon neighbouring ponds.

Your ring may be ftoln too : fo, your brace of unprize-

able eflimations, the one is but frail, and the other

casual; a cunning thief, or a that- way- accomplifh'd

courtier, would hazard the winning both of iirft and
laft.

Pos, Your Italy contains none fo accomplifli'd a

courtier, to convince the honour of my miflrefs ; if, in

the holding or lofs of that, you term her frail. 1 do no-

thing doubt, you have ftore of thieves ; notwithfland*

ing, I fear not my ring.

Phi. Let us leave here, gentlemen.

Pos. Sir, with all my heart. This worthy flgnior, I

thank him, makes no flranger of me ; we are familiar

at firft.

y^ic. With five times fo much converfation, Ifliould

get ground of your, fair miflrefs: make her go back,

even to the yielding ; had I admittance, and opportu-

nity to friend.

7 given, or if— purchafes,
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Pos, No, no.

y^c. I dare, thereupon, pawn the moiety of my
eflate to your ring ; which, in my opinion, o'ervalues

it fomething : But J make my wager rather againft your

confidence, than her reputation : and, to bar your of-

fence herein too> I durll attempt it againft any lady in

the world.

Po^. You are a great deal abus'd in too bold a per-

fuasion ; and I doubt not you fuftain what you're wor-

thy of, by your attempt.

Jjc, What's that?

Pos. A repulfe : Though your attempt, as you call

it, deserves more; a punifhment too.

Phi, Gentlemen, enough of this : it came in too

fuddenly ; let it dye as it was born, and, I pray you, be

better acquainted.

Ju^c. 'Would I had put my ellate, and my neigh-

bour's, on the approbation of what I have fpoke.

Pos, What lady would you choose to afTail?

JjiC, Yours ; who in conftancy, you think, ftands fo

fafe. I will lay you ten thousand ducats to your ring,

that, commend me to the court where your lady is, with

no m.ore advantage than the opportunity of a fecond

conference, and I will bring from thence that honour
of hers, which you imagine fo reserv'd.

Pos. I will wager againft your gold, gold to it: my
ring I hold dear as my finger ; 'tis part of it.

Jj^c, You are afraid, and therein the wiser. If you
buy ladies' flelh at a million a dram, you cannot pre-

serve it from tainting : But, I fee, you have fome reli-

gion in you, that you fear.

Pos. This is but a cuftom in your tongue : you bear

whom *<5 vvage ^
*s ^ friend
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a graver purpose, I hope.

Jac. I am the mafter of my fpeeches ;• a-n^ would
undergo what's fpoken, I Twear.

Pos. Will you ?_1 fhall but lend my diamond 'till

your return : — Let there be covenants drawn between
us : My miflrefs exceeds in goodnefs the hugenefs of
your unworthy thinking: I dare you to this match

:

liere's my ring. [putting it into Philario'j Ha7id.

Phi, I will have It no lay,

Jac. By the gods, it is one : _ If I bring you fuffi-

cient teftimony that I have enjoy'd the deareft bodily

part of your miflrefs, my ten thousand ducats are mine ;

fo is your diamond too : If I come off, and leave her in

fuch honour as you have trufl in, She your jewel, this

your jewel, and my gold are yours 3
—

• provided, I

have your commendation, for my more free entertain-

ment.

Pos» I embrace these conditions; let us have ar-

ticles betwixt us :
— only, thus far you lhall anfvver :

Jf you make your voyage upon her, and give me di-

redly to underftand you have prevail'd, I am no fur-

ther your enemy, fhe is not worth our debate : if fhe

remain unfeduc'd, (you not making it appear other-

wise) for your ill opinion, and the afTauit you have

made to her chaftity, you fliall anfvver me with your

fword.

Jac. Your hand; a covenant : We will have these

things fet down by lawful counfel, and ilraight away
for Britain ; lell the bargain fhould catch cold, and
llarve : I will fetch my gold, and have our two wagers

recorded.

Po 5 . Agreed . [
Exeunt Pos, an^i J a c .

* ° you no fufficient * * are yours, fo
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Pre. Will this hold, think you ?

Phi. Signior Jachimo will not from it. Pray, let us

follow 'em. \Exeunt.

SCENE VI. A Room in QymhtWnes Palace.

Enter Queen, Ladies, and Cornelius.
Whiles yet the dew's on ground, gather those

flowers

;

Make hafte : Who has the note of them ?

I. Z^. 1, madam.
^e, Difpatch.^ \^Exeunt hzdiQB,

Now, mafter do6lor ; have you brought those drugs ?

Cor. Pleaseth your highnefs, ay: here they are, ma-
dam : [gi'ving herfome Papers*

But I befeech your grace, (without offence ;

My confcience bids me afk) wherefore you have

Commanded of me these moil pois'nous compounds,
Which are the movers of a languifhing death j

But, though flow, deadly ?

^e, I tJO wonder, dodor,

Thou afk'll me fuch a queflion : Have I not been
Thy pupil long? Hail thou not learned me how
To make perfumes ? diftil ? preserve ? yea, fo.

That our great king himfelf doth woo me oft

For my confedions r Having thus far proceeded,

(Unlefs thou think'ft me dev'lifli) is't not meet
That I did amplify my judgment in

Other conclusions ? I will try the forces

Of these thy compounds on fuch creatures as

We count not worth the hanging, (but none human ;)

To try the vigour of them, and apply

Allayments to their a6l; and by them gather

Vol. TX K
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Their feveral virtues, and efFeds.

Cor, Your highnefs

Shall from this pradice but make hard your heart:

Befides, the feeing these effeds will be
'

Both noyfome and infedlious.

^e. O, content thee. —
Enter Pis anio.

Here comes a flattering rafcal ; upon him"
Will I firft !et i\)zm work : he's for his mafter,"

" And enemy to my fon."-_How now, Pijanio ?^
Dodor, your fervice for this time is ended

;

Take your own way.

Cor, do fufpedl you, madam";
*'But you fhall do no harm".

Hark thee, a word. \to Pif drauoing him ajtde.

Cor, " I do not like her. She doth think, fhe has"
Strange lingering poisons : I do know her fpirit,"

" And will not truft one of her malice with"

A drug of fuch damn'd nature : Those, fhe has,"

Will ftupify and dull the fenfe a while :"

** Which firft, perchance, Ihe'll prove on cats, and dogs

"Then afterward up higher: but there is"

**No danger in what fliew of death it makes,"

More than the locking up the fpirits a time,"

*'To be more freih, reviving. She is fool'd"

" With a moft falfe efFea ; and 1 the truer,"

So to be falfe with her."

!^e. No further fervice, do<.S:or,

Until I fend for thee.

Cor, I humbly take my leave. [ExiL
Weeps fhe flill, fay'll thou : t)o& thou think, in

time
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She will not quench ; and let inftrudions enter.

Where folly now possefTes ? Do thou work :

When thou (halt bring me word, Ihe loves my fon,

I'll tell thee, on the inftant, thou art then

As great as Is thy mafter : greater ; for

His fortunes all lye fpeechlefs, and his name
Is at laft gafp : Return he cannot, nor

Continue where is : to (hift his being.

Is to exchange one misery with another

;

And every day, that comes, comes to decay

A day's work in him : What fhalt thou expedl.

To be depender on a thing that leans ?

Who cannot be new built ; nor has no friends,

S^drops JOme of the Papers.

So much as but to prop him? Thou tak'H up
Thou know'll not what ; but take it for thy labour :

It is a thing I make, which hath the king

Five times redeemed from death ; I do not know
What is more cordial :— Nay, T pr'ythee, take it;

It is an earneft of a farther good
That I mean to thee. Tell thy miftrefs how
The cafe (lands with her ; do't, as from thyfelf.

Think what a chance thou chanceft on ; but think

:

Thou haft thy miftrefs ftill ; to boot, my fon.

Who ftiall take notice of thee, move the king

To any ftiape of thy preferment, fuch

As thou'lt desire ; and then myfelf, I chiefly.

That fet thee on to this desert, am bound
To load thy merit richly. Call my women :

Think on my words . [ ExitY\% . ] A fly , and conftant knave;
Not to be fhak'd : the agent for his mafter;

And the remembrancer of her, to hold

*3 changed *s thee. He move

K z
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The hand fad to her lord. I have given him that>

Which, if he take, fhali quite unpeople her

Of ledgers for her fweet ; and which fhe, after,

Except fhe bend her humour, fliall be aflur'd

Re~ej7ter FisAT^iOy Ladies.

To talle of too. So, fo ; well done, well done :

The violets, cowfllps, and the primroses,

Bear to my closet -.—Fare thee well, Pt/amo;

Think on my words. [Exeunt Queen, ami Ladles.

Pis. And fhall do :

But when to my good lord I prove untrue,

I'll choak myfelf; there's all Vll do for you.

[Exit Pis ANIO,

S CENE VIL Another Room in thefame.

Enter Imogen.
IMO, A father cruel, and a Hep-dame falfe;

A foolifti fuitor to a wedded lady.

That hath her husband banilli'd ;--0, that husband.

My fupream crown of grief ; and those repeated

Vexations of it! Had I been thief-ftoln.

As my two brothers, happy : but mod miserable

Is the desire that's glorious : Blelled be tliose,

How mean foe'er, that have their honeft wills,

Which feasons comfort. —Who may this be ? Fie !

^/?/^'r Pi s A N I o, ^7«</
J A C H I M o.

PiB, Madam, a noble gentleman of Rome,

Comes from my lord with letters.

Jjic, Change you, madam?
The worthy Leonatus is in fafety.

And greets your highnefs dearly. [presents a Letter,

JMO, Thanks, good fir;
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You're kindly welcome.

JAC. **A11 of her, that Is out of door, moftrich!"
" If ftie be furnifh'd with a mind fo rare,''

She is alone the Arabian bird ; and 1

"

Have loll: the wager. Boldnefs be my friend !

"

Arm me, audacity, from head to foot !

"

Or, like x.\\t Parthian, I Oiall flying fight

Rather, diredly fly.

JMO. [rea^j.'] * * * ^ He is one of the nobleJl note^ to

cjjjhose kind^ieffes 1 am moji infinitely tyed. RefieSi upon him

accordingly y as you 'valueyour trufi, Leonatus.

So far I read aloud :

But even the very middle of my heart

Is warm'd by the reft, and takes it thankfully.—

You are as welcome, worthy fir, as I

Have words to bid you ; and fhall find it fo.

In all that \ can do.

JAC, Thanks, faireft lady.—
What, are men mad ? Hath nature given them eyes,

To fee this vaulted arch, and the rich crop

Of fea and land ? which can diftinguifli 'twixt

Th^^ fiery orbs above, and the tvvin'd ftones

Upon the humbrd beach ? and can we not

Partition make with fpedacles fo precious

'Twixt fair and foul ?

JMO, What makes your admiration ?

JAC, It cannot be i'the eye ; for apes and monkeys,
'Twixt two fuch (he's, would chatter this way, and
Contemn with mows the other : Nor i'the judgment

;

For idiots, in this cafe of favour, would
Be wisely definite: Nor i'the appetite;

Sluttery to fuch neat excellence oppos'd.

U take ^3 the number^

K
3
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Should make desire vomit to emptinefs.

Not fo allur'd to feed.

Imo, What is the matter, trow ?

Juic, The cloyed will,

(That fatiate, yet unfatisfy'd ; that tub

Both fiird and running) rav'ning firft the lamb.

Longs after for the garbage.

Imo, What, dear fir.

Thus raps you ? Are you well ?

y^c. Thanks, madam ; well : — Befeech you, lir.

Desire my man's abode where I did leave him ;

He's ftrange, and peevifh.

Pis. I was going, fir.

To give him welcome. [ Exit Pi s a n i o

.

JMO, Continues well my lord ? His health, befeech

y^c. Well, madam. [you?

JMO, Is he difpos'd to mirth ? I hope, he is.

y^c. Exceeding pleasant; none a Granger there

So merry, and fo gamefome : he is call'd.

The Britain reveller.

Imo, When he was here.

He did incline to fadnefs; and oft-times

Not knowing why.

Jac, I never iaw him fad.

There is a Frendmian his companion, one
An eminent monfieur, that, it feems, much loves

A Gallian girl at home : he furnaces

The thick fighs from him; whiles the jolly ^r///^/?;

(Your lord, I mean) laughs from's free lungs, cries,

Can myJtdes hold^ to thinky that man^ — <^u:ho kiioivs

By hijiory, report , or his o^jon proofs

What ^-woman is, yea, lAjhat Jhe cannot choose

5 unfatlsfi'd defirej that
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But mujl he,'^imll hisfree hours languijh out

For affiir^d bondage ?

Imo, Will my lord fay fo ? [tcr,

JjiC. Ay, madam ; with his eyes in flood with laugh-

It is a recreation to be by,

And hear him mock the Frenchtnan : But, heavens know,
Some men are much to blame.

/a/0. Not he, I hope. [might

JAC. Not he : But yet heaven's bounty towards him
Be us'd more thankfully. In himfelf, 'tis much ;

In you,— which I count his, beyond all talents,—

Whilft I am bound to wonder, I am bound
To pity too.

Im,o, What do you pity, fir ?

^Jac, Two creatures, heartily.

IMO, Am I one, fir ?

You look on me ; What wrack discern you in me,
Deserves your pity ?

JAC. Lamentable ! What,
To hide me from the radiant fun, andfolace

Tthe dungeon by a fnufF?

IMO, I pray you, fir.

Deliver with more opennefs your anfwers

To my demands.

Why do you pity me ?

JAC, That others do,

I was about to fay, enjoy your— But
It is an office of the gods to venge it.

Not mine to fpeak on't.

IMO, You do feem to know
Something of me, or v^hat concerns me ; Pray you,

(Since doubting things go ill often hurts more

< ' \ account
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Than to be fure they do : For certainties

Either are paft remedies ; or, timely knowing.
The remedy then born) difcover to me
What both you fpur and Hop.

Jyic, Had I this cheek

To bath my lips upon; this hand, whose touch.

Whose every touch, would force the feeler's foul

To the oath of loyalty ; this objed, which
Takes prisoner the wild motion of mine eye.

Fixing it only here : fhould I (damn'd then)

Slaver with lips as common as the flairs

That mount the capitol ; join gripes with hands

Made hard with hourly falfhood, as with labour ;

Then elatl m^felf by peeping in an eye,

Bafe and unlullrous as the fmoky light

That's fed with flinking tallow ; it were fit,

That all the plagues of hell fhould at one time

Encounter fuch revolt.

IMO, My lord, I fear,

Has forgot Britain.

JAC, And himfelf : Not I,

Inclin'd to this intelligence, pronounce
The beggery of his change ; but 'tis your graces

That, from my mutefl confcience, to my tongue.

Charms this report out.

Imo, Let me hear no more.

JAC. O dearefl foul, your cause doth flrike my heart

With pity, that doth make me fick. A lady

So fair, and faften'd to an empery.

Would make the great'il king double ! to be partner'd

With tomboys, hir'd with that felf exhibition

Which your own coffers yield 1 with diseased ventures,

'5 illuflrlous
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That play with all infirmities for gold

Which rottennefs can lend nature ! fuch boil'd fluff,

As well might poison poison ! Be revengM ;

Or Ihe, that bore you, was no queen, and you

Recoil from your great ftock.

IMO. Reveng'd!

How fhould I be reveng'd ? If this be true,

(As I have fuch a heart, that both mine ears

Muft not in hafte abuse) if it be true,

How fhould I be reveng'd ?

Jac, Should he make me
Live like Diana's prieil, between cold fheets

;

Whiles he is vaulting variable ramps,

In your defpight, upon your purfe ? Revenge it,

I dedicate myfelf to your fvveet pleasure ;

More noble than that runagate to your bed

;

And will continue fall to your afFedion,

Still clofe, as fure.

IMO, What ho, Pifanio?

Jac. Let me my fervice tender on your lips.

IMO, Away ! I do condemn mine ears, that have

So long attended thee : If thou wert honourable.

Thou would'ft have told this tale for virtue, not

For fuch an end thou feek'll ; as bafe, as ilrange.

Thou wrong'll a gentleman, who is as far

From thy report, as thou from honour; and
Solicit'fl here a lady, that difdains

Thee and the devil alike:—What ho, Pifanio!^
The king my father fhall be made acquainted
Of thy affault : if he fhall think it fit,

*

A faucy Granger, in his court, to m-art

As in a Ro?nf/h flew, and to expound
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His beaftly mind to us ; he hath a court

He little cares for, and a daughter whom
He not refpeds at all.—.What ho, Ftfanio!

JAC, O happy Leonatus f 1 may fay,

The credit, that thy lady hath of thee,

Deserves thy trull ; and thy moll perfedl goodnefs

Her afiur'd credit— Bleiled live you long I

A lady to the worthieft fir, that ever

Country call'd his ! and you his miftrefs, only

For the moft vvorthieft fit 1 Give me your pardon.

I have fpoke this, to know if your affiance

Were deeply rooted ; and fliall make your lord,

That which he is, new o'er : And he is one

The trueft manner'd ; fuch a holy witch.

That he enchants focieties unto him :

Half all men's hearts are his.

Imo, You make amends.

JAC, He fits 'mongft men, like a defcended god :

He hath a kind of honour fets him off,

More than a mortal feeming. Be not angry,

Moll mighty princefs, that I have adventur'd

To try you by a falfe report ; which hath

Honoured with confirmation your great judgment
Jn the eledion of a fir fo rare,

Which, you know, cannot err : The love I bear him
Made me to fan you thus; but the gods made you.

Unlike all others, chaiFlefs. Pray, your pardon, [yours,

/.^io. All's well, fir: Take my power i'the court for

JAC, My humble thanks. I had almoft forgot

To intreat your grace but in a fmall requefl.

And yet of moment too, for it concerns

Your lord ; myfelf, and other noble friends.

^* your taking of a
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Are partners in the businefs.

IMO, Pray, what is't?

Jac. Some diOz^n Romans of us, and your lord,

(Th' bell feather of our wing) have mingl'd fums.

To buy a present for the emperor;

Which I, the fadlor for the reft, have done.

\\\ France : 'Tis plate, of rare device ; and jewels.

Of rich and exquisite form : their values great

;

And I am fomething curious, being ftrange.

To have them in fafe ftowage ; May it please you
To take them in protetflion ?

/a/0. Willingly ;

And pawn mine honour for their fafety : fmce

My lord hath int'reft in them, I will keep them
In my bed-chamber.

Jj4C. They are in a trunk,

Attended by my men: I will make bold

To fend them to you, only for this night

;

I muil aboard to-morrow.

IMO, O, no, no.

Jac. Yes, I befeech: or T fhall fhort my word.

By lengthening my return. From Gallia

I crofT'd the feas on purpose, and on promise

To fee your grace.

IMO, I thank you for your pains

;

But not away to-morrow.

Jac, O, I muft, madam:
Therefore 1 fliall befeech you, if you please

To greet your lord with writing, do't to-night

:

I have out flood my time ; which is material

To the tender of our present.

IMO, I will write.
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Send your trunk to me ; it fhall fafe be kept.

And truly yielded you : You're very welcome.

[Exeunt federally.

ACT II.

SCENE I. Court before the?alact.
Enter Clot en, and t=voo Lords.

Cio. Was there ever man had fuch luck ! when I

kilT'd the jack upon an up-caft, to be hit away I T had a

hundred pound on't : And then a whorefon jackanapes

mull take me up for fwearing; as if I borrowed mine
oaths of him, and might not fpend them at my pleasure.

1 . Z. What got he by that ? You have broke his pate

with your bowl.

2. If his wit had been like his that broke it, it'*

would have run all out.''

Clo, When a gentleman is difposM to fwear, it is not

for any flanders-by to curtail his caths : Ha ?

2. L, No, my lord ; nor crop the ears of them.

Clo, Whorefon dog!— I give him fatiffadlion ? —

.

'Would, he had been one of my rank !

2. L, " To have fmelt like a fool."

Clo, I am not vext more at any thing in the earth,—

A pox on't! 1 had rather not be fo noble as I am; they

dare not fight with me because of the queen my mother

:

every jack-flave hath his belly-full of lighting, and I muft

go up and down like a cock that no body can match.

2. Z. "You are a cock and capon too ; and you'*

''crow, cock, with your comb ou,"

C-LO, Sayeil thou r

« 7 like him that
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2. L, It Is not fit, your lordfnip Ihould undertake ev-

ery companion that you give offence to.

Clo. No, I know that : but it is fit, I fliould commit
offence to my inferiors.

2. Z. Ay, it is fit for your lordfhip only.

Clo, Why, fo I fay.

1 . Z. Did you hear of a flranger, that's come to court

to-night ?

Clo, a ftranger! and T not knowon't! [not,"

2. Z. **He's a flrange fellow himfelf, and knows it

1 . L, There's an Italian come ; and, 'tis thought, one

of Leonatus* friends.

Clo, Leo7iatus ! a banifh'd rafcal ; and he's another,

vvhofoever he be. Who told you of this il:ranger }

1. L. One of your lordfhip's pages.

Clo, Is it fit, I went to look upon him } Is there no
derogation in't ?

2. L, You cannot derogate, my lord.

Clo, Not easily, I think.

2, L, You are a fool granted ; therefore your iffues,"

•'being foolifh, do not derogate,"

Clo, Come, I'll go fee this Italian : What I have lofl

to-day at bowls, I'll win to-night ofhim. Come, go.

2, Z. I'll attend your lordfhip.

[Exeunt Clot en, and i. Lord.
That fuch a crafty devil as his mother
Should yield the world this afs ! a woman, that

Bears all down with her brain ; and this her fon

Cannot take two from twenty for his heart

And leave eighteen. Alas, poor princefs,

Thou divine Imogen, what thou endur'H

!

Betvvix^t a father by thy flepdame govern'd

;
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A mother hourly coining plots ; a wooer.
More hateful than the foul expulfion is

Of thy dear husband, than that horrid ad
Of the divorce he'd make ! T'he heavens hold firm
The walls of thy dear honour; keep unfhak'd
That temple, thy fair mind ; that thou may'll fland,

To enjoy thy banifh'd lord, and this great land ! [Extf.

S CENE II. J Bed-chamber ;

a Trunk in one Part cf it : Imogen in

her Bed 'y a Lady attending,

IMO, Who's there ? my woman Helen ?

Laa, Please you, madam.
Imo, What hour is it ?

Lad, Almoft midnight, madam. [weak:.-.
Imo. I have read three hours then: mine eyes are

Fold down the leaf where 1 have left : To bed :

Take not away the taper, leave it burning ;

And if thou can'ft av»'ake by four o'the clock, [wholly^'

I pr'ythee, call m.e. [£x//Lady.] Sleep hath feis'd me
To your protedion I commend me, gods :

From fairies, and the tempters of the night.

Guard me, befeech ye ! S^Jleeps,

J A c H I M o ,from the Trunk,

JAC, The crickets fing, and man's o'er-labour'd fenfe

Repairs itfelf by reft : Our Tarquin thus

Did foftly prefs the rulhes, ere he waken'd

The chaftity he wounded. — Cyrherea,

How bravely thou becom'ft thy bed ! frefh lilly !

And whiter than the Iheets ! That I might touch !

But kifs ; one kifs ! Rubies unparagon'd, {kij/i?2g her.

How dearly they do't ! 'Tis her breathing that
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Perfumes the chamber thus : The flame o'the taper

Bows toward her ; and would under-peep her lids.

To fee the inclosed lights, now canopy'd

Under the windows : White and azure, lac'd ;

With blue of heaven's own tin6l But my delign ?

To note the chamber : I will write all down :

Such, and fuch, pidlures ; There the window; Such
The adornment of her bed ; The arras, figures ?

Why, fuch, and fuch ; And the contents of the ftory,
—

'

Ah, but fome natural notes about her body,

(Above ten thousand meaner moveables ti)tv

Would teftify) to enrich mine inventory.

O fleep, thou ape of death, lye dull upon her!

And be her fenfe but as a monument.
Thus in a chapel l}'ing 1 Come oft, come off

;

[ta/ir/7g off her Bracelet.

As flippery, as the GorJian knot was hard 1

'Tis mine ; and this will witnefs outwardly,

As ilrongly as the confcience does within.

To the madding of her lord. On her left breaft

A mole cinque-fpotted, like the crimson drops

Fthe bottom of a cowflip : Here's a voucher.

Stronger than ever law could make : this fecret

Will force him think I have pick'd the lock, and ta'cn

The treasure of her honour. To what end ?

Why fhould I write this down, that's riveted,

Screvv'd to my memory ? She hath been reading late r

The tale of Tereiis ; here the leaf's turn'd down,
here P/jilomek gave up— I have enough :

To the trunk again, and fhut the fpring of it.

Swift, fwift, you dragons of the night ! that dav/nJng

May bear the raven's eye : I lodge in fear

;

Honour, No mere: to
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Though this a heavenly angel, hell Is here.

One, two, three, _ [counting the Clock.] Time^ tim-e f

[Shuts the Trunk upon hi?nfelf. The Scene closes,

S C ENE III. j^n Anti-Room to the abo've Chamber*
Enter Clot en, and Lords.

I . Z/. Your lordfliip is the moll patient man in lafs,

the moft coldeft that ever turn'd up ace.

Clo, It would make any man cold to lose.

T. L. But not every man patient, after the noble

temper of your lordlhip ; You are moft hot, and furious,

when you win.

Cio. Winning will put any man into courage : If I

could get this foolilh Imogen, I fhould have gold en-

ough : It's almoft morning, is't noi ?

I. Z. Day, my lord.

Czo. I would, this musick would come: lam advis'd

to give her musick o' mornings ; they fay, it will pe-

netrate.

Enter Musicians,

Come on ; tune : If you can penetrate her with your

fingering, fo ; we'll try with tongue too : if none will

do, let her remain ; but Til never o'er. Firft, a very ex-

cellent good-conceited thing ; after, a wonderful iweet

air, with admirable rich words to it, — and then let her

confider.

SONG,
Hark, hark, the lark at heaven's gate fings^

and Phoebus ^gins arise,

his JJeeds to ^vater at those fpringi

on chalicdJlon^vers that lyes ;

and linking yi?ivy-buds begin
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to ope their golden eyes ;

nK)ith enjery thing that pretty bin :

my lady fiveety arise ;

arise, arise.

So, get you gone : If this penetrate, I will confideryour

musick the better : if it do not, it is a vice in her ears,

which horfe-hairs, and cat's-guts, nor the voice of un-

paved eunuch to boot, can never amend.
[^Exeunt Musicians*

Enter Cymbeline, and Queen.

2. L. Here comes the king.

Clo, I am glad, I was up fo late ; for that's the rea-

son I was up fo early : He cannot choose but take this

fervice I have done, fatherly.—Good-morrow to your

majefty, and to my gracious mother.

Ctm, Attend you here the door ofour ftern daughter ?

Will Ihe not forth ?

Clo, 1 have affaird her with musicks, but Ihe vouch-

fafes no notice.

Ctm. The exile of her minion is too new ;

She hath not yet forgot him : fome more time

Muft wear the print of his remembrance out,

And then fhe's yours.

^e. Vou are moll bound to the king ;

Who lets go by no vantages, that may
Prefer you to his daughter : Frame yourfelf

To orderly follicits ; and be friended

With aptnefs of the feason : make denials

Increafe your fervices : fo feem, as if

You were infpir'd to do those duties which
You tender to her ; that you in all obey her.

Save when command to your difmiffion tends^,

^ prettj 2Sy ^ a voyce la ^ Calves- guts

Vol. IX. I.
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And therein you are fenfelefs.

Clo, Senfelefs? not fo.

Enter a MefTenger.

Mef, So like you, fir, embalTadors from Romei
The one is Caius Lucius.

Cym^ a worthy fellow.

Albeit he comes on angry purpose now

;

But that's no fault of his ; We muft receive him
According to the honour of his fender

;

And towards himfelf, for his goodnefs fore-fpent on us.

We muft extend our notice— Our dear fon.

When you have given good morning to your miftrefs.

Attend the queen, and us ; we fhall have need

To employ you towards this Roman Come, our queen,

[Exeunt Cym. Queen, MelT. Lords.

Clo. If ihe be up, Til fpeak with her; if not,

Let her lye flill, and dream. By your leave, ho!-^
I know her women, are about her ; What
If I do line one of their hands ? 'Tis gold

Which buys admittance ; oft it doth ; yea, and makes
Bianah rangers falfe themfelves, yield up

Their deer to the ftand o'the ftealer : and 'tis gold

Which makes the true-man kilTd, and faves the thief

;

Nay, fometime, hangs both thief and true-man : What
Can it not do, and undo ? I will make
One of her women lawyer to me ; for

I yet not underfland the cafe myfelf.

By your leave. \knoch.

Enter a Lady.

Lad Who's there, that knocks I

Clo. a gentleman.

Lad No more :
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Clo, Yes, and a gentlewoman's Ton.

Lad. That's more
Than fome, whose tailors are as dear as yours,

Can juftly boaft of : What's your lordfhip's pleasure?

Clo, Your lady's perfon: Is flie ready ?

Lai/. Ay,
To keep her chamber.

Cl 0 . There is gold
=f=

for you

;

Sell me your good report.

Lad. How ! my good name ?

Or to report of you what I lhall think

Is good ? — The princefs — [Exit Lady.
Er:ter Imogen.

Clo. Good morrow, faireft filler : Yourfweet hand.

Imo . Good morrow, fir : You lay out too much pains

For purchafing but trouble: the thanks I give,

Is telling you that I am poor of thanks.

And fcarce can fpare them.

Clo. Still, I fwear, I love you.

Imo. If you but faid fo, 'twere as deep with me :

If you fwear flill, your recompence is lliil

That I regard it not.

Clo. This is no anfwer.

Imo. But that you fhall not fay I yield, being filent,

I would not fpeak. I pray you, fpare me : faith,

I fhall unfold equal difcourtefy

To your beft kindnefs : one of your great knowing
Should learn, being taught, forbearance.

Clo. To leave, you in your madncfs, 'twere my fin.;

I will not.

Imo. Fools cure not mad folks.

Clo. Do you call me fool ?

Fooles arc not
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IMO, As I am mad, 1 do :

If you'll be patient. Til no more be mad j

That cures us both. I am much forry, fir.

You put me to forget a lady's manners,

By being fo verbal : and learn now, for all.

That I, which know my heart, do here pronounce.
By the very truth of it, [ care not for you ;

And am fo near the lack of chanty,

(To accuse rayfelf ) I hate you : which I had rather

You felt, than make't my boaft.

Clo. You fm againft

Obedience, which you owe your father. For
The contract you pretend with that bafe wretch,

(One, bred of alms, and foller'd with cold dilhes.

With fcraps o'the court) it is no contrail, none :

And though it be allow'd in meaner parties,

(Yet who, than he, more mean ?) to knit their fouls

(On whom there is no more dependancy

But brats and beggary) in felf-ligur'd knot

;

Yet you are curb'd from that enlargement by
The confequence o'the crown ; and muft not foil

The precious note of it with a bafe flave,

A hilding for a livery, a fquire's cloth,

A pantler, not fo eminent.

Imo* Prophane fellow !

Wert thou the fon of Jupiter, and no more.

But what thou art, befides, thou wert too bafe

To be his groom : thou wert dignify'd enough,

Even to the point of envy, if 'twere made
Comparative for your virtues, to be ftiPd

The under hangman of his kingdom ; and hated

For being prefer'd fo well.
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Cio. The fouth-fog rot him !

IMO. He never can meet more mifchance, than come
To be but nam'd of thee. His meaneft garment,

That ever hath but dipt his body, is dearer,

In my refped, than all the hairs above thee,

E?jter Pis ANio.
Were they all made fuch men.—How now, PifanioP

Clo, His garment ? Now, the devil—
IMO, To Dorothy my woman hye thee presently:—
Clo, His garment ?

IMO. I am fprighted with a fool

;

Frighted, and anger'd worfe : Go, bid my woman
Search for a jewel, that too casually

Hath left mine arm ; it was thy mafter's : Ihrew me.
If I would lose it for a revenue

Of any king's in Europe I do think,

I faw't this morning : confident I am,
Lafl: night 'twas on mine arm ; I kifT'd it

:

] hope, it be not gone, to tell my lord

That T kifs ought but him.

Pis, 'Twill not be loft.

IMO, I hope fo : go, and fearch, \^Exit Pisanio.
C LO, You have ahus'd me :

His meaneft garment ?

IMO, Ay; 1 faid fo, fir:

If you will make't an a6lion, call witnefs to't,

Clo, I will inform your father.

Imo, Your mother too :

She's my good lady; and will conceive, I hope,.

But the worft of me. So I leave you, fir,

To the worft of difcontent. {^Exit Imogen,
Clo, I'll be reveng'd
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His meaneft garment ? Well. [Exk,

SCENE IV. Rome. A Room in Fhihrio's Hou/e,

Enter PosTHUMUS, ^w^Philario,
Pos, Fear it not, fir: I would, I were To Aire

To win the king, as I am bold, her honour
Will remain hers.

Phi, What means do you make to him ?

Pos, Not any ; but abide the change of time ;

puake in the present winter's ftate, and willi

That warmer days would come : In these fear'd hopes,

I barely gratify your love ; they failing,

I mull die much your debtor.

Phi, Your very goodnefs, and your company,
O'er-pays all J can do. By this, your king

Hath heard of great Auguftus : Caius Lucius

Will do his commifTion throughly : And, I think.

He'll grant the tribute, fend the arrearages,

Ere look upon our Romans, whose remembrance
Is yet frclh in their grief.

Pos, I do believe,

(Statift though I am none, nor like to be)

That this will prove a war ; and you fhall hear

The legions, now in Gallia, fooner landed

In our not-fearing Britain, than have tydings

Of any penny tribute pay'd. Our countrymen
Are men more order'd, than when Julius Ccesar

SmiPd at their lack of fKill, but found their courage

Worthy his frowning at : Their difcipline

(Now mingl'd with their courages) will make known
To their approvers, they are people, fuch

That mend upon the world.

*5 Or looke *4 Legion
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Enter Jachimo,
Pm, ^te\Jachimo!
Pos, The fwifteil harts have ported you by land

;

And winds of all the corners kiff'd your fails.

To make your vefTel nimble.

Phi, Welcome, fir.

Pos. I hope, the briefnefs of your anfwer made
The fpeedinefs of your return.

JjiC. Your lady

Is one of the faireft that I have look'd upon.

Pos, And, therewithal, the beft; or let her beauty

Look through a casement to allure falfe hearts.

And be falfe with them.

Jj^c, Here
=f-

are letters for you.

Pos, Their tenor good, I trufl.

y^c, 'Tis very like.

Phi, Was Caius Lucim in the Britain court,

When you were there ?

Jac, He was expedled then.

But not approach'd.

Pos. All is well yet. _
Sparkles this flone as it was wont ? or is't not

Too dull for your good wearing ?

Jac. If I have loft it,

I fhould have loft the worth of it in gold.

I'll make a journey twice as far, to enjoy

A fecond night of fuch fweet ftiortnefs, which
Was mine in Britain ; for the ring is won,

Pos. The ftone's too hard to come by,

Jac. Not a whit.

Your lady being fo easy.

Pqq. Make not, fir

»? P^a, Was
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Your lofs your fport : I hope, you know that v/c

Muft not continue friends.

JAC, Good fir, we muft,

If you keep covenant : Had I not brought

The knowledge of your miftrefs home, I grant

We were to queftion farther : but I now
Profefs myfelf the winner of her honour,

Together with your ring ; and not the wronger
Of her, or you, having proceeded but

By both your wills.

Po^. Jf you can make't apparent

That you have tailed her in bed, my hand.

And ring, is yours ; If not, the foul opinion

You had of her pure honour, gains, or loses.

Your fword, or mine ; or mafterlefs leaves both

To who lhall find them.

JAC, Sir, my circumftances,,

Being fo near the truth, as I will make them,

Muft firft induce you to believe : whose llrength

I will confirm with oath ; which, I doubt not.

You'll give me leave to Ipare, when you fhall finci

You need it not.

Pc5. Proceed.

JAC, Firft, her bed-chamber,

(Where, I confefs, I flept not; but, profefs.

Had that was well worth watching) It was hangM
With tapeftry of filk and filver ; the ftory

Proud Cleopatra^ when fiie met her Roman
On Cydtjus, fwell'd above the banks, or for

The prefs of boats, or pride : A piece of work
So bravely done, fo rich, that it did ftrive

In workmanfhip, and va]\ie ; which, I wonder'd,

«5 leave *5 And Cidnui
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Could be fo rarely and exa6lly wrought.

Since the true life was in it.

Pos. This is true

;

And this you might have heard of here, by me.

Or by fome other.

yAC, More particulars

Muft juftify my knowledge.
Pos, So they muil,

Or do your honour injury.

y^c. The chimney
Is fouth the chamber ; and the chimney-piece,

Chaft Dian, bathing : never faw I figures

So likely to report themfelves : the cutter

Was as another nature ; dumb, out-went her.

Motion and breath left out.

Pos, This is a thing

Which you might from relation likewise reap

;

Being, as it is, much fpoke of.

Jac, The roof o'the chamber
With golden cherubins is fretted : Her andirons

(I had forgot them) were two winking Cupids

Of filver, each on one foot Handing, nicely

Depending on their brands.

Pos, This is her honour? —

.

Be it granted, you have feen all this, (and praise

Be given to your remembrance) the defcriptiou

Of what is in her chamber, nothing faves

The wager you have lay'd.

JA c. Then if you can.

Be pale ; I beg but leave to air"]" this jewel : See!
And now 'tis up again : Jt muft be marry'd

To that your diamond ; I'll keep them.

* life on*t was — *5 Let it be granted
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Pos. Jo^ve!^
Once more let me behold It: Is it that

Which I left with her ?

J^c, Sir, (I thank her) that:

She flript it from her arm ; I fee her yet

;

Her pretty adion did outfell her gift,

And yet enrich'd it too : Ihe gave it me,
And faid, ihe priz'd it once.

^ Pos, May be, flie pluck'd it ofF,

To fend it me.

Jac^ She writes fo to you ? doth (he ?

Pos. O, no, no, no ; 'tis true. Here, take ^ this too;

It is a basilifk unto mine eye.

Kills me to look on't : — Let there be no honour,

Where there is beauty ; truth, where femblance ; love.

Where there's another man : The vows of women
Of no more bondage be, to where they are made,
Than they are to their virtues ; which is nothing : —
O, above measure falfe 1

Phi, Have patience, fir,

And take your ring again ; 'tis not yet won :

It may be probable, fhe loft it ; or.

Who knows if one of her women, being corrupted.

Hath ftoln it from her.

Pos. Very true

;

And fo, I hope, he came by't : — Back my ring :

Render to me fome corporal fign about her,

More evident than this ; for this was ftoln.

Jac. Jupitery I had it from her arm.

Pos. Hark you, he fwears ; by Jupiter he fwears.

'Tis true, — nay, keep the ring— 'tis true : I am fure,

She would not lose it : her attendants are
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All fvvorn, and honourable ; They induc'd to fteal It ?

And by a ttranger ? No ; he hath enjoy'd her

:

The cognisance of her incontinency [^7—

•

Is this,— file hath bought the name of whore thus dear-

There, take thy hire ; and all the fiends of hell

Divide themfeives between you.

Phi, Sir, be patient

:

This is not ftrong enough to be believ'd

Of one perfuaded well of

Pos, Never talk on't

:

She hath been col ted by him.

JAC. If you feek

For further fatiffying, under herbreafl

(Worthy her preffing) lyes a mole, right proud
Of that moft delicate lodging : By my life,

I kifT'd it ; and it gave me present hunger
To feed again, though full. You do remember
This Irain upon her ?

Pos. Ay, and it doth confirm

Another ftain, as big as hell can hold,

Were there no more but it.

Jac, Will you hear more ?

Pos, Spare your arithmetick : never count the turns;

Once, and a million.

Jac, ril be fworn,-"*

Pos. Nofwearing:—
If you will fwear you have not don't, you lye

;

And I will kill thee, if thou doft deny
Thou haft made me cuckold.

Jac, I will deny nothing.

Pos. O, that I had here, to tear her limb-meal!
I will go there, and do't j i'the court ; before
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Her father : Pll do fomething : [ExI/ Po

s

t h u m u d

,

Pht. Quite befides

The government of patience ! You have won :

Let's follow him, and pervert the present wrath
He hath againft himfelf.

Jac. With all my heart. [Exeunt.

SCENE V. The fame. Another Roc/n in thefame.
Enter Posthumus.

Pos, Is there no way for men to be, but women
Muft be half-workers ? We are all ballards ; all

:

And that moft venerable man, which I

Did call my father, was I know not where,

When I was ftampt ; fome coiner with his tools

Made me a counterfeit : Yet my mother feem'd

The Dian of that time : fo doth my wife

The non-pareil of this— O, vengeance, vengeance!—
Me of my lawful pleasure fhe reftrain'd,

And pray'd me, oft, forbearance : did it with
A pudency fo rosy, the fweet view on't

Might well have warm'd old Saturn ; that T thought her

As chaft, as unfun*d fnow : — O, all the devils !

This yellow Jachimo^ in an hour, (was't not ?)

Or lefs ; at firft : Perchance, he fpoke not ; but.

Like a fuU-acorn'd boar, a German one,

Cry'd, oh^ and mounted: found no opposition,

But what he look'd for fhould oppose, and fhe

Should from encounter guard. Could I find out

The woman's part in me ! For there's no motion
That tends to vice in man, but I affirm

It is the woman's part: Be it lying, (note it)

The woman's ; flattering, hers ; deceiving, hers \

*5 a Jarmen on,
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Lull and rank thoughts, hers, hers ; revenges, hers

;

Ambitions, covetings, change of prides, difdain,

Nice longing, flanders, mutability.

All faults that may be nam'd, nay, that hell knows.
Why, hers, in part, or all but, rather, all

:

For even to vice

They are not conftant, but are changing ftill

;

One vice, but of a minute old, for one

Not half fo old as that. I'll write againft them,

Deteft them, curfe them : Yet 'tis greater fkill

In a true hate, to pray they have their will

:

The very devils cannot plague them better. [Ex^'f.

Acr III.

SCENE I. J State Roo7n in Cymbeline'i Palace.

Enter Cymbeline, Queen, C l o t e n, Lords, and Others:
Cymbeline takes his Throne ; after ^vhich.

Enter Lucius, and Attendants.

Ctm, Now fay, what would Augujius Caesar with us r

Luci When 'Julius Casar (whose remembrance yet

Lives in mens eyes ; and will to ears, and tongues.

Be theme, and hearing ever) was in this Britain^

And conquer'd it, Caffibelan^ thine uncle,

(Famous in Caesar s praises, no whit lefs

Than in his feats deserving it) for him.

And his fucceffion, granted Ro?ne a tribute.

Yearly three thousand pounds ; which by thee lately

Is left untender'd.

^le. And, to kill the marvel.

Shall be fo ever.



48 Cymbelme,

Clo , There be many Casars,

Ere fuch another Julius. Britain is

A world by itfelf ; and we will nothing pay
For wearing our own noses.

^.e. That opportunity,

Which then they had to take from us, to resume
We have again.— Remember, fir, my liege.

The kings your anceftors : together with

The natural bravery of your ifle ; which ftands

As tl)e great Neptmie^s park, rib'd and pal'd in

With rocks unfcaleable, and roaring waters ;

With fands, that will not bear your enemies' boats,

But fuck them up to the top-maft. A kind of conquefl

C^sar made here ; but made not here his brag

Of, came, and y2zw, and overcame: with fhame

(The firft that ever touch'd him) he was carry'd

From off our coail, twice beaten ; and his fhipping

(Poor ignorant baubles!) on our terrible feas,

Like egg-fhells mov'd upon their furges, crack'd

As easily 'gainft our rocks : For joy whereof,

The fam'd Caffibelan, who was once at point

(O, giglet fortune !) to mafter Ca^sar^s fword.

Made ZWs town v/ith rejoicing fires bright,

And Britains flrut with courage.

Clo, Come, there's no more tribute to be pay'd

:

Our kingdom is ftronger than it was at that time ; and,

as I faid, there is no more fuch C^sars : otlier of them

may have crook'd noses ; but, to owe fuch ftrait arms,

none.

CrM. Son, let your mother end.

Clo, We have yet many among us can gripe as hard

as Cajfibelan : I do not fay, I am one ; but I have a hand.—

.

" With Oakes
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Why tribute? why Ihould we pay tribute? If Casar can

hide the fun from us with a blanket, or put the moon in

his pocket, we will pay him tribute for light; elfe, fir,

no more tribute, pray you now.
Cym, You muft know,

'Till the injurious Romans did extort

This tribute from us, we were free : Caesar's ambition,

(Which fweird fo much, that it did almoft ftretch

The fides o'the world) againft all colour, here

Did put the yoak upon us ; which to fhake off.

Becomes a warlike people, whom we reckon

Ourfelves to be; we do. Say then to C^sat'y

Our ancellor was that Mulmutius^ which
Ordain'd our laws; whose ufe the fvvord of Caesar

Hath too much mangPd ; whose repair, and franchise.

Shall, by the power we hold, be our good deed, [laws i

Though Rome be therefore angry. Mulmutius made our

Who was the firft of Britain, which did put

His brows within a golden crown, and call'd

Himfelf a king.

Luc, I am ibrry, Cymbeline,

That I am to pronounce Auguftus Caesar

(Ctesar, that hath more kings his fervants, than

Thyfelf domeftick officers) thine enemy :

Receive it from me then : War, and confusion^

In Caesar's name pronounce I 'gainft thee : look

For fury not to be resifted : Thus defy'd,

I thank thee for myfelf.

CrM. Thou art welcome, Caius.

Thy C^sar knighted me ; my youth I fpent

Much under him : of him 1 gather'd honour;

Which he, to feck of me again, perforce.
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Behooves me keep at utteralnce. I am perfe6l^

That the Pannonians, and Dalmatians^ for

Their liberties, are now in arms : a precedent

Which, not to read, would fhew the Britains cold :

So Caesar fliall not find them.

Lvc, Let proof fpeak.

Cxo. His majefty bids you welcome. Make paftime

with us a day, or two, or longer : If you feek us af-

terwards in other terms, you lhall find us in our fait-

water girdle : if you beat us out of it, it is yours ; if

you fall in the adventure, our crows fhall fare the bet-

ter for you ; and there's an end,

Lvc, So, fir.

Cym, 1 know your mailer's pleasure, and he mine

:

All the remain is, welcome, {Exeunt^

SCENE II. Jjiother Room in thefame.

Enter Fisp^Nio.

Pis, How ! of adultery ? Wherefore write you not

What monfter's her accuser ? — Leonatus !

O, mailer 1 what a flrange infeftion

Is fain into thy ear ? What falfe Italian

(As pois'nous tongu'd, as handed) hath prevailed

On thy too ready hearing?— Difloyal ? No :

She's punilli'd for her truth ; and undergoes.

More goddefs-like than wife-like, fuch alTaults

As would take-in feme virtue. — O my mailer.

Thy mind to her is now as low, as were

Thy fortunes How ! that I fhould murther her?

Upon the love, and truth, and vows, which I

Have made to thy command ? I, her ? her blood ?

If it be fo to do good fervice, never

*° Monllers her accufe i
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Let me be counted ferviceable. How look I,

That I Ihould feem to lack humanity.

So much as this fad comes to ? Do't : The letter

That I hwve fent her, by her o^n command.

Shallgi^e thee opportunity .O damn'd paper,

Black as the ink that's on thee I Senfelefs bauble.

Art thou a feodary for this a6l, and look'ft

So virgin-like without ? Lo, here flie comes

:

Enter Imogen.
I am ignorant in what I am commanded.

/mo. How now, Pifanio?

Pis, Madam, here
^f"

is a letter from my lord.

Imo, Who ? thy lord ? that is my lord ? Leonatus P

O, learn'd indeed were that aftronomer,

That knew the flars, as I his charaders

;

He'd lay the future open You good gods,

Let what is here contain'd reliih of love,

Of my lord's health, of his content, — yet not

That we two are afunder, let that grieve him,"~

(Some griefs are med'cinable ; that is one of them,
For it doth physick love) of his content.

All but in that ! — Good wax, thy leave : — Blefl be,

You bees, that make these locks of counfel ! Lovers,

And men in dangerous bonds, pray not alike ;

Though forfeiters you caft in prison, yet

You clafp young Cupid''s tables. Good news, gojs I

[reads.

Jujlice, andyourfaiher'^s nvrath, JJ:ould he take me i?i

his dominion, could not be fo cruel to ?ne, as you, o the

dearejl of creatures, nvould not e^ven rene^v me ^nth your

eyes. Take notice that I am in Cambria, at Milford-

Haven : Whatymr civn k-ve ivill, out of this, ad'visc

Vol. IX M
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youy follow. So, he nvtpes you all happinefsy that re^

mains loyal to his 'vonv, andyour encreajtng in love

Leonatus Pofthumus,
O, for a horfe with wings !_ Hear'fl thou, Pifanio?

He is at Milford-Ha^en : Read, and tell me
How far 'tis thither If one of mean affairs

May plod it in a week, why may not I

Glide thither in a day ? — Then, true Fifanioy

(Who long'ft, like me, to fee thy lord : who long'ft, —
O, let me bate, —* but not like me : yet long'ft;

But in a fainter kind : o, not like me ;

For mine's beyond, beyond,) fay, and fpeak thick,

(Love's counfellor Ihould fill the bores of hearing.

To the fmothering of the fenfe) how far it is

To this fame bleffed Milford : And, by the way.

Tell me how Wales was made fo happy, as

To inherit fiTch a haven : But, firft of all.

How we may fteal from hence ; and, for the gap
That we fhall make in time, from our hence-going

To our return, to excuse : but, firrt, how get hence :

Why fhould excufe be born or e'er begot ?

We'll talk of that hereafter. Pr'y thee, fpeak.

How many fcore of miles may we well ride

^Twixt hour and hour ?

Pis, One fcore, 'twixt fun and fun,

Madam, 's enough for you ; and too much too.

IMO, Why, one that rode to his execution, man,

Could never go fo flow : I have heard of riding wagers,

Where horfes have been nimbler than the fands

That run i'the clock's behalf : — But this is foolery :

Go, bid my woman feign a fickncfs ; fay

She'll home to her father : and provide me, presently.

*o And our
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A riding fuit ; no cofllier than would fit

A franklin's housewife.

Pis. Madam, you're beft confider.

Imo . I fee before me, man : nor here, nor here,

Nor what enfues ; but have a fog in them.

That I cannot look through. Away, [ pr'ythee

;

Do as I bid thee : There's no more to fay ;

Acceflible is none but Milford way. [Exeunt^

SCENE IIL ^ mountainous Country,

Enter^ from a Cwve, B e l a r i u s ; theuy

GuiDERius, and Arvira^us.
Bel, a goodly day not to keep houfe, with fuch

Whose roof's as low as ours !«. Stoop, boys : This gate

Inftrudls you how to adore the heavens ; and bows you
To morning's holy office : The gates of monarchs
Are arch'd fo high, that giants may jet through

And keep their impious turbands on, without

Good morrow to the fun— Hail, thou fair heaven !

We house i'the rock, yet use thee not fo hardly

As prouder liVers do.

Qui, Hail, heaven !

jiRV, Hail, heaven !

Bel. Now for our mountain fport: Up to yon' hill.

Your legs are young; I'll tread these flats. Confider,
When you above perceive me like a crow.
That it is place, which lelTens, and fets off*.

And you may then revolve what tales I have told you.
Of courts, of princes, of the tricks in war :

This fervice is not fervice, fo being done,

But being fo allovv'd : To apprehend thus.

Draws us a profit from all things we fee

:

ours : Sicepe Bovp^.

M -
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And often, to our comfort, fhall we find

The fharded beetle in a fafer hold

Than is the fuU-wing'd eagle. O, this life

Is nobler, than attending for a check ;

Richer, than doing nothing for a babe ;

Prouder, than ruftling in unpay'd-for filk :

Such gain the cap of him, that makes 'em fine,

Yet keeps his book uncrofT'd : no life to ours.

Guj. Out of your proof you fpeak : we, poor un-
fledg'd,

Have never wing'd from view o'the nell ; nor know not
What air's from home. Haply, this life is befl,

If quiet life be befl ; fvveeter to you,

That have a fharper known ; well correfponding

With your iHfF age : but, unto us, it is

A cell of ignorance ; travelling abed ;

A prison for a debtor, that not dares

To llride a limit.

Jrf, What fiiould v/e fpeak of,

When we are old as you ? when we (hall hear

The wind and rain beat dark December^ hovv,

In this our pinching cave, fliall we difcourfe

The freezing hours away ? We have feen nothing :

We are beaftly ; fubtle as the fox, for prey ;

Like warlike as the wolf, for what we eat:

Our valour is, to chace what fiyes ; our cage

We make a quire, as doth the prison'd bird.

And fmg our bondage freely.

Bel. How you fpeak 1

Did you but know the city's usuries.

And felt them knowingly : the art o'the court,

aAs hard to leave, as keep ; whose top to climb

7 makes him fine '7 Prlfon, or a
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Is certain falling, or fo flippery, that

The fear's as bad as falling : the toil o'the war,

A pain that only feems to feek out danger

I'the name of fame, and honour ; which dyes i' the fearch

;

And hath as oft a fland'rous epitaph,

As record of fair a6l ; nay, many times.

Doth ill deserve by doing well ; what's worfe,

Muft curt'fy at the cenfure :
- O, boys, this ftory

The world may read in me : My body's mark'd
With Roman fwords ; and my report was once

Firft with the beft of note : Cymbeline lov'd me ;

And when a foldier was the theme, my name
Was not far off : Then was I as a tree,

Whose boughs did bend with fruit : but, in one night,

A florm, or robbery, call it what you will.

Shook down my mellow hangings, nay, my leaves.

And left me bare to weather.

Gt/J. Uncertain favour

!

Bel, My fault being nothing (as I have told you oft)

But that two villains, whose falfe oaths prevail'd

Before my perfeft honour, fwore to Cymbeline

I was confederate with the Romans : fo,

Follovv'd my banifhment ; and, this twenty years.

This rock, and these demefnes, have been my world :

Where I have liv'd at honeft freedom ; pay'd

More pious debts to heaven, than in all

The fore-end of my time. But, up to the mountains

;

This is not hunters' language : He, that ftrikes

The venison firft, fhall be the lord o'the feaft

;

To him the other two fhall minifter

;

And we will fear no poison, which attends

]n place of greater Hate. Til meet you in the valleys.

M 3



56 Cymbellne*

[Exeunt Gui. and AviV,

How hard it is, to hide the fparks of nature !

These boys know little, they are Tons to the king

;

Nor Cymbeltne dreams that they are alive. [meanly
They think, they are mine : and, though train'd up thus

Tthe cave, where on the bow, their thoughts do hit

The roofs of palaces ; and nature prompts them.
In fimple and low things, to prince it, much
Beyond the trick of others. This Faladoury—
The heir of Cymbellne^ and Britain^ whom
The king his father call'd Guideriusy-^jo^e !

When on my three-foot ftool I fit, and tell

The warlike feats I have done, his fpirits fly out

Into my ftory : fay, Thus mine enemy fell \

And thus IJet my foot on his neck ; even then

The princely blood flows in his cheek, he fwcats,

Strains his young nerves, and puts himfelfin pofture

That ads my words. The younger brother, Cadn^jaU

(Once, Arviragus) in as like a figure

Strikes life into my fpeech, and {hews much more
His own conceiving. Hark ! the game is rouz'd.

O Cymbeline, heaven, and my confcience, knows
Thoudid'il unjuftly banifli me : whereon.

At two, and three years old, I Hole these babes

;

Thinking to bar thee of fucceflion, as

Thou reft'fl: me of my lands. Euriphile,

Thou wall their nurfe ; they took thee for their mother.

And every day do honour to thy grave :

Myfelf, Belariusy that am Morgan callM,

They take for natural father. The game is up.

[Exit Belarius-.

^ whereon refls *8 to her grave
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SCENE IV. Another Part of the abo^e Country,

Enter Pisanio, Imogen.
luQ . Thou told'fl me, when we came from horfe, the

place

Was near at hand Ne'er long'd my mother fo

To fee me firft, as I have now : _ Pifanio ! Man

!

Where is Pojihumm ? What is in thy mind.

That makes thee flare thus ? Wherefore breaks that figh

From the inward of thee r One, but painted thus.

Would be interpreted a thing perplex'd

Beyond felf-explication : Put thyfelf

Into a ''haviour of lefs fear, ere wildnefs

Vanquifh my ftaider fenfes. What's the matter?
[Pifanio reaches her out a Letter.

Why tender'fl thou that paper to me, with

A look untender ? If't be fummer news.

Smile to't before : if winterly, thou need'ft

But keep that countenance ftill. — My husband's hand !

That drug-damn'd Italy hath out-crafty'd him.
And he's at fome hard point. —Speak, man ; thy tongue
May take off fome extremity, which to read

Would be even mortal to me.
Pn, Please you, read;

And you (hall find me, wretched man, a thing
The moll difdain'd of fortune.

IMO. [rea^s,] Thy mijirefs^ Pifanio, hath played the

Jirumpet in my bed ; the tejiimonies thereof lye bleeding in

me, 1/peak not out of njoeak furmises ; butfrom proof aje

Jhong as my grief and as certain as I expeSi my re^ven^e,

nat part, thou, Pifanio, jnujl aHfor me, if thyfaith be

not tainted <with the breach of hers. Let thine ovOn hands

»s ha

M 4
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take a^vjoy her life : I Jhall gi've thee opportunity at.

Milford-Haven : Jhe hath my letter for the purpose :

Where if thoufear to frike, and to make me certain it is

done^ thou art the pandar to her dijhonour^ and equally to

me difloyaL

Pis, What fhall I need to draw my fword ? the paper

Hath cut her throat already. No, 'tis Hander

;

Whose edge is fharper than the fword ; whose tongue

Out-venoms all the worms of Nile ; whose breath

Rides on the porting winds, and doth belye

All corners of the world : kings, queens, and Hates,

Maids, matrons, nay, the fecrets of the grave

This viperous flander enters—What cheer, madam ?

/mo. Falfe to his bed ! What is it, to be falfe?

To lye in watch there, and to think on him ?

To weep 'twixt clock and clock ? if fleep charge nature,

To break it with a fearful dream of him.

And cry myfelfawake ? that's falfe to his bed?
Is it ?

Pis. Alas, good lady !

/mo. I falfe r Thy confcience witnefs: Jachimo^

Thou did*ft accuse him of incontinency

;

Thou then look'dll like a villain ; now, methinks.

Thy favour's well enough Some jay of Italy^

Whose feather was her painting, hath betray'd him :

Poor I am Hale, a garment out of fafhion ;

And, for I am richer than to hang by the walls,

I muft be ript ; to pieces with me— O !

Men's vows are women's traitors : All good feeming,

By thy revolt, o husband, fhall be thought

Put on for villany ; not born, where't grows

;

But worn, a bait for ladies.

*5 Whofc mother was
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Pis. Good madam, hear me.
Imo. True honeft men being heard, like falfe jEneas^

Were, in his time, thought falfe : and Sinon^s weeping

Did fcandal many a holy tear ; took pity

From moft true wretchednefs : So, thou, Pofthumus,

Wilt lay the leaven on all proper men ;

Goodly, and gallant, ftiall be falfe, and perjur'd.

From thy great fail. _ Come, fellow, be thou honed :

Do thou thy mafter's bidding : When thou fee'fl lum»
A little witnefs my obedience : Look,
I draw the fword myfelf : take it ; and hit

The innocent manfion of my love, my heart

:

Fear not ; 'tis empty of all things, but grief

:

Thy mafter is not there ; who was, indeed.

The riches of it : Do his bidding ; ftrike.

Thou may'ft be valiant in a better cause

;

But now thou feem'll a coward.

Pis. Hence, vile inftrument;

Thou lhalt not damn my hand.

IMO, Why, I muft dye ;

And if I do not by thy hand, thou art

No fervant of thy mailer's : Againft felf-Ilaughter

There is a prohibition fo divine.

That cravens my weak hand. Come, here's my heart

Something's afore't : Soft, foft ; we'll no defence;

Obedient as the (cabbard. What is here ?

The fcriptures of the \oy?! Leonatusy

All turn'd to herefy ? Away, away,
Corrupters of my faith ! you Iball no more
Be (lomachers to my heart ! Thus may poor fools

Believe falfe teachers: Though those that are betray'd

Do feel tlie treason lharply, yet the traitor

*5 Something's a-foot

:
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Stands in worfe cafe of woe.

And thou, Fofihumusy tljoti that did'ft fet up
My difobedience 'gainft the king my father.

And mad'ft me put into contempt the fuits

Of princely fellows, fhalt hereafter find

It is no a6l of common pafTage, but

A ftrain of rarenefs : and I grieve myfelf.

To think, when thou fhalt be difedg'd by her

That now thou tir'ft on, how thy memory
Will then be pangM by me. Pr'ythee, difpatch :

The lamb intreats the butcher : Where's thy knife I

Thou art too flow to do thy mailer's bidding,

When I desire it too.

Fi^, O gracious lady,

Since I received command to do this businefs,

I have not flept one wink.

Imo, Do't, and to bed then,

ril wake mine eye-balls bUntI firft.

luo. Wherefore then

Did'ft undertake it ? Why haft thou abus'd

So many miles, with a pretence ? this place ?

Mine adlion, and thine own ? our horfes' labour ?

The time inviting thee ? the perturb'd court.

For my being abfent ; whereunto I never

Purpose return ? Why haft thou gone fo far.

To be unbent, when thou haft ta'en thy ftand.

The eleded deer before thee ?

Fi^. But to win time

To lose fo bad employment : in the which
I have confider'd of a courfe ; Good lady,

Hea|- with patience.

/Aio. Talk thy tongue weary ; fpeak :

* makes me
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i have heard, I am a ilrumpet; and mine ear.

Therein falfe ftrook, can take no greater wound,

Nor tent to bottom that. But fpeak.

Pis, Then, madam,
I thought you would not back again:

IMO, Moft like;

Bringing me here to kill me.

Pis. Not fo neither :

But if I were as wise as honeft, then

My purpose would prove well, ft cannot be,

But that my mailer is abus'd :

Some villain, ay, and fmgular in his art,

Hath done you both this curfed injury.

JMO . Some Roman courtezan

.

Pis, No, on my life.

I'll give but notice you are dead, and fend him
Some bloody lign of it ; for 'tis commanded
I fhould do fo : You fliali be mifT'd at court.

And that will well confirm it.

IMO . Why, good fellow,

What fhall I do the while ? Where bide ? How live

Or in my life what comfort, when I am
Dead to my husband ?

Pis, If you'll back to the court,""

Imo, No court, no father ; nor no more ado

With that harfli, noble, fimple nothing, (^Tloteit

;

That Cloten, whose Ipve-fuit hath been to me
As fearful as a fiege.

Pis, If not at court,

Then not in Britain mufl you bide.

Imo . Where then ?

i{2Lt\i Britain all the fun that fiiines ? Day, night.
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Are they not but In Britain ? Tthe world's volume
Our Britain feems as of it, but not in't

;

In a great pool, a fwan's neft : Pr'ythee, think

There's livers out of Britain.

Pis, I am moft glad

You think of other place. The embalTador,

Lucius the Roman, comes to Mil/or^-Haven
To-morrow : Now, if you could wear a mind
Dark as your fortune is ; and but difguise

That, which, to appear itfelf, mufl not yet be,

But by felf-danger ; you fhould tread a courfe

Pretty, and full of view : yea, haply, near

The residence of Pofihumus ; fo nigh, at lead,

That though his aftions were not visible, yet

Report ihould render him hourly to your ear.

As truly as he moves.

Imo, O, for fuch means

!

Though peril to my modefly, not death on't,

I would adventure.

Bis, Well, then, here's the point:

You muft forget to be a woman : change

Command into obedience ; fear, and nicenefs,

(The handmaids of all women, or, more truly.

Woman it'0 pretty felf) into a waggifh courage^

Ready in gybes, quick -anfwer'd, faucy, and

As quarrellous as the weazel : nay, you muft

Forget that rareft treasure of your cheek,

Exposing it (but, o, the harder heart I

Alack, no remedy) to the greedy touch

Of common-kiffing Titan; and forget

Your labourfome and dainty trims, wherein

You made great Junq angry.
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IMO . Nay, be brief

:

I fee into thy end, and am almoll

A man already.

Pis, Firrt, make yourfelf but like one.

Fore- thinking this, I have already fit,

('Tis in my cloak-bag) doublet, hat, hose, all

That anfwer to them : Would you in their ferving.

And with what imitation you can borrow

From youth of fuch a feason, 'fore nohXt Lucius

Present yourfelf, desire his fervice, tell him
Wherein you're happy, (which you'll make him know^
]f that his head have ear in musick) doubtlefs.

With joy he will embrace you; for he's. honourable,

And, doubling that, moil holy. Your liieans abroad

You have me, rich ; and I will never fail

Beginning, nor fupplyment.

Imq. Thou art all the comfort

The gods will diet me v/ith. Fr'ythee, away :

There's more to be confider'd ; but we'll even

All that good time will give us : This attempt

I am foldier to, and will abide it with

A prince's courage. Away, T pr'ythee.

Well, madam, we muft take a Ihort farewel;

Left, being miff'd, J be fufpe6led of
Your carriage from the court. My noble miftrefs,

Here is a box ; I had it from the queen ;

What's in't is precious : if you are fick at fea.

Or ftomach-qualm'd at land, a dram of this

Will drive away diftemper. To fome fhade.

And fit you to your manhood : May the gods
Dire^l you to the beft !

ly.o. Amen: I thank thee. \Exeiinf,

' * which will make
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SCENE V. J Room in CymbelineV Palace,

Enter Cymbeline, Queen, Cloten, Lucius*
Lords y a,7id Others,

Cym. Thus far ; and fo farewel.

Lvc. Thanks, royal fir.

My emperor hath wrote ; I muft from hence

;

And am right forry, that I muft report ye

My matter's enemy.
Cym, Our fubje6ls, fir,

Will not endure his yoak ; and for ourfelf

To fhew lefs fovereignty than they, muft needs

Appear unkinglike.

Lvc, So, fir, I desire of you
A condud over land, to Milford-Ha^en,^
Madam, all joy befall your grace, and yours !

Cym, My lords, you are appointed for that office;

The due of honour in no point omit : —
So, farewel, noble Lucius,

Luc, Your hand, my lord.

Clo, Receive it friendly: but from this time forth

I wear it as your enemy.
Luc, Sir, the event

Is yet to name the winner : Fare you well.

Cym, Leave not the worthy Lucius, good my lords,

*Till he have croff'd the ^fN^fr//.—.Happinefs

!

[^Exit Lucius, attended,

^e. He goes hence frowning : but it honours us,

That we have given him cause.

Clo, 'Tis all the better ;

Your valiant ^r//^/>J have their wilhes in it.

Cym, Lucius hath wrot already to the emperor

and you.
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How It goes here. Tt fits us therefore, ripely,

Our chariots and our horfemen be in readinefs :

The powers that he already hath in Gallia

Will foon be drawn to head, from whence he moves

His war for Britain.

^e, 'Tis not fieepy businefs

;

But muft be look'd to fpeedily, and Urongly.

CrM. Our expedlation that it would be thus

Hath made us forward. But, my gentle queen,

Where is our daughter ? She hath not appeared

Before the Romany nor to us hath tender'd

The duty of the day : She looks as like

A thing more made of malice, than of duty

;

We have noted it— Call her before us ; for

We have been too light in fuiferance. \Exit an Attendant.

Royal fir,

Since the exile of PoJIhumus, moft retir'd

Hath her life been ; the cure whereof, my lord,

'Tis time muft do. Befeech your majefty.

Forbear fharp fpeeches to her : She's a lady

So tender of rebukes, that words are ftrokes,

And ftrokes death to her.

Re-enter the Attendant.

Cym, Where is flie, fir ? How
Can her contempt be anfwcr'd ?

Att, Please you, fir.

Her chambers are all lock'd ; and there's no anfwcr
That will be given to the loud'ft of noise we make.
^e. My lord, v^/hen laft I went to visit her,

She pray'd me to excuse her keeping clofc ;

Whereto conftrain'd by her infirmity,

She fhould that duty leave unpay'd to you,

^3 lowd of
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Which dayly fhe was bound to proffer : this

She vvilh'd me to make known ; but our great court

Made me to blame in memory.
Ctm. Her doors lock'd ? [prove falfe !

Not feen of late ? — Grant, heavens, that, which I fear,

[ Exeunt Cymbeline, and Attendants,

^e. Son, I fay, follow the king.

Cio. That man of hers, Pifanio her old fervant,

I have not feen these two days.

Slue. Go, look after. \_Exit Clot en.

Pifanio, thou that ftand'll fo for Pofthumus !

—

He hath a drug of mine : 1 pray, his abfence

Proceed by fwallowing that ; for he believes

It is a thing moll precious. But for her.

Where is fhe gone ? Haply, defpair hath feiz'd her

;

Or, wing'd with fervour of her love, fhe's flown

To her desir'd PoJihu?jius : Gone fhe is,

To death, or to diflionour; and my end
Can make good ufe of either : She being down,
I have the placing of the Britijh crown.

Re-enter Cloten.
How now, my fon ?

Clo, 'Tis certain, fhe is fled :

Go in, and chear the king ; he rages, none
Dare come about him.

^e. All the better : May
This night fore-ilal him of the coming day !

{Exit Queen.
Clo, I love, and hate her: for fhe's fair, and royal.

And that fhe hath all courtly parts more exquisite

Than lady, ladies, woman ; from every one

The bell fhe hath, and fhe, of all compounded.
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Out- fells them all : I love her therefore ; But
Difdaining me, and throwing favours on
The low Pofihumusy llanders fo her judgment.

That what's elfe rare, is chok'd , and, in that point,

I will conclude to hate her, nay, indeed.

To be reveng'd upon her. For, when fools

Enter Pis an 10.

Shall—Who is here ?— What, are you packing, firrah ?

Come hither : Ah, you precious pandar ! Villain,

Where is thy lady ? In a word ; or elfe

Thou art ftraightway with the fiends.

P/5. O, good my lord !

Cxo. Where is thy lady? or, hyjupitery

I will not afk again. Clofe villain,

I'll have this fecret from thy heart, or rip

Thy heart to find it. Is fhe with Poflhumus ?

From whose fo many weights of bafenefs cannot
A dram of worth be drawn.

Alas, my lord,

How can fhe be with him ? When was fhe miff'd ?

He is in Rome.

Clo, Where is fhe, fir ? Come nearer;

No farther halting ; fatiffy me home.
What is become of her,

Pis. O, my all-worthy lord I

Clo. All-worthy villain !

Difcover where thy miftrefs is, at once.

At the next word, — no more of worthy lord,*^

Speak, or thy filence on the inflant is

Thy condemnation and thy death.

Pis, Then, fir.

This =j= paper is the hiftory of my knowledge

Vol. IX. N
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Touching her flight.

Clo, Let's fee't : — I will purfue her

Even to Augujius' throne.

"Or this, or perifli."

" She's far enough ; and what he learns by this,'*

May prove his travel, not her danger."

Clo. Hnmh

!

Pjs. "I'll write to my lord, flie's dead :— O, Im^

Safe may'ft thou wander, fafe return again !"

Cio. Sirrah, is this letter true ?

Pis. Sir, as I think.

Clo. It is Pojihumus* hand ; I know't Sirrah, if

thou would'ft not be a villain, but do me true fer-

vice ; undergo those employments, wherein I fhould

have cause to use thee, with a ferious induftry, — that

is, what villany fo-e'er I bid thee do, to perform it,

diredlly and truly, I would think thee an honeff man :

thou fhould'ft neither want my means for thy relief,

nor my voice for thy preferment.

Pjs. Well, my good lord.

Clo, Wilt thou ferveme? For fince patiently and
conftantly thou haft ftuck to the bare fortune of that

beggar Pofthumus^ thou can'ft not in the courfe of gra-

titude but be a diligent follower of mine. Wilt thou

ferve me ?

Pis, Sir, I will.

Cio. Give me thy hand, here's my purfe. Haft any

of thy late matter's garments in thy posseiTion ?

Pis. I have, my lord, at my lodging, the fame

fuit he wore when he took leave of my lady and

miftrefs.
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Cxo. The firft fervice thou doft me, fetch me that

fuit hither : let it be thy firft fervice ; go.

^ Pjs. I fhall, my lord. [£'^/> Pis anio«
do. Meet thee at Milford-Ha^ven : ^{l forgot to

afk him one thing; Til remember't anon :) Even there,

thou villain Pojihumusy will I kill thee. — I would,

these garments were come. She faid upon a time, (the

bitternefs of it I now belch from my heart) that fhe

held the very garment of Fojihumus in more refpedl

than my noble and natural perfon, together with the

adornment of my qualities. With that fuit upon my
back, will I ravilh her : Firft kill him, and in her

eyes ; there fhall fhe fee my valour, which will then

be a torment to her contempt. He on the ground, my
fpeech of infultment ended on his dead body, — and
when my lufi hath dined, (which, as I fay, to vex her,

I will execute in the cloaths that fhe fo prais'd) to

the court I'll knock her back, foot her home again.

She hath defpis'd me rejoicingly, and I'll be merry in

my revenge.

Re-enter Pisanio, w/V^ the Cloaihs,

Be those the garments ?

Pis, Ay, my noble lord.

Cl 0 . How long is't fince fhe went to Milford-Ha'veh ?
Pis, She can fcarce be there yet.

Cio. Bring this apparel to my chamber; that is

the fecond thing that I have commanded thee : the

third is, that thou wilt be a voluntary mute to my
defign. Be but duteous, and true preferment fhall ten-

der itfelf to thee.—.My revenge is now at Milford%
'Would I had wings to follow it !.«.Come, and be true.

{Exit Cloten>
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Pis. Thou bid'fl me to my lofs : for, true to thee.

Were to prove falfe, which I will never be,

To him that is moft true.— ToM/^r^go,
And find not her whom thou purfu'ft. Flow, flowj

You heavenly bleffings, on her ! This fool's fpeed
Be croft with flownefs ; labour be his meed ! [Ejcif.

S CENE VI. Before the Ca^e of Belarius.

Enter Imogen, in Boj's Cloaths,

IMO, I fee, a man's life is a tedious one

:

I have tir'd myfelf ; and for two nights together

Have made the ground my bed. t fhould be fick,

But that my resolution helps me MilforcU

When from the mountain top Pijanio fhew'd thee.

Thou waft within a ken O Jonje ! I think,

Foundations fly the wretched ; fuch, I mean.

Where they fhould be relieved. Two beggars told me,
T could not mifs my way : Will poor folks lye.

That have afflidions on them ; knowing 'tis

A punifhment, or trial ? Yes : no wonder.

When rich ones fcarce tell true : To lapfe in fulnefs

Is forer, than to lye for need ; and falfhood

Is worfe in kings, than beggars.— My dear lord.

Thou art one o'the falfe ones : Now 1 think on thee.

My hunger's gone ; but ev^n before, I was
At point to fink for food. — But what is this ?

Here is a path to't : 'Tis fome favage hold :

I were befl not call ; I dare not call : yet famine.

Ere clean it o'erthrow nature, makes it valiant.

Plenty, and peace, breeds cowards ; hardnefs ever

Of hardinefs is mother— Ho ! who's here \

If any thing that's civil, fpeak ; if favage.
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Take, or lend. Ho !—No anfwer ? then Pll enter.

Beft draw my fword ; and if mine enemy
But fear the fword like me, he'll fcarcely look on't.

Such a foe, good heavens ! [Exit^

SCENE VII. ne/ame.
Enter Belarius, Guiderius. and Arviragus.
Bel, You, Paladouryh^Lve prov'd beft woodman, and

Are m after of the feaft : Cad<wal, and I,

Will play the cook, and fervant ; 'tis our match

:

The iweat of induftry would dry, and dye.

But for the end it works to. Come ; our ftomachs

Will make what's homely, favoury : Wearinefs

Can fnore upon the flint, when refty (loth

Fjads the down pillow hard.—Now, peace be here.

Poor houfe, that keep'ft thyfelf ! [£;c/V, to the Ca^e,
Gui. I am throughly weary.

Jrv, I am weak with toil, yet ftrong in appetite.

Gui, There is cold meat i'the cave ; we'll brouze on
Whilft what we have kill'd be cook'd. [that,

Re-etiter Belarius.
Bel, Stay ; come not in :

But that it eats our viduals, I ftiould think

Here were a fairy.

Qui. What's the matter, fir ?

Bel. By Jupiter, an angel : or, if not.

An earthly paragon ! — Behold divinenefs

No elder than a boy.

Enter Imogen.
IMO, Good mafters, harm me not

:

Before I enter'd here, I call'd ; and thought [troth.

To have beg'd, or bought, what I have took: Good

.
N 3
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I have ftoln nought ; nor would not, though I had found
Gold ftrew'd o'the floor. Here's money for my meat

:

I would have left it on the board, fo foon

As I had made my meal ; and parted fo

With prayers for the provider.

Gui, Money, youth ?

jiRV, All gold and filver rather turn to dirt

!

As 'tis no better reckoned, but of those

Who worlhip dirty gods,

IMO, I fee, you're angry :

Know, if you kill me for my fault, I fliould

Have dy'd, had I not made it.

Bel. Whither bound?
IMO. To Milford'Ha^en, (ir*

Bel. What is your name ?

IMO. Fidele^ fir : I have a kinsman, who
Is bound for Italy ; he embarjc'd at Milford ;

To whom being going, almoft fpent with hunger,

I am fain in this offence.

Bel. Pr'ythee, fair youth.

Think us no churls ; nor measure our good minds
By this rude place we live in. Well encounter'd !

'Tis almofl: night : you fhall have better cheer

Ere you depart ; and thanks, to flay and eat it. —

,

Boys, bid him welcome.
Qui. Were you a woman, youth,

I fhould woo hard, but be your groom in honefty

;

I'tl bid for you, as I'd buy.

Arv. I'll make't my comfort.

He is a man ; I'll love him as my brother : —

,

And fuch a welcome as I'd give to him.

After long abfence, fuch is yours : Moft welcome I

a
i»

*s I buy
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Befprightly, for you fall 'mongfi: friends.

Jmo, ** *mongfl: friends

!

If brothers ? Would it had been fo, that they

Had been my father's fons ! then had my price"

Been lefs ; and fo more equal ballancing "

To thee, Fojihumus:'

Bel, He wrings at fomc dillrefs.

Gui. 'Would, I could free't!

Jrv. Or I ; whatever it be,

What pain it coft, what danger ! Gods

!

Bel, Hark, boys. [talks ^ith them apart,

IMO. " Great men,
That had a court no bigger than this cave,"

" That did attend themfelves, and had the virtue"

Which their own confcience feaPd them, (laying by'*

That nothing gift of differing multitudes)"

Could not out-peer these twain. Pardon me, gods !"

rd change my fex to be companion with them,"
Since Leonatus i0 falfe."

Bel, It fhall be fo :

Boys, we'll go drefs our hunt Fair youth, come in

:

Difcourfe is heavy, fafting ; when we have fup'd.

We'll mannerly demand thee of thy llory,

So far as thou wilt fpeak it.

Gui, Pray, draw near. [welcome.
Akv, The night to the owl, and morn to the lark, lefs

IMO, Thanks, fir.

Akv,\ pray, draw near. \Exeunt.

SCENE VIII. Rome, ne ^enate^houfe.

Enter certain Senators, and Tribunes.

1.5. This is the tenor of the emperor's writ;

4 prize 5 ballafting

N4
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That Imce the common men are now in adion
'Gainft the Pannonjans, and Dalmatians ;

And that the legions now in Gallia are

Full weak to undertake our wars againft

The faln-ofF Britains ; that we do incite

The gentry to this businefs : He creates

Lucius pro-conful : and to you the tribunes.

For this immediate levy, he commands
His abfolute commifTion. Long live Casar !

Tri. Is Lucius general of the forces ?

2. S. Ay.
Tri. Remaining now in Gallia P

I . S. With those legions

Which I have fpoke of, whereunto your levy

Muft be fupplyant : The words of your commiffioa

Will tye you to the numbers, and the time

Of their difpatch.

Clo. I am near to th' place where they fhould

meet, if Pifanio have map'd it truly. How fit his gar-

ments ferve me ! Why fhould his miilrefs, who was
nrade by him that made the tailor, not be fit too ? the

rather (faving reverencp of the word) for 'tis faid, A
woman's fitnefs comes by fits : Therein I muil play

the workman. I dare fpeak it to myfelf, (for it is not

vain-glory, for a man and his glafs to confer i in his

Tri. We will difcharge our duty.
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ow«i chamber, I mean) the lines of my body are as

well drawn as his ; no lefs young, more ftrong, not be-

neath him in fortunes, beyond him in the advantage

of the time, above him in birth, alike converfant in ge-

neral fervices, and more remarkable in fingle opposi-

tions : yet this imperfeverant thing loves him in my
defpight. What mortality is ! Pefthumus ^

thy head,

which now is growing upon thy fhoulders, fhall within

this hour be off ; thy miftrefs enforced, thy garments

cut to pieces before thy face : and all this done, fpurn

her home to her father ; who may, haply, be a little

angry for my fo rough usage ; but my mother, having

power of his teftinefs, (hall turn all into my commen-
dations. My horfe is tyed up fafe : Out, fword, and to

a fore purpose. Fortune, put them into my hand! This

is the very defcription of their meeting-place ; and the

fellow dares not deceive me. S^Exit.

SCENE II. Before the Ca^e,

Enter^ from it, Belarius, Guiderius,
Arviragus, ^xWImogen.

Bel. You are not well : \to Imo.] remain here in the

cave

;

We'll come to you after hunting,

Arv, Brother, ftay here :

Are we not brothers ?

luo. So man and man fhould be;
But clay and clay differs in dignity.

Whose dull is both alike. I am very fick.

Cyui, Go you to hunting, Til abide with him,
1mo\ So fick I am not ; yet I am not well :

But not fo citizen a wanton, as
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To feem to dye, ere fick : So please you, leave me;
Stick to your journal courfe : the breach of cullom
Is breach of all. I am ill ; but your being by me
Cannot amend me : Society is no comfort

To one not fociable : I am not very fick.

Since I can reason of it. Pray you, truft me here :

I'll rob none but myfelf ; and let me dye.

Stealing fo poorly.

Gui. I love thee ; I have fpoke it:

As much the quantity, the weight as much.
As I do love my father.

Bel, What ? how ? how ?

Jrv. If it be fm to fay fo, fir, I yoak me
In my good brother's fault : I know not why,
I love this youth ; and I have heard you fay.

Love's reason's without reason ; the bier at door.

And a demand who is't fhall dye, I'd fay,

My father, not this youth.

Bel. noble flrain!"

O worthinefs of nature ! breed of greatnefs
!"

Cowards father cowardf , and bafe things fire bafe
:

'

Nature hath meal, and bran ; contempt, and grace.

*'I am not their father; yet who this fhould be,"
*'Doth miracle itfelf, lov'd before me."
'Tis the ninth hour o'the morn,
Arv. Brother, farewell.

Imo . I wifh ye fport.

j^RF. You health. »-So please you, fir.

Imo. These are kind creatures. Gods, what lyes I

'* have heard !

"

Our courtiers fay, all's favage, but at court

Experience, o, thou difprov'fl report !'*

How much
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The Imperious feas breed monfters ; for the difn^

"

Poor tributary rivers as fvveet fifh.

I am fick ftill ; heart-fick : Pifanioy

** ril now tafte of thy drug.

Gui, I could not ftir him :

He faid, he was gentle, but unfortunate

;

Difhoneftly affli^led, but yet honeft.

Arv. So did he anfwer me : yet faid, hereafter

I might know more.

Bel. To the field, to the field

We'll leave you for this time ; go in, and rell.

Arv. We'll not be long away,

Bel, Pray, be not fick.

For you muft be our huswife.

IMO, Well, or ill,

I am Hill bound to you.

Bel, And fhalt be ever. — [Exit Imogen.
This youth, howe'er diflrefT'd, appears, he hath had
Good anceftors.

Arv, How angel-like he fings!

Gui, But his neat cookery! He cut our roots in

characters

;

And fauc'd our broths, as Juno had been fick.

And he her dieter.

Arv, Nobly he yoaks
A fmiling with a figh : as if the figh

Was that it was, for not being fuch a fmile

;

The fmile mocking the figh, that it would fly

From fo divine a temple, to commix
With winds that failors rail at.

Qui, I do note,

That grief and patience, rooted In him both,

Cookery ?
|
Arvi. He 3x in them both
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Mingle their fpurs together.

Jrv, Grow, patience

;

And let the {linking elder, grief, untwine
His perifhing root, with the increaling vine.

Bel. It is great morning: Come, away. ho' s there ?

Enter Cloten.
Cxo. I cannot find those runagates ; that villain

Hath mock'd me : I am faint.

Bel, Those runagates !

"

*' Means he not us ? I partly know him ; 'tis"

Cloien, the fon o'the queen. I fear fome ambulh.'*

I faw him not these many years, and yet"

I know 'tis he : We are held as outlaws ; Hence."
Gui, *<He is but one : You and my brother fearch "

" What companies are near : pray you, away ;

"

Let me alone with him.

"

[Exeunt Belarius, and Arviragus.
Clo. Soft; What are you

That fly me thus ? fome villain mountaineers ?

J have heard of fuch. — What flavc art thou ?

Gui, A thing

More flavifh did I ne'er, than anfwering

A Have without a knock
Clo. Thou art a robber,

A law-breaker, a villain : Yield thee, thief.

Gui, To who ? to thee f What art thou ? Have not I

An arm as big as thine } a heart as big ?

Thy w ords, I grant, are bigger ; for I wear not

My dagger in my mouth. Say, what thou art ^

Why I ihould yield to thee ?

Clo. Thou villain bafe,

Know'ft me not by my cloaths ?

* patient.
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Gui, No, nor thy tailor, rafcal,

Who is thy grandfather ; he made those cloaths.

Which, as it feems, make thee.

Clo, Thou precious varlet.

My tailor made them not.

Gui, Hence then, and thank

The man that gave them thee. Thou art fome fool

;

I am loth to beat thee.

Clo, Thou injurious thief,

Hear but my name, and tremble.

Qui, What's thy name ?

Clo. Cloteny thou villain.

Gui. Cloten, thou double villain, be thy name,
I cannot tremble at it ; were it toad,

'Twould move me fooner.

Clo, To thy further fear.

Nay, to thy meer confusion, thou fhalt know
1 am fon to the queen.

Gui, I am forry for't ; not feeming
So worthy as thy birth.

Clo, Art not afeard ?

Gui, Those that I reverence, those I fear ; the wise :

At fools I laugh, not fear them.

Clo, Dye the death:

When I have flain thee with my proper hand,

ril follow those that even now fled hence.

And on the gates o£ Lud's town fet your heads

:

Yield, ruftick mountaineer. [Exeunt, fghilng.

Re-enter Belarius, and Arviragus.
Bi^L, No company^s abroad,

Arv\ None in the world : You did miHake him, fure.

BvL. I cannot tell : Long is it fince I faw him.

M Toad, cr Adder, Spider,
| 'Twould
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But time hath nothing blur'd those lines of favour

Which then he wore ; the fnatches in his voice,

And burft of fpeaking, were as his : I am abfolute,

'Twas very -C/oten,

Jrv, In this place we left them

;

I wilh my brother make good time with him,
You fay he is fo fell.

Bel Being fcarce made up,

I mean, to man, he had not apprehenfion

Of roaring terrors : For defed ofjudgment
Is oft the cause of fear,— But fee, thy brother.

Re-enter Guiderius, w/V^Cloten j Hea^i.

Gui, This Clofe/z was a fool ; an empty purfe.

There was no money in't : not Hercules

Could have knock'd out his brains, for he had none :

Yet I not doing this, the fool had born

My head, as I do his.

Bel. What haft thou done.?

Guj, I am perfed what : cut one Chten's head.

Son to the queen, after his own report;

Who caird me traitor, mountaineer ; and fwore.

With his own fingle hand he'd take us in,

Diiplace our heads, where, thanks to the gods, they grow.

And fet them on Zz/^'s town.

Bel. We are all undone.

Qui. Why, worthy father, what have we to lose,

But, that he fwore to take, our lives } The law

Proteds not us ; Then why Ihould we be tender.

To let an arrogant piece of flefh threat us ?

Play judge, and executioner, all himfelf ?

For we do fear no Iavv» What company
Difcover you abroad .?
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Bel. No fingle foul

Can we fet eye on, but, in all fafe reason,

He muft have fome attendants. Though his humour
Was nothing but mutation ; ay, and that

From one bad thing to worfe ; not frenzy, not

Abfolute madnefs could fo far have rav'd.

To bring him here alone: Although, perhaps,

It may be heard at court, that fuch as we
Cave here, hunt here, are out-laws, and in time

May make fome ftronger head ; the which he hearing,

(As it is like him) might break out, and fwear

He'd fetch us in ; yet is't not probable

To come alone, either he fo undertaking.

Or they fo fuffering : then on good ground we fear,

Jf we do fear this body hath a tail

More perilous than the head.

Arv. Let ordinance

Come as the gods forefay it : howfoe'er.

My brother hath done well.

Bel, I had no mind
To hunt this day : the boy Fidele^ ficknefs

Did make my way long forth.

Gui, With his own iword.

Which he did wave againfl: my throat, I have ta'en

His head from him : I'll throw't into the creek

Behind our rock ; and let it to the fea,

And tell the fifhes, he's the queen's fon, Cloten:

That's all I reck. \Exit Guiderius.
Bel, I fear, 'twill be reveng'd

:

Would, Paladouvy thou had'ft not don't ! though valour

Becomes thee well enough.

A^^v. 'Would I had don't,

3 his Hono*
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So the revenge alone purfu'd me ! — Paladour^

I love thee brotherly ; but envy much.
Thou haft rob'd me of this deed : I would, revenges,-

That poffible ftrength might meet, would feek us through.

And put us to our anfwer.

Bel, Well, 'tis done :

—

We'll hunt no more to-day, nor feek for danger
Where there's no profit. I pr'ythee, to our rock;
You and Fidele^Xdiy the cooks: Fll ftay

'Till hafty Paladour return, and bring him
To dinner presently.

Arv, Poor fick Fidele!

V\\ willingly to him : To gain his colour,

rd let a parifti of fuch Clotem blood,

And praise myfelf for charity. \Exit Arviragus.
Bel. O thou goddefs,

Thou divine nature, how thyfelf thou blazon'ft

In these two princely boys I They are as gentle

As zephyrs, blowing below the violet.

Not waging his fweet head ; and yet as rough,

Their royal blood enchaPd, as the rud'ft wind.

That by the top doth take the mountain pine.

And make him ftoop to the vale. 'Tis wonderful,

That an invisible inftind Ihould frame them
To royalty unlearn'd ; honour untaught

;

Civility not feen from other ; valour.

That wildly grows in them, but yields a crop

As if it had been fow'd ! Yet ftill it's ftrange.

What Clotens being here to us portends

;

Or what his death will bring us.

^^•-^«/^r GuiDERIUS.
Gui. Where's my brother?

'7 Nature j thou thyfelf
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I have Tent Clotens clot-poIe down the ftream.

In embafTy to his mother; his body's hoftage

For his return. \^/olemn Musick.

Bel, My ingenious inftrument

!

Hark, Paladoury it founds ! But what occasion

Hath Caduoal now to give it motion ? Hark,
Gui, Is he at home ?

Bel. He went hence even now. [mother,

Gvi^ What does he mean ? fince death of my dear*ft

It did not fpeak before. All folemn things

Should anfwer folemn accidents. The matter ?

Triumphs for nothing, and lamenting toys.

Is jollity for apes, and grief for boys.

Is Cadnjual mad ?

Re-enter Arviragus, bearing Imogen',

as deady in his Arms,

Bel, Look, here he comes,

And brings the dire occasion in his arms.

Of what we blame him for.

Arv, The bird is dead,

That we have made fo much on. I had rather

Have Ikip'd from fixteen years of age to fixty.

To have turn'd my leaping time into a crutch.

Than have feen this.

Gui, O fweeteft, faireft lilly !

My brother wears thee not the one half fo well.

As when thou grew'ft thyfelf.

Bel, O, melancholy!
Who ever yet could found thy bottom ? find

The ooze ? or Ihew v^hat coaft thou, lluggifh care,

Might'ft easiFeft harbour in ?— Thou bleffed thing!

^o^ve knows what man thou might'ft have made ; but, ah

'

* ingenuous 30 Ocze, to ihew what Ccaft thy (luggifli 3» but I

.Vol. IX O
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Thou dy'dft, a mofl rare boy, of melancholy ]^
How found you him ?

j^RF, Stark, as you fee;

Thus fmiling, as fome fly had tickPd flumber.

Not as death's dart, being laugh'd at : his right cheek
Reposing on a cufhion.

Gui. Where?
u^Ry, O'the floor

;

His arms thus le^gu'd : I thought, he flept ; and put

My clouted brogues from ofl^ my feet, whose rudenefs

Anfwer'd my fteps too loud.

Gui, Why, he but fleeps:

If he be gone, he'll make his grave a bed ;

With female fairies will his tomb be haunted.

And worms will not come there.

Jrf, With faireft flowers,

Whilft fummer lafts, and I live here, Fideky

I'll fweeten thy fad grave : Thou flialt not lack

The flower, that's like thy face, pale primrose ; nor

The azur'd hare-bell, like thy veins ; no, nor

The leaf of eglantine, whom not to flander

Out-fweeten'd not thy breath : the raddock would.

With charitable bill, (o bill, fore-fliaming

Those rich-left heirs, that let their fathers lye

Without a monument !) bring thee all this

;

Yea, and fur'd mofs befides, when flowers are none.

To winter-gown thy corfe.

Gui, Pr'ythee, have done ;

And do not play in wench-like words with that

Which is fo ferious. Let us bury him.

And not protraft with admiration what

Is now due debt. To the grave.

*5 comfi to thee, *7 winter-ground
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jfkr. Say, where (hall's lay him?
Gui. By good EuripM, out mother*

Arv. Be't fo :

And let us, Paladour, though now our voices

Have got the manifh crack, fing him to the ground,

As once our mother ; use like note, and words.

Save that Euriphile mull be Fidel^,

G ui . Cad^-walt

I cannot fing : Pll weep^ and word it with thee

:

For notes of forrow, out of tune, are worfe

Than priefts and fanes that lye.

Jrv, We'll fpeak it then.

B EL, Great griefs, I fee, medicine the lefs : for Cloisn

Is quite forgot. He was a queen's fon, boys;

And, though he came our enemy, remember,
He has pay'd for that : Though mean and mighty, rotting

Together, have one duft ; yet reverence

(That angel of the world) doth make diilinflion

Of place 'twixt high and low. Our foe was princely
j

And though you took his life, as being our foe.

Yet bury him as a prince.

Gui, Pray you, fetch him hither.

Therfites^ body is as good as Jjaxy

When neither are alive.

Arv, If you'll go fetch him.
We'll fay our fong the whilft. _ Brother, begin.

[Exit Belarius.
G UI, Nay, Cadival, we muft lay his head to the eaft

;

My father hath a reason for't.

Ark. 'Tis true.

Gui, Come on then, and remove him.
Jrv, So, —Begin.

^ once to our He was paid

o 7
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SONG. GUI.
Fear no more the heat of the furty

nor thefurious nvinter'^s rages ;

thou thy nvorUly tajk haji done,

home art gone^ and taen thy swages t

golden lads and girls all mufly

as chimney'fwoeepersy come to dujl.

Arv.
Fear no more thefroivn o'the great

y

thou art paji the tyrant"*s ftroke \

care no more to cloathy and eat ;

to thee the reed is as the oak :

thefcepter, learning, physick, mujl

allfollow thisy and come to dujl.

Gut.

Fear no more the light''ning-flajhy

Arv,
Nor the all-dreaded thunder

-ft
one 7.

Guu
Fear noJlander^ cenfure rajh ;

Thou haftfniJFdjoy and moan t

both.

All lowersyoungy all lo'vers mujt

conjtgn to theey and come to duft.

Gui,
No exerciser harm thee !

Akv.
Nor no witchcraft charm thee t

Gui.
Ghoji unlay*dforbear thee t
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Nothing ill come near thee !

both.

^iet confummatton ha^e ;

and reno<wned he thy gra'ue !

Re enter B e l a r i u s , nvith Cloten'/ Body, [down.

'Gui. We have done our obfequies : Come, lay him
Bel . Here's a few flowers ; but about midnight, more^

The herbs that have on them cold dew o'the night

Are ftrewings fit'ft for graves. Upon their faces :

You were as flowers, now wither'd; ^ven fo

These herb'lets fliall, which we upon you ftrow.—
Come on, away ; apart upon our knees^

The ground, that gave them firfl:, has them again c

Their pleasures here are paft, fo is their pain.

[Exeunt Bel. Gv i . and ARv.

IMO . [fwaking. ] Yes , flr, toMilford-Ha'ven^Which is the

I thank you. By yond' bufli ? Pray, howfar thither? [way?
Od's-pitikinsi can it be fix mile yet ?

I have gone all night : 'Faith, ril lye down, and fleep.

But, foft; no bedfellow: O gods, and goddefles

!

These flowers are like the pleas^ires of the world ;

This bloody man, the care on't. I hope, I dreanri

;

For, fure, I thought I was a cave-keeper,

And cook to honell creatures : But 'tis not fo

;

'Twas but a bolt of nothings fliot at nothing,

Which the brain makes of fumes : Our very eyes

Are fometimes like our judgments, blind. Good faith.,

I tremble dill with fear : But if there be
Yet left in heaven as fmall a drop of pity

Asa wren's eye, fear'd gods, a part of it

!

The dream's here ftill : even when I wake, it Is

Without me, as within me ; not imagin'd, felt.

* * ^b^re their *3 For fo I
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A headlefs man ! The garments of Pofthumus !

I know the fhape of his leg : this is his hand

;

His foot Mercurial ; his Martial thigh ;

The brawns of Hercules : but his Jo vial face —
Murther in heaven ? How: — 'Tis gone Pifanio^

All curfes madded Hecuba gave the Greeks,

And mine to boot, be darted on thee ! Thou,
Confpir'd with that irregulous devil, Cloten,

Hafl here cut off my lord To write, and read, ^

Be henceforth treacherous : Damn'd Pifanio

Hath, with his forged letters,~ damned Pifanio-^

From this moft braved veflel of the world

Strook the main-top. -.O Pojlhumus! alas,

Where is thy head? where's that? Ay me ! where's thafe ?

Pifanio might have kill'd thee at the heart.

And left thy head on. _ How fhould this be ? Pifanio?

'Tis he, and Cloten: malice and lucre in them
Have lay'd this woe here. G, 'tis pregnant, pregnant \

The drug he gave me, which, he faid, was precious

And cordial to me, have I not found it

Murd'rous to the fenfes ? That confirms it home :

This is Pifanio^ deed, and Cloten' fs : O ! —
Give colour to my pale cheek with thy blood,

That we the horrider may feem to those

Which chance to find us : O, my lord, my lord

!

Enter, as in March, Lucius, a Captain,

and other Oncers, and a Soothfayer.

Cap. To them, the legions garrifon'd in Gallia^

After your will, have crofT'd the fea ; attending

You here at Milford-Ha^ven, with your fhips

:

They are in readinefs.

Luc, But what from Rome

P

9 Hath heere »^ left this head
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'Ce.p. The fenate hath ftir'd up the confiners^

And gentlemen of Italy ; willing fpirits,

That promise noble fervice ; and they come
Under the condud of bold Jachimo^

Syemia's brother.

Luc, When expe6l you them ?

Cap, With the next benefit of the wind.

Luc, This forwardnefs

Makes our hopes fair. Command, our present numbers
Be mufter'd ; bid the captains look to't. _Now, fir.

What have you dream'd, of late, of this war's purpose ?

Soo, Laft night, the very gods fhew'd me a vision :

(I faft, and pray'd, for their intelligence) Thus :
—

I faw J(H;es bird, the Roman eagle, wing
From the fpungy fouth to this part of the weft,

There vanifh'd in the fun-beams : which portends,

(Unlefs my fins abuse my divination)

Succefs to the Roman hoft.

Luc, Dream often fo.

And never falfe— Soft, ho ; what trunk is here,

Without his top ? The ruin fpeaks, that fometime
Jt was a worthy building How ! a page !

Or dead, or fleeping on him ? But dead, rather :

For nature doth abhor to make his bed
With the defund, to fl<^ep upon the dead.

Let's fee the boy's face.

Cap, He's alive, my lord.

Luc, He'll then inllruft us of this body Young one.

Inform us of thy fortunes ; for, it feems.

They crave to be demanded : Who is this,

Thou mak'ft thy bloody pillow ? Or who was he.

That, otherwise than noble nature did it,

* Italy, moft willing U wing'd *5 defun^l, or fleepe
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Hath alter'd that good pidure ? What's thy intereil

In this fad wreck ? How came it ? and who is it ?

What art thou ?

IMO. 1 am nothing : or if not,

Nothing to be were better. This was my mafter,

A very valiant Britain, and a good,

That here by mountaineers lyes flain : Alas

!

There are no more fuch mailers : I may wander
From^aft to Occident, cry out for fervice,

Try many, anti all good, ferve truly, never

Find fuch another mafter.

Luc. 'Lack, good youth !

Thou mov'ft no lefs with thy complaining, than

Thy mafter bleeding : Say his name, good friend.

JMO, Richard Champ. ** If I do lye, and do'*
~ ** No harm by it, though the gods hear, I hope **

They'll pardon it " Say you, fir?

Luc, Thy name ?

IMO. Ftdele9 fir.

Luc. Thou doft approve thyfelf the very fame :

Thy name well fits thy faith ; thy faith, thy name.
Wilt take thy chance with me ? I will not fay.

Thou (halt be fo well mafter'd ; but, be fure.

No lefs belov'd. The Roman emperor's letters.

Sent by a conful to me, fhould no fooner

Than thine own worth prefer thee : Go with me.
Imo. I'll follow, fir. But, firft, an't please the gods,

I'll hide my mafter from the flies as deep

A^ these poor pick-axes can dig: and when
With wild wood-leaves and weeds I have ftrew'd his grave.

And on it faid a century of prayers.

Such as I can, twice o'er, I'll weep, and figh;

* How came't ? Who is't ? '4- Mafter in bl-
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And, leaving fo his femce, follow you.

So please you entertain me.

Lvc, Ay, good youth ;

And rather father thee, than mafter thee.—
My friends,

The boy hath taught us manly duties : Let us

Find out the prettieft daizy'd plot we can.

And make him with our pikes and partizans

A grave: Come, arm him.— Boy, he is prefer'd

By thee to us ; and he fhall be inter'd,

As foldiers can. Be chearful ; wipe thine eyes

:

Some falls are means the happier to arise, [^Exeunt^

SCENE III. A Room in CymbelineV Palace.

Enter Cymbeline ; Pisanio, Lords,

and other Attendants,

Cym, Again ; and bring me word, how 'tis with hen
[^to an Attendant ; njoho goes out.

A fever with the abfence of her fon ;

Madnefs, of which her life's in danger :— Heavens,

How deeply you at once do touch me ! Imogen

j

The great part of my comfort, gone : my queen

Upon a defperate bed ; and in a time

When fearful wars point at me : her fon gone.

So needful for this present : It llrikes me, paft

The hope of comfort. — But for thee, tjjee, fellow.

Who needs muft know of her departure, and
Doft feem fo ignorant, we'll enforce it from thee

By a fharp torture.

Pis, Sir, my life is yours,

I humbly fet it at your will : But, for my miftrefs,

I nothing know where (he remains, why gone,

*^ A madnefle
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Nor when (he purposes return. Befeech your highnefs^ <

Hold me your loyal fervant.

1. L. Good my liege,

The day that fhe was miffing, he was here

:

I dare be bound he's true, and fhall perform
All parts of his fubjedion loyally.

For Cloteny—

There wants no diligence in feeking him

;

And he'll, no doubt, be found.

Ctm. The time is troublefome

;

We'll flip you for a feason ; but our jealoufy

Does yet depend.

2. Z. So please your majelly.

The Roman legions, all from Gallia drawn,

Are landed on your coail ; with a fupply

Of Roman gentlemen, by the fenate fent.

Crhu Now for the counfel of my fon, and queen !—
I am amaz'd with matter.

I. Good my liege,

Your preparation can affront no lefs [ready

:

Than what you hear of : come more, for more you're

The want is, but to put those powers in motion.

That long to move.
Cym, I thank you: Let's withdraw;

And meet the time, as it feeks us. We fear not

What can from Italy annoy us ; but

We grieve ajt chances here. Away.
\Exeunt Cymbeline, Lords, and Attendants^

Pis* I have had no letter from my mailer, fmce
I wrote him, Imogen was flain : 'Tis ftrange :

Nor hear I from my miftrefs, who did promise

To yield me often tidings : Neither know I

^ And will no »5 I heard no
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What is betid to Cloten ; but remain

Perplext in all. The heavens ftill mull work :

Wherein I am falfe, I am honed ; not true, true :

These present wars fhall find I love my country.

Even to the note of the king, or FU fall in them.
All other doubts, by time let them be clear'd

:

Fortune brings in fome boats, that are not lleerM. \Exn

SCENE IV. Before the Ca<ve.

Enter Belarius, Guiderius, aiid Arviragus.
Gui, The noise is round about us.

Bel, Let us from it.

Arv. What pleasure, fir, find we in life, to lock it

From a6lion and adventure ?

Gui. Nay, what hope
Have we in hiding us ? this way, the Remans
Mufl: or for Britains flay us ; or receive us

For barbarous and unnatural revolts

During their ufe, and flay us after,

Bel, Sons,

We'll higher to the mountains ; there fecure us.

To the king's party there's no going : newnefs

Of Cloien*s death (we being not known, nor mufter'd

Among the bands) may drive us to a render

Where we have liv'd; and fo extort from us that

Which we have done, whose anfwer would be death

Drawn on with torture.

Cui. This is, fir, a doubt.

In fuch a time, nothing becoming you.

Nor fatiffying us.

Arv. It is not likely.

That when they hefir the Roman horfes neigh.

3 true, to be true 3* heare their Roman
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Behold their quartered fires, have both their eyes

And ears To cloy'd importantly as now,
That they will wafte their time upon our note.

To know from whence we are.

Bel. O, I am known
Of many in the army : many years.

Though Cloten then but young, you fee, not wore him
From my remembrance. And, befides, the king
Hath not deserv'd my fervice, nor your loves

;

Who find in my exile the want of breeding.

The certainty of this hard life ; aye hopelefs

To have the courtefy your cradle promis'd,

.

But to be ftill hot fummer's tanlings, and
The fhrinking flaves of winter.

Gui, Than be fo,

Better to ceafe to be. Pray, fir, to the army

:

1 and my brother are not known ;
yourfelf.

So out of thought, and thereto fo o'er-grown.

Cannot be queftion'd.

Jrv. By this fun that fliines,

ril thither: What thing is it, that I never

Did fee man dye ? fcarce ever look'd on blood,

But that of coward hares, hot goats, and venison r

Never bedrid a horfe, fave one, that had
A rider like myfelf, who ne'er wore rowel

Nor iron on his heel ? I am alham'd

To look upon the holy fun, to have

The benefit of his bleft beams, remaining

So long a poor unknown.
Gui, By heavens, Til go :

If you will blefs me, fir, and give me leave,

ril take the better care; but if you will not,
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The ha7ard therefore due fall on me, by

The hands of Romans.

Jrv. So fay I ; Amen.
Bel, No reason I, fince on your lives you fet

So flight a valuation, fliould reserve

My crack'd one to more care. Have with you, boys

:

If in your country wars you chance to dye.

That is my bed too, lads, and there Fll lye : [fcorn,

Lead, lead.— The time feems long ; their blood thinks

'Till it fly out, and fliew them princes born. \^Exeunt,

jcr V.
S CENE I. jj Field, in the abom Countryy hetnjoeen

/^^Britifli ^zWRoman Camps, Enter Posthumus,
fwith a bloody Handkerchiefs

Po5. Yea, bloody cloth, Pll keep thee; fori wifli'd

Thou fliould'fl: be colour'd thus. You marry'd ones,

If each of you fliould take this courfe, how many
Mufl: murther wives much better than themfelves

For wrying but a little ?— O Pifanioy

Every good fervant does not all commands :

No bond, but to do juft ones— Gods, if you
Should have ta'en vengeance on my faults, I never

Had liv'd to put on this : fo had you faved

The noble Imogen to repent ; and flrook

Me, wretch, more worth your vengeance. But, alack.

You fnatch fome hence for little faults ; that's love».

To have them fall no more : you fome permit
To fecond ills with ills, each elder vvorfe

;

And make them dreaded, to the doers' thrift.

4 fince of y<5ur I am wi£ht dread
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But Imogen Is your own : Do your bell wills,

And make me blell to obey I I am brought hither

Amongft the Italian gentry, and to fight

Againft my lady's kingdom : 'Tis enough
That, Britain, I have kill'd thy miilrefs ; peace,

I'll give no wound to thee. Therefore, good heavens.

Hear patiently my purpose : I'll difrobe me
Of these Italian weeds, and fuit myfelf

As does a Britain peasant : fo I'll fight

Againft the part I come with ; fo I'll dye
For thee, o Imogen^ even for whom my life

Is, every breath, a death : and thus, unknown,
Pity'd nor hated, to the face of peril

Myfelf ril dedicate. Let me make men know
More valour in me than my habits fhow.

Gods, put the ftrength o'the Leonati in me

!

To fhame the guise o'the world, I will begin

The fafhion, lefs without, and more within. \Exit.

SCENE 11. Thefame.
Enter, from opposite Sides, Lucius,

Jachimo, and the Roman Army : then, Britain Army,

Pofthumus following it, like a poor Soldier : They march

o^er, and go out. Alarums as of a Battle begun. Enter

^

in Skirmijh, fe^veral little Parties ; 'with them, Jachimo
and Pofthumus : he njanqidjheth and difarmeth J^ichimo,

and then leaues him,

JAC. The heavinefs, and guilt, within my bosom
Takes off my manhood : I have bely'd a lady,

Theprincefs of this country, and the air on't

Revengingly enfeebles me ; Or could this carl,.

A very drudge of nature's, have fubdu'd me
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Jn my profeflion ? Knighthoods and honours, bom
As I wear mine, are titles but of fcorn.

If that thy gentry, Britain, go before

This lout, as he exceeds our lords, the odds

Is, that we fcarce are men, and you are gods. [Exit.

The Battle continues , the Britains fy^
Cymbeline is taken : Then, Enter, to his Re/cue,

Belarius, Guiderius, Arviragus .

Bel, Stand, ftand ! we have the advantage of the

ground

;

The lane is guarded : nothing routs us, but

The villany of our fears.

Gui. Arv, Stand, ftand, and fight!

Enter Pofthumus, andjeconds the Britains :

They re/cue Cymbeline, and Exeunt, Then, Enter

Lucius, Jachimo, and Imogen.

Luc, Away, boy, from the troops, and fave thyfelf

:

For friends kill friends, and the disorder's fuch

As war were hood-wink'd.

Jac, 'Tis their frefh fupplies.

Luc, It is a day turn'd ftiangely : Or betimes

Let's re-inforce, or fly. [^Exeunf,

SCENE III. Another Part of the Field.

Enter Post humus, and a Britain Lord,

Lord, Cam'ft thou from where they made the ftand ?

Pos, I did:

Though you, it feems, come from the fliers.

Lord, I did.

Pos, No blame be to you, Hr ; for all was loft.

But that the heavens fought : The king himfelf

Of his wings deflitute, the army broken,
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And but the bacf^s of Britains feen, all flying

Through a ftrait lane ; the enemy full-hearted.

Lolling the tongue with flaughtering, having work
More plentiful than tools to do't, ftrook down
Some mortally, fome flightly touch'd, fome falling

Meerly through fear ; that the ftrait pafs was dam'd
With dead men, hurt behind, and cowards living

To dye with lengthen'd fhame.

Lord. Where was this lane ?

Pos. Clofe by the battle, ditchM, and wall'd with turf:

Which gave advantage to an ancient foldier,—

An honeft one, I warrant ; who deserv'd

So long a breeding, as his white beard came to.

In doing this for his country ;
— athwart the lane,

He, with two ftriplings, (lads more like to run

The country bafe, than to commit fuch flaughter

;

With faces fit for mafks, or rather fairer

Than those for preservation caf'd, or fhame)

Made good the pafTage; cry'd to those that fled.

Our Britain'/ harts dyeflyings not our men :

To darknefsfeet^ fouls thatfiy backuoards ! Stand

;

Or <we are Romans, and njoill gi^eyou that

Like heajls^ <whichycu Jhun bcafily ; andmay fa^ve,

But to look hack infromjn : Stand, ftand. These three.

Three thousand confident, in a6l as many,
(For three performers are the file, when all

The reft do nothing) with this vjordi, Jiand, Jlandy

Accommodated by the place, more charming

With their own noblenefs, (which could have turn'd

A diftaff to a lance) gilded pale looks, [ard

Part, fhame, part, fpirit-renevv'd ; that fome, turn'd cov/-

But by example (O, a fm in war.

*° hearts
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Damn'd in the firft beginners
!)

'gan to look

The way that they did, and to grin like lions

Upon the pikes o'the hunters. Then began

A flop i'the chacer, a retire ; anon,

A rout, confusion-thick : forthwith, they fly

Chickens, the way which they ftoop'd eagles ; flaves,

The flrides they vidlors made : And now our cowards,

(Like fragments in hard voyages, become
The life o'the need) having found the back-door open
Of the unguarded hearts. Heavens, how they wound !

Some, flain before ; fome, dying ; fome, their friends

O'er-born i'the former wave : ten, chac'd by one,

Are now each one the flaughter man of twenty :

Those, that would dye or ere resift, are grown
The mortal bugs o'the field.

Lord. This was (Irange chance

:

A narrow lane ! an old man, and two boys !

Pos, Nay, do not wonder at it : You are made
Rather to wonder at the things you hear.

Than to work any. Will you rime upon't,

And vent it for a mockery ? Here is one :

^'njoo hoysy an old man t^ivice a boy, a lane,

Preservd the Britains, ^uuas the Romans' hane.

Lord. Nay, be not angry, fir.

Pos. 'Lack, to what end ?

Who dares not Hand his foe, I'll be his friend ;

For if he'll do, as he is made to do,

I know, he'll quickly fly my friendfhip too.

You have put me into rime.

Lord. Farewel; you're angry. [Exit Lord.
Pos, Still going ?—.This is a lord ; O noble misery !

To be i'the field, and afK, what news, of me!

^ i'^opt 7 ftrides the Vi£lors ^ became

Vol. TX. P
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To-day, how Wany would have given their honours
To have fav'd their carcafTes ? took heel to do^t.

And yet dy'd too ? I, in rhine own woe charm'd.

Could not find •leath, where I did hear him groan

;

Nor feel him, where he ftrook : Being an ugly monller,

'Tis flrange, he hides him in frefh cups,^ foft beds,

Sweet words ; or hath more miniflers than we
That draw his knives i'the war. Well, I will find him

:

For, being now a favourer to the Britain^

No more a Britain^ I have resumed again

The part I came in : Fight I will no more,

But yield me to the veriell hind, that fhall

Once touch my Ihoulder. Great the flaughter is

Here made by the Roman ; great the anfvver be

Britains muft take : For me, my ranfom's death

;

On either fide I come to fpend my breath ;

Which neither here Til keep, nor bear again.

But end it by fome means for Imogen.

Enter tivo Britain Captains^ and Soldiers.

1 . C Great Jupiter be prais'd ! Lucius is taken :

'Tis thought, the old man and his fens were angels.

2. C. There was a fourth man, in a filly habit.

That gave the affront with them.

1. e. So 'tis reported ;

But none of them can be found. Who's there ?

Po5. A Roman;
Who had not now been drooping here, if feconds

Had anfwer'd him.

2. C. Lay hands on him ; A dog

!

A leg of Rome ihall not return, to tell

What crows have pcck'd them here : He brags his fervice

As if he were of note : bring him to the king.

*5 found. Stand, who's
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Enter Cymbeline, and Train ;

Belarms, Guiderius, Arviragus, Pifanio, and Roman
Captives. The Captains present Poflhumus to Cymbeline,

^ho delivers him onjer to a Jailer : after ^hich,

all go out.

SCENE IV. A Room in a Prison,

Enter Posthumus, and tnjoo Jailers.

1, J. You (hall not now be ftoln, you have locks upon

So, graze, as you find paflure. [you

;

2. J, Ay, or a ftomach. [Exeunt Jailers,

Pos. Moft welcome, bondage! for thou art a way,
I think, to liberty : Yet am I better

Than one that's fick o'the gout ; fmce he had rather

Groan fo in perpetuity, than be cur'd

By the fure physician, death ; who is the key
To unbar these "|~ locks. My confcience 1 thou art fetter'd

More than my fhanks, and wrifts :You good gods, give me
The penitent inftrument, to pick that bolt.

Then, free for ever! Is't enough, I am forry ?

So children temporal fathers do appease;

Gods are more full of mercy. Muft 1 repent ?

J cannot do it better than in gives,

Desir'd, more than conftrain'd : to fatiffy,

I d'ofF my freedom, 'tis the main part ; take

No flrider render of me, than my all.

I know, you are more clement than vile men.
Who of their broken debtors take a third,

A fixth, a tenth, letting them thrive again

On their abatement ; that's not my desire

:

For Imogen^s dear life, take mine ; and though

'Ti6 not fo dear, yet 'tis a life ; you coin'd it

:

»5 If of my
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'Tween man and man, they weigh not every ftamp ;

Though light, take pieces for the figure's fake

;

You rather mine, being yours : And fo, great powers.

If you will take this audit, take this life,

And cancel these cold
"f"

bonds. O Imogen /

rU fp^afc to thee in filence. [be Jlee'ps*

Solemn Mustek.

Enter i as in an Apparition^ Sicillius Leonatus,

Father to Pofthumus, an old Man, attired like a

Warrior I leading in his Hand an ancient Matron, his

Wife, and Mother to Pofthumus, <^ith Musick before

them : Then, after other Musick, follow the tivo

young Leonati, Brothers to Pofthumus, <with Wounds

as ihey dyed in the Wars: They circle Pofthumus

round, as he lyes Jleeping*

Path.
* No more, thou thunder-mafter, fhew
* thy fpite on mortal flies :

* With Mars fall out, with Jufw chide,

* that thy adulteries

* Rates, and revenges.
* Hath my poor boy done ought but well,

* whose face I never faw ?

* I dy'd, whilft in the womb he ftay'd

* attending nature's law.
* Whose father then (as men report,
* thou orphans' father art)

* Thou Ihould'ft have been, and fhielded him
* from this earth-vexing fmart.
* Moth.
^ Lucina lent not me her aid,

* But took. me ill my throws

;
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That from me was Fojihmnus ript,

came crying 'mongit his foes,

A thing of pity.

Fath,

Great nature, like his anceftry,

molded the ftufr fo fair.

That he deserv'd the praise o'the world,

as great Sicillius^ heir.

When once he was mature for man,

in Britain where was he

That could Hand up his parallel

;

or fruitful obje6t be

In eye of Imogen, that befl:

could deem his dignity ?

Moth.

With marriage v/herefore was he mock'd,

to be exil'd, and thrown
From Leonati feat ; and cafl

from her his dearell one,

Sweet Imogen ?

Path.

Why did you fufFer Jachimo^
flight thing of Italyy

To taint his nobler heart and brain

with needlefs jealoufy

;

And to become the geek and fcorn

o' the other's villany ?

2. B,
For this, from ftilier feats we came,

our parents, and us twain,

That, llriking in cur country's cause,
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fell bravely, and were flaln

;

Our fealty, and Tenantius^ right,

with honour to maintain,

I. B.

Like hardiment Pofthumus hath

to Cymheline perform'd

:

Then, Jupiter, thou king of gods,

why haft thou thus adjourn'd

The graces for his merits due

;

being all to dolours turn'd ?

^
Path,

Thy cryftal window ope ; look out

;

no longer exercise.

Upon a valiant race, thy harfh

and potent injuries :

Moth.

Since, Jupiter, our fon is good,

take off his miseries.

Path.

Peep through thy marble manfion 5 help^

or we poor ghofts will cry

To the fhining fynod of the reft,

againft thy deity :

Brothers,

Help, Jupiter ; or we appeal,

and from ^hy juftice fly.

Jupiter defcends in Thunder and Lightning, fitting

upon his Eagle : He thronvs a Thunderbolt

:

the Ghojlsfall on their Knees.

JvF . No more, you petty fpirits of region low.

Offend our hearing ; hufh : How dare you ghofts

Accuse the thundcrer, whose bolt, you know.
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Sky-planted, batters all rebelling coafcs ?

Poor (hadows of Elysium, hence ; and reft

Upon your never- withering banks of flowers :

Be not with mortal accidents oppreft

;

No care of yours it is ; you know, ^tis ours.

Whom beft I love, I crofs ; to make my gift.

The more delayM, delighted. Be content;

Your low-lay'd fon our godhead will uplift

;

His comforts thrive, his trials well are fpent.

Our Jovial ftar reign'd at his birth, and in

Our temple was he marry'd ~Rise, and fade ~
He fhall be lord of lady Imogen,

And happier much by his affli6tion made.

This tablet lay upon his breaft ; wherein

Our pleasure his full fortune doth confine;

And fo, away : no farther with your din

Exprefs inipatience, left you ftir up min^.

Mount, eagle, to my palace cryftalline.

[Ju PIT Ell afcends.

Fajth. He caipe ip thunder; his celeftial breath

Was fulphurous to fmell : the holy eagle

Stoop'd, as to foot us : his afcenfion is

More fweet than our bleft fields : his royal bird

Prunes the immortal wing, and cloys his beak.

As when his god is pleas'd.

all. Thanks, 'Jupiter !

Fath, The marble pavement closes, he is enter'd

His radiant roof : —Away ; and, to be bleft.

Let us with care perform his great beheft.

\GhoJls uanjjh,

Fos , [ival'ing'] Sleep, thou haft been a grand fire, and
begot



io6 Cymbelme.

A father to me : and thou haft created

A mother, and two brothers : But (o fcorn !)

Gone ! they went hence fo foon as they were born.

And fo I am awake. Poor wretches, that depend
On greatnefs' favour, dream as I have done

;

Wake, and find nothing. But, alas, I fwerve :

\feeing the tablet*

Many dream not to find, neither deserve,

And yet are fteep'd in favours ; fo am I,

That have this golden chance, and know not why:
What fairies haunt this ground? A book r O, rare one

!

Be not, as is our fangl'd world, a garment
Nobler than that it covers : let thy erFe6ls

So follow, to be mofl unlike our courtiers.

As good as promise.

\j'eads\ When as a lions njjhelp J/jall, to himfelfunhioix^n^

mjithout Jecking Jind^ and he emhracd by a piece of tender

air ; and n^vhenfrom a fately cedarfhall be lopt branches

^

^hich-i being dead tnany years^ fhall after re-ui^ve, be

jointed to the old fcck^ and frefhly grouo ; then fhall

Pofihumus end his miseries^ Britain be fortunate^ and

fiourifh in peace and ptejity,

'Tis ilill a dream ; or elfe fuch ftufF as madmen
Tongue, and brain not: either, or both, or nothing:

Or fenfelefs fpeaking, or a fpeaking fuch

As fenfe cannot unty. Be what it is,

1 he adrion of my life is like it, which
ril keep if but for fympathy.

Re-enter Jailers.

I. J, Come, fir, are you ready for death ?

jPo5. Over-roafled rather: ready long ago.

T . J. Ranging is the v/ord, fir \ if you be ready for
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that, you are well cook'd.

Pos, So, if I prove a good repaft to the fpedlators,

the difh pays the {hot.

I. y. A heavy reck'ning for you, fir: But the com-
fort is, you lhall be called to no more payments, fear

no more tavern bills ; which are often the fadncfs of

parting, as the procuring of mirth : you come in faint

for want of meat, depart reeling with too much drink;

forry that you have payed too much, and for- y that you are

payed too much ; purfe and brain both empty : the brain

the heavier, for being too light ; the purfe too light,

being drawn of heavinefs : O 1 of this contradidlion you
fhali now be quit O, the charity of a penny cord 1

it fums up thousands in a trice : you have no true de-

bitor, and creditor, but it ; of what*s paf!:, is, and to

come, the difcharge :^Your neck, fir, is pen, book, and
counters ; fo the acquitance follows.

Pos, \ am merrier to dye, than thou art to live.

1 . J. Indeed, fir, he that fleeps feels not the tooth-

ach : But a man that were to fleep your fleep, and a

hangman to help him to bed, I think, he would change
places with his officer : for, look you, fir, you knovsr not
which way you fhall go.

Pos. Yes, indeed, do I, fellow.

1 . J, Your death has eyes in's head then ; I have
not feen him fo pidur'd : You muft either be directed

by fome that take upon them to know ; or take upon
yourfelf that which I am fure you do not know; or

jump the after-enquiry on your own peril : and how
you fliall fpeed in your journey's end, I think you'll

never return to tell one.

Pos, I tel! thee, fellow, there ^re none want eyes,

*7 or to take
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to dire£l them the way I am going, but fuch as wink,
and will not use them.

I . J, What an infinite mock is this, that a man (hould

have the beft ufe of eyes, to fee the way of blindnefs

!

I am fure, hanging's the way of winking.

Enter a MefTenger.

Mef, Knock ciF his manacles, bring your prisoner to

the king,

Fo5. Thou bring'ft good news,—.! am call'd to be
made free.

I . J. ril be hang'd then.

Pos, Thou (halt be then freer than a jailer ; no bolts

for the dead.

\^Exeunt Post HUMUS, MefTcnger, and 2. Jailer.-

I. y, Unlefs a man would marry a gallows, and be-

get young gibbets, I never faw one fo prone. Yet, on
my confcience, there are verier knaves desire to live^

for all he be a Roman : and there be fome of them too,

that dye againft their wills ; fo Ihould I, if I were one.

I would we were all of one mind, and one mind good

;

P, there were defolation of jailers, and gallowfes ! I

fpeak againft my present profit; but my wifli hath a

preferment in't. [Exit.

SCENE V. A rent.

Enter Cymbeline; Belarius, Guiderius,
Arviragus ; PiSANio ; Lords^ OJicerst and

Attendants,

CrM* Stand by my fide, you, whom the gods have

made
Preservers of my throne. Woe is my heart.

That the poor foldier, that fo richly fpught^^
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Whose rags fliam'd gilded arms, whose naked breaft

Stept before targe of proof, cannot be found

:

He fhall be happy that can find him, if

Qur grace can make him fo.

Bel, I never faw

Such noble fury in fo poor a thing

;

Such precious deeds in one that promised nought
But beggary and poor looks.

Cym, No tidings of him ? [ving.

Pis. He hath been fearch'd among the dead and li-

But no trace of him.

Ctm, To my grief, I am
The heir of his reward ; which T will add
To you, the liver, heart, and brain of Britain^

[to Belarius, and So^f,

By whom, I grant, fhe lives : 'Tis now the time

To afk of whence you are : report it.

Bel. Sir,

In C^imiria are we born, and gentlemen :

Further to boaft, were neither true nor modefl,

Unlefs I add, we are honeft.

Ctm. Bow yo^r knees

:

Arise my knights o'the battle ; I create you
Companions to our perfon, and will fit you
With dignities becoming your eftates.

Enter Codlnelius, and Ladles.

There's businefs in these faces .Why fo fadly

Greet you our vidory ? you look like Romans^
And not o'the court of Britain,

Cor, Hail, great king !

To four your happinefs, 1 muft report

The queen is dead.

» Targes
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C rM. Whom worfe than a physician

Would this report become ? But I confider,

By med'cine life may be prolonged, yet death

Will feize the dodor too.— How ended fhe ?

Cor. With horror, madly dying, like her life;

Which, being cruel to the world, concluded

Mod cruel to herfelf. What fhe confefT'd,

I will report, fo please you : These her women
Can trip me, if I err ; who, with wet cheeks.

Were present when fhe finifh'd.

Ctm. Pr'ythee, fay.

Cor. Firfl, fhe confefTM fhe never lov'd you; only

AfFeded greatnefs got by you, not you

:

Marry'd your royalty, was wife to your place ;

Abhor'd your perfon.

Ctm, She alone knew this :

And, but fhe fpoke it dying, I would not

Believe her lips in opening it. Proceed.

Cor. Your daughter, whom fhe bore in hand to love

With fuch integrity, fhe did confefs

Was as a fcorpion to her fight ; whose life>

But that her flight prevented it, fhe had

Ta'en off by poison.

CrM. O mofl delicate £endf
Who is't can read a woman ?— Is there more ?

Cor. More, fir, and worfe. She did confefs, fhe had
For you a mortal mineral ; which, being took.

Should by the minute feed on life, and, lingering.

By inches vvaile you : In which time flie purposed.

By watching, weeping, tendance, kifTing, to

O'ercome you with her fhew : yes, and in time,

(When fhe had fitted you with her craft) to work
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Her foninto the adoption of the crown.

But failing of her end by his ftrange abfence.

Grew lhamelefs-defperate ; open'd, in defpight

Of heaven and men, her purposes
;
repented

The evils Ihe hatch'd were not elFe^led ; fo,

Defpairing, dy'd.

Ctm, Heard you all this, her women ?

Lad, We did, fo please your highnefs.

Ctm, Mine eyes

Were not in fault, for flie was beautiful

;

Mine ears, that heard her flattery ; nor my heart.

That thought her like her feeming ; it had been vicious.

To have miftrufled her : yet, o my daughter

!

That it was folly in me, thou may'fl fay,

And prove it in thy feeling. Heaven mend all

!

Enter^ guarded, Lucius, Jachimo, the Soothfayer,

and other Roman Prisoners ; Posthumus behind,

and Imogen,
Thou com'ft not, Caius, now for tribute ; that

The Britains have raf'd out, though with the lofs

Of many a bold one; whose kinsmen have made fuit,

That their good fouls may be appeas'd with flaughter

Of you their captives, which ourfelf have granted :

So, think of your eftate.

Luc. Confider, fir, the chance of war : the day
Was yours by accident ; had it gone with us,

We Ihould not, when the blood was cool, have threatened

Our prisoners with the fword. But lince the gods
Will have it thus, that nothing but our lives

May be call'd ranfom, let it come: fufficeth,

A Roman with a Romanes heart can fuffer

:

Auguflus lives to think on't: And fo much

heare
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For my peculiar care. This one thing Only

I will intreat ; My boy, [Jhe<wing Imo.] a Britain born.

Let him be ranfom'd : never mafler had
A page fo kind, fo duteous, diligent,

So tender over his occasions, true.

So feat, fo nurfe-like : let his virtue join

With my requeft, which. Til make bold, yourhighnefs
Cannot deny ; he hath done no Britain harm.

Though he have ferv'd a Roman : fave him, fir.

And fpare no blood befide.

Ctm. I have furely feen him ;

His favour is familiar to me Boy,

Thou haft look'd thyfelf into my grace, and art

Mine own. I know not why, nor wherefore, but

I fay, live, boy ; ne'er thank thy mafter ; live

:

And afk of Cymbeline what boon thou wilt.

Fitting my bounty, and thy ftate, I'll give it;

Yea, though thou do demand a prisoner

The nobleft ta'en.

Imo, I humbly thank your highnefs.

Zi/c. I do not bid thee beg my life, good lad;

And yet, I know, thou wilt.

IMO . No, no ; alack.

There's other work in hand ; I fee a thing [eying Jac.

Bitter to me as death : your life, good mailer,

Muft fhuffle for itfelf

Luc. The boy difdains me.

He leaves me, fcorns me : Briefly dye their joys.

That place them on the truth of girls and boys.

Why ftands he fo perplext ?

CrM, What vvould'ft thou, boy ?

1 love thee more and more ; think more and more

O To fay
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What's beft to afk. Know'ft him thou look'fl on ? fpeak.

Wilt have him live ? Is he thy kin, thy friend ?

/mo. He is a Roman ; no more kin to me,

Than I to your highnefs ; who, being born your vafTal,

Am fomething nearer.

CrM. Wherefore ey'ft him fo ?

luQ, I'll tell you, fir, in private, if you please

To give me hearing.

Cym, Ay, with all my heart,

And lend my beft attention. What's thy name ?

/mo. Fidde, fir.

CrM. Thou'rt my good youth, my page ;

I'll be thy mafter : Walk with me ; fpeak freely.

{They comjerft afide*

Bel, Is not this boy reviv'd from death?

Jrv, One fand

Another not resembles more, tjjan l)Z

That fweet antJ rosy lad, who dy'd, and was
Fidele : — What think you ?

Gui. The fame dead thing alive. [bear,

Bel. Peace, peace, fee further; he eyes us not ; for-

Creatures may be alike : were't he, I am fure

He would have fpoke to us.

Gui, But we faw him dead.

Bel, Be filent; let's fee further.

Pis. ''It is my miflrefs :

"

** Since fiie is living, let the time run on"
*'To good, or bad." [fide;

Cym, Come, {to Imo. adnjancing^ Hand thou by our
Make thy demand aloud—Sir, {to Jac] ftep you forth.

Give anfwer to this boy, and do it freely

;

Or, by our greatnefs, and the grace of it.

we fee him
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Which IS our honour, bitter torture fhall

Winnow the truth from falfehood.— On, fpeak to him.
IMO, My boon is, that this gentleman may render

Of whom he had this ring,

Pos. " What's that to him r
"

CrM. That diamond upon your finger, fay.

How came it yours ?

JAC, Thou*lt torture me to leave unfpoken that

Which, to be fpoke, would torture thee.

C TM, How 1 me ?

Jac. I am glad to be conflrain'd to utter that which
Torments me to conceal. By villany

I got this ring ; 'twas Leonatus* jewel, [thee.

Whom thou did'fl banifh ; and (which more may grieve

As it doth me) a nobler fir ne'er liv'd

'Twixt Iky and ground. Wilt thou hear more, my lord ?

CrM. AH that belongs to this.

JAC, That paragon, thy daughter,—
For whom my heart drops blood, and my falfe fpirits

Quail to remember,—Give me leave ; I faint.

CrM. My daughter! what of her? Renew thyflrengtk:

I had rather thou fhould'll live while nature will.

Than dye ere I hear more: flrive, man, and fpeak.

JAC, Upon a time, (unhappy was the clock

That ftrook the hour !) it was in Romcj (accurf'd

The manfion where !) 'twas at a feafl, (o, would
Our viands had been poison'd ! or, at lead.

Those which 1 heav'd to head !) the good Pojlhumus^

(What fhould I fay ? he v\^as too good, to be

Where ill men were; and was the beft of all

Among the rar'fl of good ones) fitting fadly.

Hearing us praise our loves of Italy

* One fpeakc
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For beauty that made barren the fwelPd boafi:

Of him that bell could fpeak : for feature, laming

The (hrine of Venusy or ftrait-pight Miner^va^

Poftures beyond brief nature ; for condition,

A ftiop of all the qualities that man
Loves woman for ; befides, that hook of wiving,

Fairnefs, which ftrikes the eye

:

Cym. I ftand on fire

:

Come to the matter.

JAC, All too foon I lhall,

Unlefs thou would'ft grieve quickly. This Pofihumus^

(Moft like a noble lord in love, and one
That had a royal lover) took his hint;

And, not difpraising whom we prais'd, (therein

He was as calm as virtue) he began
His miftrefs' pidure ; which by his tongue being made,
And then a mind put in't, either our brags

Were crak'd of kitchen trulls, or his defcription

Prov'd us unfpeaking fots.

Cym, Nay, nay, to the purpose.

JAC. Your daughter's chaftity— there it begins.

He fpake of her, as Dian had hot dreams,

And Ihe alone were cold : Whereat, I wretch
Made fcruple of his praise ; and wager'd with him
Pieces of gold, 'gainft this which then he wore
Upon his honour'd finger, to attain

In fuit the place of his bed, and win this ring

By hers and mine adultery : he, true knight.

No lefTer of her honour confident

Than I did truly find her, flakes this ring

;

And would fo, had it been a carbuncle

Of Phoohus- wheel \ and might fo fafely, had It

Vol. IX.
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Been all the worth of his car. Away to Britain

Poft I in this defign : Well may you, iir,

Remember me at court, where I was taught

Of your chaft daughter the wide difference

'Twixt amorous and villanous. Being thus quenched

Of hope, not longing, mine Italian brain

'Gan in yonr duller Britain operate

Moft vilely ; for my vantage, excellent

;

And, to be brief, my pradice fo prevailed

That I return'd with fimilar proof enough
To make the noble Leonatus mad,

By wounding his belief in her renown

With tokens thus, and thus ; averring notes

Of chamber-hanging, pidures, this ^ her bracelet,

(O, cunning, how I got it !) nay, fome marks

Of fecret on her perfon, that he could not

But think her bond of chalHty quite crack'd,

I having ta'en the forfeit. Whereupon,

Methinks, I fee him now,—
Fo5, Ay, fo thou doll:, [rujhingfornjuard.

Italian fiend : — Ah me, moil credulous fool.

Egregious murtherer, thief, any thing

That's due to all the villains pall, in being,

To come ! O, give me cord, or knife, or poison,

Some upright juflicer ! —Thou, king, fend out

For torturers ingenious : it is I

That all the abhorred things o'the earth amend.

By being wcrfe than they. I am Pojibumus,

That kiird thy daughter villain-like, I lye;

That caus'd a lefTer villain than myfelf,

A facrilegious thief, to do't : — the temple

Of virtue was ihe ; yea, and fhe herfelf.
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Spit, and throw ftones, caft mire upon me, fat

The dogs o'the ftreet to bay me : every villain

Be caird, Pojihumus Leonatus ; and
Be villany lefs than 'twas. O Imogen!

My queen, my life, my wife ! O Imogen^

Imogen^ Imogen!

IMO. Peace, my lord ; hear, hear.

Fos. Shall's have a play of this ? Thou fcornful page.

There lye thy part. [Jiriking her : Shefalls.

Pis. O, gentlemen, help, Ijelp 1 [catching her.

Mine, and your miftrefs—O my lord Pofthumus!

You ne'er kill'd Imogen 'till now : — Help, help !—
Mine honour'd lady !

Cru. Does the world go round ?

Po$, How come these ftaggers on me ?

Pis, Wake, my miftrefs.

Cym, If this be fo, the gods do mean to flrlke me
To death with mortal joy.

Pis, How fares my miftrefs ?

luo. O, get thee from my fight;

Thou gav'ft me poison : dangerous fellow, hence ;

Breath not where princes are.

Cym, The tune of Imogen!

Pis, Lady, the gods throw ftones of fulphur on me?
If that I gave you was not thought by me
A precious thing ; I had it from the queen.

Cym, New matter ftill ?

Imo. It poison'd me.
Cor, O gods !

I left out one thing which the queen confe/T'd,

Which muft approve thee honeft : If Pifanio

Have, faid (he, given his miftrefs that confedion

*5 That box I
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Which I gave him for cordial, fhe is ferv'd

As I would ferve a rat.

CrM. What's this, Cornelius F

Cor. The queen, fir, very oft importun'd me
To temper poisons for her ; ftill pretending

The fatiffadlion of her knowledge, only

In killing creatures vile, as cats and dogs.

Of no efteem : I, dreading that her purpose

Was of more danger, did compound for her

A certain ftufF, which, being ta'en, would ceafe

The present power of life ; but, in lliort time.

All offices of nature Ihould again

Do their due fundlions.—Have you ta'en of it?

IMO, Moft like I did, for I was dead.

Bel. My boys,

There was our error.

Gui. This is fure Fidele.

IMO . Why did you throw yourwedded lady from you?

Think, that you are upon a rock ; and now
Throw me again. [to Poft. hanging upon bis Neck*

Pos, Hang there like fruit, my foul,

'Till the tree dye.

Cym, How now, my flefn, my child ?

What, mak'ft thou me a dullard in this ad ?

Wilt thou not fpeak to me ?

IMO. Your blefling, fir.

Bel, Though you did love this youth, I blame ye not

;

You had a motive for't.

Cym. My tears, that fall,

Prove holy water on thee ! Imogen,

Thy mother's dead,

IMO, I am forry for't, my lord.
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Ctm. O, The was naught ; and long of her it was,

That we meet here fo ftrangely : But her fon

Is gone, we knovy not how, nor where.

Pis, My lord,

Now fear is from me, Fll fpeak troth. Lord Cloten^

Upon my lady's miffing, came to me
With his fword drawn; foam'd at the mouth, ^ndfwore,
If I difcover'd not which way fhe was gone.

It was my inftant death : By accident,

I had a feigned letter of my mafter's

Then in my pocket, which direded him
To feek her on the mountains near to Milford%

Where, in a frenzy, in my mafter's garments,

Which he inforc'd from me, away he pofts

With unchaft purpose, and with oath to violate

My lady's honour : what became of him,

I further know not,

Gui. \ad^ancing\ Let me end the ftory

:

I flew him there.

Cym^ Marry, the gods fore-fend \

I would not thy good deeds fhould from my lips

Pluck a hard fentence ; pr'ythee, valiant youth,

Deny't again.

Gui, I have fpoke it, and I did it.

Cym, He was a prince.

Gui, a moft uncivil one : The wrongs he did me
Were nothing prince-like ; for he did provoke me
With language that would make me fpurn the fea,

Jf it could fo roar to me : I cut ofF's head
;

And am right glad, he is not ftanding here

To tell this tale of mine.

Cru, I am forry for thee:

0.3
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By thine own tongue thou art condemned, and mufl:

Endure our law : Thou'rt dead.

Imo. That headlefs n^an

I thought had been my lord.

Ctm, Bind the offender, \_to his Guard.

And take him from our presence.

Bel, {ad^uancing^ njuith Arv.] Stay, fir king:
This man is better than the man he flew.

As well defcended as thyfelf ; and hath

More of thee merited, than a band of Clotens

Had ever fear for Let his arms alone ;

They were not born for bondage.

Cym, Why, old foldier,

Wilt thou undo the worth thou art unpay'd for,

By hailing of our wrath ? How of defcent

As good as we ?

Arv, In that he fpake too far.

Cym, And thou fhalt dye for't.

Bel, We will dye all three :

But I will prove, that two on's are as good
As I have given out him—My fons, I mull:.

For mine own part, unfold a dangerous fpeech.

Though, haply, well for you.

Arv, Your danger's ours.

Guj, and our good j0 his

:

Bel, Have at it then.—
By leave; Thou had'ft, great king, a fubjed, who
Was caird Belarius :

Cym, What of him ? he is

A banifli'd traitor.

Bel, He it is, that hath

AfTum'd this age : indeed, a banifh'd man ;

•5 By tafting
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I know not how, a traitor.

Ctm, Take him hence;

The whole world fliall not fave him.

Bel. Not too hot:

Firft pay me for the nurfmg of thy fons

;

And let it be confifcate all, fo foon

As I've receiv'd it.

Ctm. Nurfing of my fons ?

Bel. I am too blunt, and faucy : Here's my knee

:

Ere I arise, I will prefer my fons ;

Then, fpare not the old father. Mighty fir,

These two young gentlemen, that call me father,

And think they are my fons, are none of mine

;

They are the iffue of your loins, my liege,

And blood of your begetting.

Cym. How ! my iffue ?

Bel, So fure as you your father's. T, old Morgan^

Am that Belarius whom you Ibmetime banifh'd :

Your pleasure was my near offence, my punifliment

Itfeif, and all my treason ; that I fuffer'd.

Was all the harm I did. These gentle princes

(For fuch, and fo they are) these twenty years

Have I train'd up: those arts they have, as I

Could put into them ; an"D my breeding was.

Sir, as your highnefs knows. Their nurfe Euriphiley

Whom for the theft I wedded, ftole these children

Upon my banifhment : 1 mov'd her to't

;

Having receiv'd the punifhment before.

For that which I did then : Beaten for loyalty

Excited me to treason : Their dear lofs.

The more of you 'twas felt, the more it fhap'd

Unto my end of flealing them. But, gracious fir,

0.4
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Here are your fons again ; and I muft lose

Two of the fweet*ft companions in the world : —
The benedidlion of these covering heavens

Fall on their heads like dew ! for they are worthy
To inlay heaven v/ith flars.

Ctm. Thou weep*ft, and fpeak'H:.

The fervice, that you three have done, is more
UnUke than this thou telPfl : I loft my children

;

If these be they, I know not how to wifh

A pair of worthier fons.

Bel, Be pleas'd a while.

This gentleman, whom I call Paladour, -

Moft worthy prince, as yours, is true Guiderius :

This gentleman, my Cad<vjaU Ar^viragusy

Your younger princely fon ; he, fir, was lapt

In a moft curious mantle, wrought by the hand

Of his queen mother, which, for more probation,

I can with ease produce.

Crjvf. Guiderius had
Upon his neck a mole, a fanguine ftar ;

It was a mark of wonder.

B^L. This is he;

Who hath upon him ftill that natural ftamp

:

It was wise nature's end in the donation.

To be his evidence now.
Cym, O, what am 1

A mother to the birth of three ? Ne'er mother

Rcjoic'd deliverance more : — Bleft may you be ;

That, after this ftrange ftarting from your orbs,

,

You may reign in them now ! O Imogen^

Thou haft loft by this a kingdom.

Imo. No, my lord ;

*^ pleft, pray you
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I have got two worlds by't. — O my gentle brothers,

Have we thus met ? O never fay hereafter.

But I am trueil fpeaker : you call'd me brother,

When I was but your fifter ; I you brothers,

When you were fo indeed.

Cym, Did you e'er meet ?

Jrv, Ay, my good lord.

Gui. And at firfl: meeting lov'd

;

Continu'd fo, until we thought he dy'd.

Cor. By the queen's dram fhe fwallow'd.

Ctm. O rare inlHnft !

When fhall I hear all through ? This fierce abridgement
Hath to it circumftantial branches, which
Diilindion Ihould be rich in. Where? how liv'd you?
And when came you to ferve our Roman captive ?

How parted with your brothers ? how firft met them ?

Why fled you from the court ? and whither? These,

And your three motives to the battle, with

I know not how much more, fhould be demanded

;

And all the other by-dependancies.

From chance to chance : but nor the time, nor place.

Will ferve long inter-rogatories. See,

Fofthumus anchors upon Imogen ;

And fhe, like harmlefs lightning, throws her eye

On him, her brothers, me, her mafter ; hitting

Each objed with a joy : the counter-change

Is feverally in all Let's quit this ground,

And fmoak the temple with our facrifices. —
Thou art my brother; \to Bel.] So we'll hold thee even

luo. You are my father too ; and did relieve me.
To fee this gracious feason.

Cyu» All ore-joy'd,

5 when we were ^ ^ Brother ? ' 7 whether thefe ? ferve our long
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Save these in bonds : let them be joyful too.

For they fhall tafte our comfort.

IMO, My good mafter,

I will yet do you fervice.

Luc, Happy be you !

CrAf. The forlorn foldier, that fo nobly fought,

He would have well becom'd this place, and grac'd

The thankings of a king.

Pos. I am, fir.

The foldier that did company these three

In poor befeeming ; 'twas a fitment for

The purpose I then follow'd : That I was he.

Speak, Jachimo'y I had you down, and might
Have made you finifh.

Jjic. T am down again : \_kneeling>

But now my heavy confcience finks my knee.

As then your force did. Take that life, befeech you.

Which 1 fo often owe : but, your ring =j= firft

;

And here =j= the bracelet of the trueft princefs

That ever fwore her faith.

Pos, Kneel not to me :

The power that I have on you is, to fpare you;

The malice towards you, to forgive you : Live,

And deal with others better.

Ctm, Nobly doom'd :

We'll learn our freenefs of a fon-in-law ;

Pardon's the word to all.

Arv. You holp us, fir, [/o Pof,]

As you did mean indeed to be our brother

;

Joy'd are we, that you are.

Pos, Your fervant, princes—Good my lord ofRome^

Call forth your foothfayer : As I flept, methought,
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Great Jupiter^ upon his eagle back'd,

Appeared to me, with other fprightly fhews

Of mine own kindred : when 1 wak'd, I found

This =[=• label on my bosom ; whose containing

Is fo from fenfe in hardnefs, that I can

Make no colledion of it : let him fhew

His fkill in the conftruftion.

Luc . Philar?7ionus^
—

Soo, Here, my good lord.

Luc. Read, and declare the meaning.

Soo, [reads.] When as a lyoti s nvhelp Jhall, to himfelf

uJiknonjon^ njoithoutJeeking find,, and be embraced by a piece

of tender air ; and --whenfrom a ftately cedar Jhall be lopt

branches^ ^hich, being dead 7nany years, Jhall after re^

<ui^jey bejointed to the oldflock, and frejhly gro^ ; then

Jhall Pofthumus end his miseries, Britain be fortunate^

andfiourijh in peace and plenty.

Thou, Leonatus, art the lyon's whelp ;

The fit and apt conftrudion of thy name,
Being Leo-natus, doth import fo much.
The piece of tender air, thy virtuous daughter, [/^Cym*
Which we call mollis aer ; and tnollis aer

We term it mulier : which mulier, I divine,

Is thy moft conftant wife ; \to Pof.] who, even now,
Anfwering the letter of the oracle.

Unknown to you, unfought, were dipt about
With this moft tender air.

Cym, This hath fome feemlng.

^00. The lofty cedar, royal Cymbeline,

Perfonates thee : And thy lopt branches point

Thy two fons forth : who, by Belarius ftoln.

For many years thought dead, are now reviv'd.

*4- Is this moft
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To the majeftkk cedar join'd ; whoae ilTue

Promises Britain peace and plenty.

Cym, Well,

By peace we will begin : — And, Caius Luciusy.

Although the vidor, we fubmit to Caesar,

And to the Roman empire ; promising
To pay our wonted tribute, from the which
We were dilTuaded by our wicked queen ;

On whom heaven's juftice (both on her, and hers)

Hath lay'd moft heavy hand.

Soo, The fingers of the powers above do tune

The harmony of this peace. The vision

Which I made known to Lucius, ere the llroke

Of this yet fcarce-eold battle, at this inflrjn.t

Is full accomplifh'd : For the Roman eagle.

From fouth to weft on wing foaring aloft,
^

LeiTen'd herfelf, and in the beams o*the fun

So vaniili'd : which fore-ftiew'd, our princely eagle.

The imperial Ctesar, ihould again unite

His favour with the radiant Cymbeline^

Which fhines here in the weft.

Ctm. Laud we the gods ;

And let our crooked fmoaks climb to their noftrils

From our bleft altars.— Publifh we this peace

To all our fubjefts. Set we forward : Let

A Roman and a Britijh enfign wave
Friendly together : fo through Lud^s town march

;

And in the temple of great Jupiter

Our peace we'll ratify ; feal it with feafts.

Set on there : Never was a war did ceafe,

Ere bloody hands were wafti'd, with fuch a peace. \^Ex»

4 My Peace 9 Whom heav?n§ in Juftice—Have laid "4- yet this
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KING LEAR.

ACT 1.

S CENE I. J State-room in King LearV Palace*

Enter Kent, Gloster, and Edmvnd.

Ken. I thought, the king had more affeded the duke
of Albany, than CorniAjaL

Glo, It did always feem fo to us : but now, in the di-

vision of the kingdom, it appears not which ofthe dukes
he values moft ; for equalities are fo weighed, that cu-

riofity in neither can make choice of cither's moiety.

Ken, Is not this your fon, my lord ?

Glo. His breeding, fir, hath been at my charge : I

have fo often blufh'd to acknowledge him, that now I

am braz'd to it.

Ken, I cannot conceive you.

Glo, Sir, this young fellow's mother could : where-
upon file grew round-wombed ; and had, indeed, fir, a
fon for her cradle, ere flie had a husband for her bed.

Do you fmell a fault ?

Ken, 1 cannot wifii the fault nndone, the iffue of it
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being fo proper.

Glo, But I have, fir, a fon by order of law, fome
year elder than this, who yet is no dearer in my ac-

count, though this knave came fomething faucily into

the world before he was fent for : yet was his mother
fair ; there was good fport at his making, and the

whorfon muft be acknowledged, Do you know this

noble gentleman, Edmund
Edm. No, my lord.

Glo, My lord of Kent : remember him hereafter as

my honourable friend.

Edm, My fervices to your lordfhip.

Ken, I muft love you, and fue to know you better.

Edm. Sir, I lhall fludy deserving.

Glo. He hath been out nine years, and away he
lhall again :

~ The king is coming.

Flourijh'y and Enter Lear, attended;

CoRNWAL, Albany, Goneril, Regan, and
Cordelia.

Lea. Attend the lords ofFrance and Burgundy, Glojier,

Glo, I fhall, my liege. [Exeunt Glo. and Edm,
L EA, Mean time we lhall exprefs our darker purpose.

The map
"I"

there.— Know, that we have divided.

In three, our kingdom : and 'tis our faft intent

To lhake all cares and businefs from our age ;

Conferring them on younger flrengths, v/hile we
Unburthen'd crawl toward death.— Our fon of Comical,
And you, our no lefs loving fon of Albany,

We have this hour a conflant will to publilh

Our daughters' feveral dowers, that future ftrife

May be prevented now. The princes, France and Bur^
Great rivals in our youngeit daughter's love, [g^ndy.



Kin^ Leaf.

Long in GUI' court have made their amorous fojourn,

And here are to be anfvverM—Tell me, my daughters

(Since now we will diveft us^ both of rule,

Intereft of territory, cares of ftate,)

Which of you (hall we fay doth love us mofl: ?

That we our largeft bounty may extend

Where merit doth moft challenge it. ^GoneriU
Our eldeft-born, fpeak firft.

GoN, Sir, I do love you

Jfar more than words can wield the matter : tov)e gOU
Dearer than eye-fight, fpace and liberty ;

Beyond what can be valuM, rich or rare

;

No lefs than life, with grace, health, beauty, honour
As much as child e'er lov'dj or father found.

A love that makes breath poor, and fpeech unable

;

Beyond all manner of fo much I love you.

Cor, What lhall Corclelia do ? Love, and be filent.

L^A. Ofall these "{"bounds, even from this line tothi

With fhadowy forefts and with champaigns rich'd.

With plenteous rivers and wide-fkirted meads,
We make thee lady : To thine and Albany's i/Tue

Be this perpetual.—What fays our fecond daughter.

Our deareft Regan ^ wife to Carnival P Speak.

Reg. I am made of that felf metal as my filler,

And prize me at her worth. In my true heart

I find, fhe names my very deed of love ;

Only fhe comes too fhort : that I profefs

Myfelf an enemy to all other joys.

Which the moft precious fquare of fenfe possefTes

;

And find, I am alone felicitate

In your dear highnefs' love.

Cor. Then poor Cordelia !

Vol. IX R
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And yet not fo ; fince, I am fure, my love's'*

**More richer than my tongue."

Lea. To thee, and thine, hereditary ever,

Remain this ample third "j" of our fair kingdom ;

No lefs in fpace, validity, and pleasure.

Than that confer'd on Gd?«m7.— Now, our joy,

Although the laft, not leafl in our dear love.

What can you fay, to win a third more opulent

Than your ttao fillers ?

Cor, Nothing, rny lord.

Lea, How !

Cor, Nothing.

Lea, Nothing can come of nothing : fpeak again.

Cor, Unhappy that 1 am, I cannot heave

My heart into my mouth : I love your majefty

According to my bond ; nor more, nor lefs.

Lea, Go to, go to; mend me your fpeech a little,

Left it may mar your fortunes.

Cor, Good my lord,

You have begot me, bred me, lov'd me : I

Retnrn those duties back as are right fit.

Obey you, love you, and moft honour you.

Why have my fifters husbands, if they fay,

They love you, all ? Haply, when 1 fhall wed.

That lord, whose hand muft take my plight, fhall carry

Half my love with him, half my care, and duty :

Sure, I lhall never marry like my fifters,

To love my father all.

Lea, But goes thy heart with this ?

Cor, Ay, my good lord.

Lea, So young, and fo untender ?

Cor, So young, my lord, and true.
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Lea. Let it be fo,-.Thy truth then be thy dower:
For, by the facred radiance of the fun

;

The myfleries of Hecate, and the night

;

By all the operations of the orbs,

From whom we do exift, and ceafe to be

;

Here I difclaim all my paternal care,

Propinquity and property of blood,

And as a ftranger to my heart and me
Hold thee, from this, for ever. The barbarous Scythian^

Or he that makes his generation meffes

To gorge his appetite, fnall to my bosom
Be as well neighbour'd, pity'd, and relieved.

As thou my fometime daughter.

Ken. Good my liege,—

Lea, Peace, Kent ;

Come not between the dragon and his wrath :

I lov'd her moft, and thought to fet my reft

On her kind nurfery. — Hence, and avoid my fight ! —

.

So be my grave my peace, as here I give

Her father's heart from her. --Call France ; Who ftirs ?

Call Burgundy— \^Exit an Jtt.'l Cornea/, and Albany

y

With my two daughters' dowers digeft this
"f"

third ;

Let pride, which fhe calls plainnefs, marry her.

I do inveft you jointly with my power,

Preheminence, and all the large efredls

That troop with majefty. Ourfelf, by monthly courfe,

With reservation of an hundred knights,

By you to be fuftain'd, fliall our abode
Make with you by due turns. Only we retain

The name ; the additions to a king, the fway,

Revenue, execution, and the reft,

Beloved fons, be yours : which to confirm.

*S> V. Note,
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This €01-01161=}= part between ybu.

Ken> Royal Leary [in A^ion ofpresenting him.

Whom I have ever honoured as my king,

Lov'd as my father, as my mafter followed,

As my great patron thought on in my prayers,

—

Lea, The bow is bent and drawn, make from the (haft.

Ken, Let it fall rather, though the fork invade

The region of my heart : be Kent unmannerly,

When Lear is mad. What would'ft thou do, old man ?

Think'fl thou that duty fhall have dread to fpeak.

When power to flattery bows ? To plainnefs honour's

When majefty Hoops to folly. Reverfe thy doom ; [bound.

And, in thy beft confideration, check

This hideous rafhnefs : anfwer my life my judgment.

Thy youngeft daughter does not love thee leail

;

Nor are those empty-hearted> whose low found

Reverbs no hollownefs.

Lej. Kenty on thy life, no more.

Ken, My life I never held but as a pawn
To wage againll thy enemies ; nor fear to lose it,

Thy fafety being the motive.

Lea, Out of my fight !

Ken, See better, Lear ; and let me ftill remain

The true blank of thine eye.

Lea, Now, by Jpolloy—

Ken, Now, by JpoUo! King, thou fwear'll thy gods
in vain.

Lea, O, vafTal ! mifcreant!

\in ABion of dra^wing his Suuord,

Alb, Cor^, Dear fir, forbear. [interposing.

Ken, Do ; Kill thy physician, and the fee beftow

Upon thy foul disease. Revoke thy gift ;

3* the foule
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Or, whilll I can vent clamour from my throat,

I'll tell thee, thou doft evil.

LEji. Hear me, .recreant

;

On thine allegiance, hear me !

—
Since thou haft fought to make us break our vow,
(Which we durft never yet,) and, with ftrain'd pride,

To come between our fentence and our power,

(Which nor our nature nor our place can bear,)

Our potency made good, take thy reward.

Five days we do allot thee, for provision

To fhield thee from disafters of the world y

And, on the fixth, to turn thy hated back
Upon our kingdom : if, on the tenth day following,

Thy banifh'd trunk be found in our dominions.

The moment is thy death : Away 1 By Jupiter,

This (hall not be revoked.

Ken, Fare thee well, king: fith thus thou wilt appear.

Freedom lives hence, and banifhment is here, ^
The gods to their dear fhelter take thee, maid.

That juftly think'ft, and haft moft rightly faid ! _
And, you, large fpeechers, may your deeds approve
That good efFedls may fpring from words of love.—
Thus Kent, o princes, bids you all adieu ;

He'll lhape his old courfe in a country new. [Exit,

Re-enter Gloster, ivith France, Burgundy,
and Attendants,

Glo, Here's France and Burgundy, my noble lord.

LEji, My lord of Burgundy,

We firft addrefs towards you, who with this king
Hath rival'd for our daughter ; What, in the leaft.

Will you require in present dower with her.

Or ceafe your queft of love ?

** your large fpeechcs

^3
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Bur. Moft royal majefty,

I crave no more than hath your highnefs offer'd.

Nor will you tender lefs.

Lea. Right noble Burgun^fy,

When fhe was dear to us, we did hold her fo

;

But now her price is falTn : Sir, there fhe (lands;

Jf ought within that little, feeming, fubllance.

Or all of it, with our difpleasure piec'd.

And nothing more, may fitly like your grace.

She's there, and fhe is yours.

Bur, I know no anfwer.

Lea, Sir, Will you, with those infirmities fhe owes.

Unfriended, new-adopted to our hate,

Dower'd with our curfe, and flranger'd with our oath.

Take her, or leave her ?

Bur. Pardon me, royal fir,

Eledion makes not up on fuch conditions. [me,

L EA. Then leave her, fir ; for, by the power that made
I tell you all her wealth.— For you, great king,

J would not from your love make fuch a flray.

To match you where I hate ; therefore befeech you
To avert your liking a more worthier way,

Than on a v/retch whom nature is afham'd

Almoil to acknowledge hers.

Fra» This is moil flrange!

That fhe, who even but now was your bell obje£l,

The argument of your praise, balm of your age.

The befl, the dearefl ; fhould in this trice of time

Commit a thing fo monflrous, to difmantle

So many folds of favour ! Sure, her offence

Muft be of fuch unnatural degree,

That moniiers it : or your fore-VQuch'd aifeftion
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Fall'n into taint : which to believe of her,

Muft be a faith, that reason without miracle

Could never plant in me.

Cor. I yet befeech your majefty,

(If for I want that glib and oily art.

To fpeak and purpose not ; fince what I well intend,

ril do't before I fpeak) that you make known,
It is no vicious blot, murder, or foulnefs,

No unchaft adion, or difhonour'd Hep,

That hath deprived me of your grace and favour

:

But even the want of that, for which I am richer

;

A ftill-foliciting eye, and fuch a tongue

As r am glad I have not, though, not to have it.

Hath loft me in your liking.

Lea, Better thou had'll not been born,

Than not to have pleas'd me better.

Frj, Is it but this ? a tardinefs in nature,

Which often leaves the hillory unfpoke,

That it intends to do ? — My lord of Bungundy^

What fay you to the lady? Love's not love,

When it is mingl'd with regards, and (lands

Aloof from the entire point : ^a^, will you have her?

She is herfelf a dowry.

Bur. Royal Lear^

Give but that portion which ycurfelf propos'd.

And here I take Cordelia by the hand,

Dutchefs of Burgundy,

Lea. Nothing: t have fworn; I am firm.

BvR. I am forry then, you have fo loll: a father.

That you mull lose a husband.

Cor. Peace be with Burgundy !

Since that refpedls of fortune are his love,

even for want regards, that ftands

R 4



12 King Lear.

I fliall not be his wife.

Fra, Fairell CorMa, that art mofl rich, being poor

;

Moft choice, forfaken ; and mofl lov*d, defpis'd !

"^fhee and thy virtues here I feize upon :

Be it lawful, I take up what's call away.
Gods, gods ! 'tis ftrange, that from their cold'ft negled
My love fhould kindle to inflam'd refpedl..^

Thy dowerlefs daughter, king, thrown to my chance,

Js queen of us, of ours, and our fair France :

Not all the dukes of wat'rifh Burgundy

Can buy this unpriz'd precious maid of me .

Bid them farewel, Cordelia^ though unkind :

I'hou loseft here, a better where to find.

L EA. Thou haft her, France : let her be thine ; for we
Have no fuch daughter, nor fhall ever fee

That face of hers again Therefore be gone,

Without our grace, our love, our benizon.

Come, noble Burgundy.

[Flourijh. Exeunt Lear, Burgundy, Corn-
WAL, Albany, Gloster, and Attendants,

Fra, Bid farewel to your fifters.

Cqr. Ye jewels of our father, with wafh'd eyes

Cordelia leaves you : 1 know what you are ;

And, like a fifter, am moft loth to call

Your faults as they are nam'd. Use well our f^her :

To your profelTmg bosoms 1 commit him :

But yet, alas, ftood J within his grace,

J would prefer him to a better place.

So farewel to you both.

GoN, Prefcribe not us our duties.

flEG, Let your ftudy

Be, tQ content your lord ; who hath receiv'd you

The Jewels *<5 profcOcd
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As fortune's alms : You have obedience fcanted, [wanted.

And well are worth to leant the worth that you have

Cor, Time fhall unfold what plaited cunning hides.

Who cover'd faults at laft with ftiame derides.

Well may you profper !

Fra. Come, my fair Cordelia.

[Exeunt France, ^?WGor deli a,

GoN, Sifter, it is not a little I have to fay, of what

moft nearly appertains to us both. I think, our father

will hence to-night.

Reg, That's moft certain, and with you ; next month
with us.

GoN. YoM fee how full of changes his age is ; the

observation we have made of it hath not been little r

he always lov'd our fifter moft ; and with what poor

judgment he hath now caft her off, appears too grolly.

Reg, 'Tis the iniirmity of his age: yet he hath ever

but ilenderly known himielf.

G oN. The beft and foundeft of his time hath been but

ralh ; then muft we look to receive from his age not

alone the imperfections of long-ingrafted condition,

but, therewithal, the unruly waywardnefs that infirm

and cholerick years bring with them.

Reg, Such unconftant ftarts are we like to have from
him, as this of Rentes banifhment.

GoN, There is further compliment of leave-taking

between France and him. Pray you, let us fit together:

If our father carry authority, with fuch difpositions as

he bears, this laft furrender of his will but offend us.

Reg, We fhall further think on't.

GoN, Wemuftdofomething, andi'theheat. [Exeunt,

Fortunes 4 covers
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SCENE II. A Hall in the Earl ^/GloilerV Cajlle.

Enter Edmund.
Edm, Thou, nature, art my goddefs ; to thy law

My fervices are bound : Wherefore Ihould I

Stand in the plague of cuftom; and permit

The courtefy of nations to deprive me,
For that I am fome twelve or fourteen moon-fhines

Lag of a brother ? Why baftard ? Wherefore bafe ?

When my dimenfions are as well compadl.

My mind as generous, and my fhape as true.

As honefl madam's ifTue ? Why brand they us

With bafe ? with bafenefs ? baftardy ? bafe, bafe ?

Who, in the lufty llealth of nature, take

More composition and fierce quality,

Than doth, within a dull, ftale, tired bed.

Go to the creating a whole tribe of fops,

Got 'tween a/leep and wake ? — Well then.

Legitimate Edgar, I muft have your land :

Our father's love is to the baflard Edmund,

As to the legitimate : Fine word, legitimate

!

Well, my legitimate, if this letter fpeed,

And my invention thrive, Edmund the bafe

Shall top the legitimate. I grow ; I profper : —
Now, gods, fland up for ballards

!

Enter Gloster.
Gxo. A!V;//banifh'dihus! Andi^r^/z^r^in choler parted!

And the king gone to-night I fubfcrib'd his power!
Confin'd to exhibition ! All this done

Upon the gad ! — Edmund ! How now ? What news ?

Enu, So please your lordfhip, none.

Qlq. Why fo earneftly feek you to put up that letter J

7 curlofity *4 (hall tooth' le-
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Edm, I know no news, my lord.

Gio. What paper were you reading

?

Edm. Nothing, my lord.

Gzo. No ? What needed then that terrible difpatch

of it into your pocket? the quality of nothing hath not

fuch need to hide itfelf. Let's fee : Come, if it be nothing,

I fhall not need fpedacles.

Edm, I befeech you, fir, pardon me : it is a letter from

my brother, that I have not all o'er read ; for fo much
as I have perused, I find it not fit for your o'er-looking.

Glo. Give me the letter, fir.

Edm. I fhall offend, either to detain or give it. The
contents, as in part I underfland them, are to blame,

Gio. Let's fee, let's fee.

Edm, I hope, for my brother's juftification, he wrote

this but as an effay or talle of my virtue.

Glo. [reads'l This policy ^ and re^uerence of age, makes

the ivorld hitter to the beji of our times ; keeps ourfor-

tunesfrom us, ^till our oldnejs cannot relijh them. I begin

to find an idle andfond bondage in the opprejpon of aged

iyra7iny ; mjhich fiways, not as it hath po^er, hut as it

is fuffered. Come to ?ne, that of this I ?nay fpeak more.

If our father <would fkep Uill I ^ak^d him^ you jhould

enjoy half his re'venuefor e^ver, and Ivve the belo'ved of
your brother Edgar.

Hum—Confpiracy !
— ^S/^-^/ '//// / ^ak'd him,—you Jhould

enjoy half his re'venue,'"M.y fon Edgar I Had he a hand
to write this ? a heart and brain to breed it in ?_When
came this to you ? Who brought it ?

Edm, It was not brought me, my lord, there's the

cunning of it ; I found it thrown in ^t the casement of
piy closet.
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Glo, You know the chara6ler to be your brother's ?

Edm. If the r^atter were good, my lord, I durft fwear

it were his ; but, in refpeft of that, I would fain think

it were not.

Glo, It is his.

Edm. It is his hand, my lord ; but, I hope, his heart

is not in the contents.

Glo. Hath he never heretofore founded you in this

businefs ?

EvM. Never, my lord : But I have heard him oft

maintain it to be fit, that, fons at perfect age, and fa-

thers declining, the father ihould be as ward to the fon,

and the fon manage his revenue.

Glo. O villain, villain ! ~" His very opinion in the

letter
! —Abhorred villain! Unnatural, detefted, brutifii

villain ; worfe than brutifh !— Go, firrah, feek him ; I'll

apprehend him : Abominable villain ! Where is he ?

Edm. I do not well know, my lord. If it fliall please

you to fufpend your indignation againfl my brother,

'till you can derive from him better teftimony of his

intent, you fhould run a certain courfe ; where, if you
violently proceed againft him, miftaking his purpose,

it would make a great gap in your own honour, and

lhake in pieces the heart of his obedience. I dare pawn
down my life for him, that he hath writ this ta feel my
affedion to. your honour, and to no other pretence of

danger.

Glo. Think you fo?

Edm, If your honour judge it meet, I will place you
where you lhall hear us confer of this, and by an auri-

cular aflurance have your fatiffadlion ; and that without

any further delay than this very evening.
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do. He cannot be fuch a monfler.

Edm, Nor is not, Aire,

Gxo. To his father, that fo tenderly and intirely

lt)Ves him. Heaven and earth 1 — Edmmid, feek him out;

wind me into him, I pray you : frame the businefs after

your own wisdom : I would unftate myfelf, to be in a

due resolution.

Edm, I will feek him, fir, presently; convey the bu-

sinefs as I (hall find means, and acquaint you withal.

Glo. These late eclipfes in the fun and moon por-

tend no good to us : Though the wisdom of nature can

reason it thus and thus, yet nature finds itfelf fcourg'd

by the fequent efFedls : love cools, friend fhip falls off,

brothers divide : in cities, mutinies ; in countries, dif-

cord ; in palaces, treason ; and the bond crack'd be-

tween fon and father. This villain of mine comes under

the predidion ; there's fon againfl father: the king fails

from byas of nature ; there's father againil child. We
have fcen the bell of cur time: Machinations, hollow-

nefs, treachery, and all ruinous disorders, follow us dif-

quietly to our graves— Find out this villain, Edmund \

it fhall lose thee nothing ; do it carefully : _ And the

noble and true-hearted Kent banifli'd ! his offence, ho-

nefty! Strange, ftrange ! \Exit Gloster,
Edm, This is the excellent foppery of the world !

that, when we are fick in fortune, (often the furfeit of

our own behaviour) we make guilty of our disafters,

the fun> the moon, and the liars : as if we were villains

on necefiity ; fools, by heavenly cornpulfion ; knaves,

thieves, and trechers, by fpherical predominance; drun-

kards, liars, and adulterers, by an enforced obedience

of planetary influence ; and all that we are evil in, by
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a divine thrufting on: An admirable evasion of whore-
mafter man, to lay his goatifh difposition to the charge

of ftars ! My father compounded with my mother under

the dragon's tail ; and my nativity was under urfa ma-
jor\ fo that it follows, I am rough and letcherous :

— I

fhould have been that I am, had the maidenlielt ftar in

the firmament twinkl'd on my baftardizing.

Enter Edgar.
Edgar! Pat; He comes like the cataftrophe of the'*

**old comedy : My cue is villainous melancholy, with"
a figh like Tom o' Bedlam, O, these eclipfes do por-

tend these divisions 1

"

Edo, How no v^, brother Edmund? What ferious con -

templation are you in ?

Edm» I am thinking, brother, of a prediction I read

this other day, what fhould follow these eclipfes. ,

Edg. Do you busy yourfelf with that ?

Edm, I promise you, the eftedls he writes of fucceed

unhappily. When faw you my father lail ?

Edg. The night gone by.

Edm, Spake you with him ?

Edg. Ay, two hours together.

Edm, Parted you in good terms ? Found you no dif-

pleasure in him, by word, or countenance ?

Edg. None at all.

Edm. Bethink yourfelf, wherein you may have of-

fended him : and at my entreaty forbear his presence,'till

fome little time hath qualify'd the heat of his difplea-

fure; which at this inftant fo rageth in him, that without

the mifchief of your perfon it would fcarcely allay.

Edg, Some villain hath done me wrong.

Edm, That's my fear. I pray you, have a continent

*9 with the
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forbearance, 'till the fpeed of his rage goes flower; and,

as I fay, retire with me to my lodging, from whence I

will fitly bring you to hear my lord fpeak : Pray you,

go ; there's my =|= key :
— If you do ftir abroad, go

arm'd.

Edg. Arm'd, brother ?

Edm. Brother, I advise you to the bed; go arm'd ;

I am no honeft man, if there be any good meaning to-

wards you : I have told you what I have feen and heard,

but faintly ; nothing like the image and horror of it

:

Pray you, away.

Edg. Shall I hear from you anon ?

Edm, I do ferve you in this businefs.

\^Exzt Edgar.
A credulous father, and a brother noble.

Whose nature is fo far from doing harms.

That he fufpeds none ; on whose foolifh honefly

My practises ride easy !
— I fee the businefs. —

Let me, if not by birth, have lands by wit:

All with me's meet, that I can fafliion fit.

[Exit Edmund.

SCENE in. A Room in the Duke ^/Albany'/ Palace,

Enter GoNEKiL, and Steward.

Gov, Did my father llrike my gentleman for chi-

ding of his fool ?

Ste, Ay, madam.
Gou, By day and night ! he wrongs me ; every hour

He flaflies into one grofs crime or other.

That fets us all at odds : I'll not endure it

:

His knights grow riotous, and himfelf upbraids us

On every trifle:— When he returns from hunting,
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I will not rpeak with him ; fay, I am Tick :
—

Jf you come flack of former fervices,

You ftiall do well ; the fault of it I'll anfwer.

[Horns njoithint

Ste. He's coming, madam ; I hear him.

GoN, Put on what weary negligence you please,

You and your fellows ; I'd have it come to queftion :
—

If he diflike it, let him to my fifter,

Whose mind and mine, I know, in that are one.

Not to be over-rul'd. Idle old man.
That ftill would manage those authorities

That he hath given away ! Now, by my life,

Old fools are babes again ; and mull be us'd

With checks, not flatteries when they are feen abus'd.

Rem^ember what I have faid.

Ste. Very well, madam.
GoN. And let his knights have colder looks among

you ;
^

What grows of it, no matter ; advise your fellows fo :

I would breed from hence occasions, and I fliall,

That I may fpeak :
— I'll write flraight to my After,

To hold my very courfe ;
— Prepare for dinner.

[Exeuntfederally.

SCENE IV. Jn outer Hall in thefeme.

Enter Kent, difguis*d»

Ken. If but as well I other accents borrow.

That can my fpeech deface, my good intent

May carry through itfelf to that full iflue

For which I raz'd my likenefs. Now, banifli'd Kent,

If thou can'ft ferve where thou doft ftand condemn'd,

(So may it come!) thy mafter, whom thou lov'ft.

+ checkes as flat- defufe,
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Shall find thee full of labours. [Horns,

Enter Lear, Gentleman, KnightSy

and Attendants.

Lea, Let me not (lay a jot for dinner; go, get It ready,

\to an Attendanty njoho goes out*

How now, what art thou f

Ken, a man, fir. [with us ?

Lea. What doft thou profefs ? What would'ft thou

Ken. I do profefs to be no lefs than I feem ; to ferve

him truly, that will put me in truft ; to love him that

is honeft ; to converfe with him that is wise, and fays

little ; to fear judgment; to fight, when I cannot choose;

and to eat no fifh.

Lea, What art thou ? [the king.

Ken, a very honeft-hearted fellow, and as poor as

Lea. If thou be as poor for a fubje6l, as he is for a

king, thou art poor enough. What would'ft thou ?

Ken. Service.

Lea, Whom would'ft thou ferve ?

Ken. You.
Lea. Doft thou know me, fellow?

Ken. No, fir ; but you have that in your counte-

nance, which I would fain call mafter.

Lea. What's that ?

Ken, Authority.

Lea. What fervices can'ft thou do ?

Ken. I can keep honeft counfel, ride, run, mar a cu-

rious tale in telling it, and deliver a plain meffage blunt-

ly : that which ordinary men are fit for, I am qualify'd

in ; and the beft of me is diligence.

Lea. How old art thou ?

Ken. Not fo young, fir, to love a woman for fing-

VOL. IX. S
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ing; nor fo old, to dote on her for any thing : I have
years on my back forty eight.

Lea. Follow me ; thou fhalt ferve me ; if I like thee

no worfe after dinner, I will not part from thee yet

Dinner, ho, dinner !__Where's my knave, my fool ? Go
you, [to an AttendantP^ and call my fool hither: ^

Enter Steward.

You, you, firrah, w here's my daughter ?

Ste. So please you,~
Lea. What fays the fellow there? Call the clot-pole

back, Where's my fool? Flo, 1 think the world's

afleep.-^How now, where's that mungrel ?

Gen. He fays, my lord, your daughter is not well.

Lea, Why came not the Have back to me, when I

calPd him ?

Gen. Sir, he anfwer'd me in the rounded manner,

he would not.

Lea. He would not!

Gen. My lord, I know not what the matter is, but,

to my judgment, your highnefs is not entertained with

that ceremonious affe^lion as you were wont ; there's a

great abatement appears, as well in the general depen-

dants, as in the duke himfelf alfo, and your daughter.

Lea. Ha! fay 'ft thou fo ?

Gen. 1 befeech you, pardon me, my lord, if I be

miftaken ; for my duty cannot be filent, when I think

your highnefs is wrbng'd.

Lea. Thou but remember^li me of mine own con-

ception : I have perceived a moil faint negle^l of late ;

which I have rather blamed as mine own jealous cu-

riofity, than as a very pretence and purpose of unkind-

nefs : I will look further into't. ..^But where's my fool r
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I have not feen him this two days.

Gen. Since my young lady's going into Francey fir,

the fool hath much pined away.

Lea. No more of that; I have noted it—Go you, [^to

one Attendant.'] and tell my daughter, I would fpeak with

her.—Go you, \_to another] call hither my fool— O,
Re-enter Steward, brought back by

an Attendant.

you fir, you fir, come you hither : Who am I, fir ?

Ste. My lady's father.

Lea. My lady's father! my lord''S knave: You whor-
fon dog! you Have! you curl [don me.

Ste. I am none of this, my lord; I befeech you, par-

Lea, Do you bandy looks with me, you rafcal ?

Ste. ril not be llruck, my lord.

[in Pofture of defending himfelf

Ken. Nor tript neither; you bafe football-player.

[tripping up his Heels,

Lea. I thank thee, fellow; thou ferv'll me, and I'll

love thee.

Ken. Come, fir, arise, away ; I'll teach you differ-

ences ; away, away: If you will measure your lubber's

length again, tarry : but away : go to; Have you wis-

dom ? fo. [dri'ving him out.

Lea. Now, my friendly knave, I thank thee : there's

earnell of thy fervice. [gi'^^^g Kent Money.

Enter Fool.

Foo. Let me hire him too;— Here's my coxcomb,

[offering his Cap.

Lea, How now, my pretty knave? how doft thou.'

Foo. Sirrah, you were bell take my coxcomb,
A'^y. Why, fool ?
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Foo, Why ? For taking one's part that's out of fa-

vour : Nay, an thou can'll not fmile as the wind fits,

thou'lt catch cold Ihortly : there, take my coxcomb :

Why, this fellow has banilh'd two on's daughters, and
did the third a bleffing againft his will ; if thou follow

him, thou muft needs wear my coxcomb. — How now,
nuncle ? 'Would I had two coxcombs, and two daughters

!

Lea, Why, my boy?
Foo, If I gave them all my living, I'd keep my cox-

combs myfelf : There's "|~ mine ; beg another of thy

daughters.

Lea, Take heed, firrah ; the whip.

Foo^ Truth's a dog muft to kennel ; he muft be

whipt out, when the lady brach may ftand by the fire

and ftink.

Lea, a peftilent gall to me !

Foo. Sirrah, FU teach thee a fpeech.

Ken. Do.
Foo. Mark it, nuncle : —

Have more than thou ftioweft.

Speak lefs than thou knoweft,

Lend lefs than thou oweft.

Ride more than thou goeft.

Learn more than thou troweft,

Set lefs than thou throvveft ;

Leave thy drink and thy whore.

And keep in-a-door.

And thou ftialt have more
Than two tens to a fcore.

Ken. This is nothing, fool.

Foo. Then 'tis like the breath of an unfee'd lawyer;

you gave me nothing for't : _ Can you make no ufe of

'8 Lear, Do.
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^otlilng, nuncle ? [thing.

Lea. Why, no, boy ; nothing can be made out of no-

Foo. Pr'ythee, tell him, \to Kent] fo much the rent

of his land comes to ; he will not believe a fool.

Lea, A bitter fool !

Foo, Doll thou know the difference, nuncle, between
a bitter fool and a fweet fool?

Lea, No, lad ; teach me.
Foo. That lord, that counfePd thee

to give away thy land,

Come place him here by me,—
or do thou for him. ftand :

The fweet and bitter fool

will presently appear;

The one in motley here "]~,

the other found out there "j",

Lea, Dofl thou call me fool, boy?
Foo, All thy other titles thou hafl: given away; that

thou waft born with.

Ken, This is not altogether fool, my lord.

Foo. No, 'faith, lords and great men will not let me

;

if I had a monopoly out, they would have part on't

:

and ladies too, they will not let me have all fool to

myfelf; they'll be fnatching.—.Give me an egg, nuncle,

and I'll give thee two crowns.

Lea, What two crowns lhall they be ?

Foo, Why, after I have cut the egg i'th' middle,

and eat up the meat, the two crowns of the egg. When
thou cloveft thy crown in the middle, and gavell away
both parts, thou boreft thine afs on thy back over the

dirt : Thou had'ft little wit in thy bald crown, when
^hou gav'ft thy golden one away. If I fpeak like my-^

^ difl^erence my boy, be- ^3 lodes
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felf in this, let him be whipt that firfl finds it fo.

Fools had ne\r lejs grace in a year ; \,J^^gi^g*

for ivise men are grouonfoppijh ;

a7id kno^ not honjo their ^its to ^uoear^

their manners are fo apijh.

Lea, When were you wont to be fo full of fongs,

iirrah ?

Foo. I have used it, nuncle, ever fmce thou mad'fl

thy daughters thy mothers : for when thou gaveft them
the rod, and puteft down thine own breeches,

T'hen they for fudden joy did iveepy

and Ifor forro^ f'-^gi

that fiich a king Jhould play bo-peep^

and go the fool a?nong,

Pr'ythee, nuncle, keep a fchool-mafter that can teach

thy fool to lye ; I would fain learn to lye.

Lea. If you lye, firrah, we'll have you whipt.

Foo, I marvel, what kin thou and thy daughters

are : they'll have me whipt for fpeaking true, thou'lc

have me whipt for lying ; and, fometimes, I am whipt

for holding my peace. I had rather be any kind of

thing, than a fool : and yet I would not be thee, nun-

cle; thou haft pared thy wit o'both fides, and left no-

thing in the middle: Here comes one of the parings.

GoNERiL. [on?

Lea. How nov/, daughter ? what makes that frontlet

Methinks, you are too much of late i'the frown.

Foo. Thou waft a pretty fellow, when thou had'ft

no need to care for her frowning ; now thou art an

0 without a iigure : I am better than thou art now

;

1 am a fool, thou art nothing Yes, forfooth, [/i?GQn.]

I will hold T^Y ^P^^g^^i your face bids me, though
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you fay nothing. Mum, mum.
He that keeps nor cruft nor crum.

Weary of all, (liall want fome

That's a fnell'd peafcod. [to /henjuinghezx^

GoN. Not only, fir, this your all-licenc'd fool.

But other of your infolent retinue

Do hourly carp and quarrel ; breaking forth

In rank and not-to-be-endured riots. Sir,

I had thought, by making this well known unto you.

To have found a fafe redrefs ; but now grow fearful.

By what yourfelf too late have fpoke and done,

That you protedl this courfe, and put it on

By your allowance; which if you fhould, the fault

Would not 'fcape cenfure, nor the redrefles fleep

;

Which, in the tender of a wholefome weal.

Might in their working do you that offence,

Which elfe were fhame, that then neceffity

Will call difcreet proceeding.

Foo. For you trow, nuncle.

The hedge-fparrow fed the cuckoo fo long.

That it had it's head bit off by it's young

:

So, out went the candle, and we were left darkling.

LeuI. Are you our daughter?

GoN, Come, fir,

I would, you would make ufe of that good wisdom
Whereof I know you are fraught ; and put away
These difpositions, which of late tranfport you
From what you rightly are.

Foo. May not an afs know when the cart draws the

horfe ?—Whoop, Jug ! \ love thee.

Lea, Does any here know me?— This is not Lear:

Poes hmr walk thus ? fpeak thus Where are his eyes?
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Either his notion weakens, his discernirgs

Are lethargy'd,—Ha ! waking? 'Tis not fo

—

Who is it that can tell me who I am ?

Foo, Lear\ lhadow.

LieA. Your name, fair gentlewoman ?

Goat. This admiration, fir, is much o'the favour

Of other your new pranks. I do befeech you
To underfland my purposes aright

:

J'ou, as you are old and reverend, Ihould be wise :

Here do you keep a hundred knights and fquires

;

Men fo disorder'd, fo debauch'd, and bold.

That this our court, infeded with their manners.

Shews like a riotous inn : epicurism and lull

Make it more like a tavern, or a brothel.

Than a grac'd palace. The fhame itfelf doth fpeak

For inllant remedy : Be then desir'd

By her, that elfe will take the thing fhe begs,

A little to difquantity your train

;

And the remainder, that fliall ftill depend.

To be fuch men as may befort your age.

And know themfelves and you.

Lea, Darknefs and devils ! —
Saddle my horfes ; call my train together

Degenerate baftard ! I'll not trouble thee ;

Yet have I left a daughter. [rabble

Gov, You flrike my people; and your disorder'd

Make fervants of their betters.

Enter Albany. [come ?

L-EA, Woe, that too late repents,— O, fir, are you

Is it your will ? fpeak, fir— Prepare my horfes.

Ingratitude, thou marble-hearted fiend.

More hideous, when thou fhew'ft thee in a child.
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Than the fea-monfter

!

JLB, Pray, fir, be patient.

Lea. Detefted kite, [roGoneril.] thou ly'ft

:

My train are men of choice and rarell parts.

That all particulars of duty know;
And in the moft exadl regard fupport

The worfliips of their name. _ O moll fmall fault.

How ugly did ft thou in Cordelia fhew !

Which, like an engine, vvrench'd my frame of nature

From the fixt place ; drew from my heart all love.

And added to the gall. O Lear, Lear, Lear,

Beat at this gate, [Jiriking his Head^ that let thy folly in.

And thy dear judgment out! — Go, go, my people.

JLB, My lord, I am guiltlefs, as I am ignorant

Of what hath mov'd you.

Lea. It may be fo, my lord.—
Hear, nature! hear, dear goddefs ; hear a fatl)et!

Sufpend thy purpose, if thou didft intend

To make this creature fruitful I

Into her womb convey fterility ;

Dry up m her the organs of increafe ;

And from her derogate body never fpring

A babe to honour her! If fhe muft teem.

Create her child of fpleen ; that it may live.

And be a thwart difnatur'd torment to her

!

Let it ftamp wrinkles in her brow of youth ;

With cadent tears fret channels in her cheeks

;

Turn all her mother's pains, and benefits,

To laughter and contempt; that Ihe may feel

How lharper than a ferpent's tooth it is

To have a thanklefs child ! _ Away, away.
Jlb, Now, gods that we adore, whereof comes this?
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GoN, Never aiHi£l yourfelf to know the c^use 5

But let his difposition have that fcope

That dotage gives it.

Lea, What, fifty of my followers, at a clap!

Within a fortnight

!

Alb. What's the matter, fir ? [afham'd

Lea, ril tell thee;-- Life and death! [roGon.] I am
That thou haft power to fhake my manhood thus :

That these hot tears, which break from me perforce.

Should make thee worth them. Blafls and fogs upon thee \

The untented woundings of a father's curfe

Pierce every fenfe about thee !—. Old fond eyes,

Beweep this cause again, I'll pluck you out

;

And caft you, with the waters that you lose.

To temper clay.—.Hal is it come to this ?

Let it be fo : -_I have another daughter,

Who, I am fure, is kind and comfortable ;

When llie fhall hear this of thee, with her nails

She'll flea thy wolfifh visage. Thou (halt find.

That I'll resume the lhape which thou doft think

I have call off for ever ; thou (halt, I warrant thee.

[Exeunt Lear, Kent, Gen. and Ati.

GoN. Do you mark that, my lord ?

J LB, I cannot be fo partial, Gotierily

To the great love I bear you,

—

GoN. Pray you, content.—

What, Oswoald^ ho ! _
You, fir, more knave than fool, after your mafler.

Foo. N uncle L^^r, nuncleZ^^r, tarry, take the fool

with thee.—
A fox, when one has caught her.

And fuch a daughter.
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Should fare to the llaughter,

If my cap would buy a halter

;

So the fool follows after. \^Ex{t,

GoN. This man hath had good counfel : A hundred

*Tis politick, and fafe, to let him keep, [knights!

At point, a hundred knights- Yes, that on every dream,

Each buz, each fancy, each complaint, diflike.

He may enguard his dotage with their powers.

And hold our lives in mercy— Osivala, I fay ! —

.

JLB. Well, you may fear too far.

GoN. Safer than trull too far :

Let me ftill take away the harms I fear,

Not fear ftill to be taken. I know his heart:

What he hath uttered, I have writ my fifter

;

Jf ihe fuftain him and his hundred knights,

When I have fhew'd the unfitnefs,_«How now,
Enter Steward.

What, have you writ that letter to my fifler ?

Su. Ay, madam.
GoN. Take you fome company, and away to horfe:

Inform her full of my particular fear ;

And thereto add fuch reasons of your own,
As may compadl it more : S)0, get you gone ;

And haften your return. [Exit Ste.] No, no, my lord,

This milky gentlenefs, and courfe of yours.

Though I condemn it not, yet, under pardon.

You are much more at taflc for want of wisdom.
Than prais'd for harmful mildnefs.

JLB. How far your eyes may pierce, I cannot tell;

Striving to better, oft we mar what's well.

GoN. Nay, then —
Jlb. Well, well, the event, [Exeunt.
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S CENE V. Court before thefame.

Enter Lear, Kent, ^WFool.
Lea. Go you before to Glocefter with these letters:

acquaint my daughter no further with any thing you
know, than comes from her demand out of the letter: If

your diligence be not fpeedy, I fhall be there afore you.

Ken, I will not fleep, my lord, 'till I have delivered

your letter, \Exit Kent.
Foo, If a man's brains were in's heels, wer't not in

danger of kibes ?

,
Lea. Ay, boy. [flip-lhod.

Too, Then, I pr'ythee, be merry ; thy wit (hall not go
Lea, Ha, ha, ha.

Foo. Shalt fee, thy other daughter will use thee

kindly : for tliough (he's as like this, as a crab is like

an apple, yet I can tell what I can tell.

Lea, What can'll tell, boy ?

Foo, She'll taile as like this, as a crab does to a crab.

Thou can'lt tell why one's nose Hands i'the middle of

one's face ?

Lea, No.
Foo, Why, to keep one's eyes on either lide one's

nose ; that w^hat a man cannot fmell out, he may fpy

into.

Lea. I did her wrong :

Foo. Can'll tell how an oifler makes his Ihell ?

Lea. No. [houfe.

Foo, Nor I neither; but I can tell why a fnail has a

Lea. Why.?
Foo. Why, to put his head in ; not to give it away

to his daughters, and leave his horns without a cafe*

*3 fide his nofe
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Lea, I will forget my nature. So kind a father ! —
Be my horfes ready ?

Foo, Thy afles are gone about 'em. The reason why
the feven ftars are no more than feven, is a pretty reason.

Lea, Because they are not eight ?

Foo. Yes, indeed : Thou would'ft make a good fool.

Lea. To take it again perforce, —-Monfter, ingrati-

tude !

Foo, If thou vvert my fool, nuncle, Pd have thee

beaten for being old before thy time.

Lea, How's that? [hadft been wise.

Foo. Thou fhould'll not have been old, 'till thou

Lea, O, let me not be mad, not mad, fweet heaven!

Keep me in temper ; I would not be mad !

Enter Gentleman.

How now ! Are the horfes ready ?

Gen. Ready, my lord.

Lea. Come, boy. [^.v^//7.v Lear, Gentleman.
Foo, She that is a maid now, and laughs at my de-

parture.

Shall not be a maid long, unlefs things be cut fhorter.

\_to the Audience, as he goes out.

Acr II.

SCENE I. J Room in GloflerV Ca/IIe.

Enter E D \: u n d , and C u R a n , meeting.

Edm. Save thee, Quran.

Cur. And you, fir. I have been with your father;

and given him notice, that the duke of Cornnval, and

Regan his dutchefs, will be here with him to-night.
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Edm, Hov/ conies that ?

Cur, Nay, I know not : You have heard of the new9
abroad ; I mean, the whifper'd ones, for they are yet

but ear-kiffing arguments ?

Edm, Not I; Pray you, what are they ?

Cur. Have you heard of no likely wars toward,

'twixt the dukes of Corneal and Albany ?

Edm. Not a word.

Cur, You may do then, in time. Fare you well, fir.

\_Exit Cur AN.

Edm, The duke be here to-night? The better! Bell!

This weaves itfelf perforce into my businefs!

My father hath fet guard to take my brother ;

And 1 have one thing, of a queazy queflion.

Which I muft ad :_-_Briefnefs, and fortune, work !—

.

Brother, a word, defcend ; brother, I fay;

Enter Edgar.
My father watches :

— O fir, fty this place ;

Intelligence is given where you are hid

;

You have now the good advantage of the night :

—
Have you not fpoken 'gainft the duke of Comujal?
He's coming hither; now, i'the night, i'the hafte,

And Regan with him ; Have you nothing faid

Upon his party 'gainft the duke of Jlba?iy F
Advise yourfelf.

Edg. I am fure on't, not a word.

Edm, I hear my father coming,--Pardon me

;

In cunning, I mull draw my fword upon you :

Draw; Seem to defend yourfelf: Now quit you well.

Yield ; come before my father ; — Ijght, ho, here ! —
Fly, brother; torches, torches Edg.] fo, farewe^

.Some blood drawn on me would beget opinion
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Of my more fierce endeavour : I have feen drunkards

Do more than this *|" in fport._-22)J!??, father, father!

Stop, flop ! No help ?

Enter G l o s t e r , and Ser'va?its njoith torches *

Glo. Now, Edmund, where's the villain ?

Edm. Here flood he in the dark, his lharp fvvord out,

Mumbling of wicked charms, conjuring the moon
To (land his aufpicious miftrefs :

—
Glo, But where is he ?

Edm, Look, fir, I bleed.

Glo, Where is the villain, Edtnund? [could—
Edm, Fled this "f way, fir. When by no means he
Glo, Purfue him, ho ; go after.— ^er^ant.'\ By

no means what?
Edm, Perfuade me to the murder of your lordihip;

But that I told him, the revenging gods
'Gainfl parricides did all their thunders bend ;

Spoke, with how manifold and ftrong a bond
The child was bound to the father; — Sir, in fine.

Seeing how lothly opposite I Hood
To his unnatural purpose, in fell motion,

With his prepared fword, he charges home
My unprovided body, lanc'd mine arm :

But when he faw my beft alarum'd fpirits,

Bold in the quarrel's right, rouz'd to the encounter;

Or whether 'galled by the noise 1 made,—
But fuddenly he fled.

Glo, Let him fly far;

Not in this land fhall he remain uncaught

;

And, found, difpatch'd : The noble duke my mailer.

My worthy arch and patron, comes to-night ;

By his authority 1 will proclaim it.

*3 lancht 30 found
;
difpatch, the.
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That he, which finds him, lhall deserve our thanks.

Bringing the murderous coward to the ftake

;

He, that conceals him, death.

Edm, When I difluaded him from his intent.

And found him pight to do it, with curfl fpeech

I threatened to difcover him : He reply'd,

^hou unfossejjing hajiard^ doji thou thinky

If 1 nx)ouldJiand againji ihee, could the reposure

Of any trufty 'virtue^ or worthy in thee

Make thy ivordsfaith''d? No: ^hat 1Jhould deny^

(As this I njoculd\ ay, though thou didji produce

My "very charaSler) ivould turn it all

^0 thy fuggefion, plot, and dam^ied praSlice :

And thou muji make a dullard of the ^orldy

If they not thought the profits of ?ny death

Were 'very pregnant and potentialfpurs

To make theefeek it.

Glo, Strong and fallen'd villain ! \T'ru?npets nvithin.

Would he deny his letter, faid he never got him.

—

Hark, the duke's trumpets ! I know not why he comes
All ports ril bar ; the villain lhall not fcape ;

The duke muft grant me that: befides, his pidure

I will fend far and near, that all the kingdom
May have due note of him : and of my land,

Loyal and natural boy, I'll work the means
To make thee capable. \FlouriJh»

Enter Cornwal, Regan, and Attendants.

Cor. How now, my noble friend? fince I came hither,

(Which I can call but now) I have heard ftrange news.

Reg. If it be true, all vengeance comes too fhort.

Which can purfue the offender. How does ray lord ?

Gio. O, madam, my old heart is crack'd, is crack'd !

chara£ler, ide turne
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Reg, What, did my father's godfbn feek your life?

He whom my father nam'd ? your Edgar ?

Glo, O, lady, lady, (hame would have it hid 1

R E G , Was he not companion with the riotous knights

That tend upon my father?

Glo, I know not, madam:
It is too bad, too bad.

£dm. Yes, madam, he was.

Reg. No marvel then, though he were ill afFeded;

'Tis they have put him on the old man's death.

To have the expence and wafte of his revenues.

I have this present evening from my fifter

Been Vi^ell inform'd of them ; and with fuch cautions,

That, if they come to fojourn at my houfe,

ril not be there.

Cor. Nor I, afTure thee, Regan,^
Edmund^ I hear that you have Ihewn your father

A child-like office.

Edm, 'Twas my duty, fir.

Gio. He did bewray his pradife ; and receiv'd

This hurt you fee, ftriving to apprehend him.

Co?.. Is he purfu'd ?

Gio. Ay, my good lord.

Co J?. If he be taken, he fhall never more
Be fear'd of doing harm : make your own purpose

How in my ftrength you please— For you, Edmund^
Whose virtue and obedience doth this inftant

So much commend itfelf, you fhall be ours;

Natures of fuch deep truft we fhall much need ;

You we firft feize on.

Edu.\ (hall ferve you, fir,

Truly, however elfe.

5 ten*l^5

Vol. IX, T
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Glo» For him I thank your grace.

CoR» You know not why we came to visit you,~"

Reg, Thus out of feason ; threading dark-ey'd night.

Occasions, noble Glofler, of fome price,

Wherein we muft have ufe of your advices

:

Our father he hath writ, fo hath our filler,

Of differences, which I beft thought it fit

To anfwer from our home ; the feveral meffengers

From hence attend difpatch. Our good old friend.

Lay comforts to your bosom ; and beftow

Your needful counfel to our businefs.

Which craves the inftant ufe.

Glo, I ferve you, madam :

Your graces are right welcome. [^Exeunt,

S CENE II. Before the Caftle,

Enter Kent, and Steward, ?neeting,

Ste. Good even to thee, friend : Art of the houfe ?

Ken. Ay.

Ste, , Where may we fet our horfes ?

Ken, r th' mire.

Ste, Pr'ythee, if thou love me, tell me.

Ken, I love thee not.

Ste. Why, then I care not for thee.

Ken, If I had thee in Lipfbury pinfold, I would make
thee care for me.

Ste- Why doll thou use me thus ? I know thee not.

Ken, Fellow, I know thee.

Ste, What doll thou know me for ?

Ken, a knave, a rafcal, an eater of broken meats ; a

bafe, proud, lhallow, beggarly, three-fuited, hundred-

pound, filthy worlled-llocking knave ; a lilly-liver'd.

5 advice^



King Lear. 39

a6lion taking knave ; a whorfon glafs-gazing, fuper-fer-

viceablcj finical rogue ; one-trunk-inheriting flave ; one

that would'ft be a bawd, in way of good fervice, and art

nothing but the composition of a knave, beggar, coward,

pandar, and the fon and heir of a mungrel bitch : one
whom I will beat into clamorous whining, if thou deny'ft

the leaft fy liable of thy addition.

Ste. Why, what a monftrous fellow art thou, thus to

rail on one, that is neither known ofthee, nor knows thee?

Ken, What a brazen-fac'd varlet art thou, to deny
thou knoweil me ? fs it two days, fince I tript up thy

heels, and beat thee, before the king ? Draw, you rogue

:

for, though it be night, the moon fhines ; I'll make a fop

o'the moon-fhine of you: Draw, you whorfon cullionly

barber-monger, draw.

Ste, Away ; I have nothing to do with thee.

Ken. Draw, you rafcal : you come with letters againft

the king ; and take vanity, the puppet's, part, againll the

royalty, her father : Draw, you rogue, or Til fo carbo-

nado your fhanks : draw, you rafcal ; come your ways.

Ste, Help, ho ! murther ! help 1

Ken. Strike, you flave; ftand, rogue; (land, you neat

Have, ilrike.

Ste. Help, ho ! murther, murther

!

Enter Edmund, ^ith his S'word dra^n ;

CoRNWAL, Regan, Gloster,
and Ser-vants.

Edm. How now ? What's the matter? Part.

Ken. With you, goodman boy, if you please ; come,

ril fleih you; come on, young mailer.

Geo. Weapons ! arms ! What's the matter here ?

Cqr. Keep peace, upon your lives;

'9 royalty of her

T !t
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He dies, that ftrikes again : What is the matter ?

Reg. The meffengers from our Mer and the king-.

Cor. What is your difference ? fpeak.

Ste. I am fcarce in breath, my lord.

Ken. No marvet, you have fo beftir'd your valour*

You cowardly rafcal, nature difclaims in thee

;

A tailor made thee.

Cor. Thou art a ftrange fellow

:

A tailor make a man ?

Ken. Ay, a tailor, fir: a ftone-cutter, or a painter^

could not have made him fo ill, though they had been

but two years o'the trade.

Cor. Speak yet, how grew your quarrel ?

Ste. This ancient ruffian, fir, whose life I have fpar'd

At fuit of his grey beard,—

Ken. Thou whorfon zed ! thou unnecelTary letter !^
My lord, if you will give me leave, I will tread this un-

bolted villain into mortar, and daub the wall of a jake*

with him—Spare my grey beard, you wag- tail }

Cor, Peace, firrah

:

You beaflly knave, know you no reverence ?

Ken. Yes, fir; but anger has a priviledge.

Cor. Why art thou angry ?

Ken. That fuch a flave as this fhould wear a fword.

Who wears no honefly. Such fmiling rogues as these.

Like rats, oft bite the holy cords atwain

Which are too intrince to unloofe : footh every pafSon
That in the nature of their lords rebels

;

Bring oil to fire, fnow to the colder moods

:

Renege, affirm, and turn their halcyon beaks

With every gale and vary of their mafters

;

SjCi knowing nought, like dogs, but following. —

«7 fmooth *8 natures—rebcll
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A plague upon your eplleptick visage

!

Smile you my fpeeches, as I were a fool ?

Goofe, if I had you upon Sarum plain,

rd drive you cackling home to Camelot.

Cor, What, art thou mad, old fellow ?

Glo, How fell you out? fay that.

Ken. No contraries hold more antipathy,

Than I and fuch a knave. [fault ?

Cor, Why doll thou call him knave? What is his

Ken, His countenance likes me not. [hers.

Cor. No more, perchance, does mine, nor his, nor

Ken, Sir, 'tis my occupation to be plain ;

I have feen better fac€s in my time.

Than (lands on any flioulder that I fee ^

Before me at this inftant.

Cor, This is feme fellow.

Who, having been prais'd for bluntnefs, doth affed

A fancy roughnefs ; and conftrains the garb,

Quite from his nature: He cannot flatter, he,—
An honeft mind and plain,— he muft fpeak truth :

An they will take it, fo; if not, he's plain.

These kind of knaves I know, which in this plainne&

Harbour more craft, and more corrupter ends,

Than twenty filly ducking obfervants.

That ftretch their duties nicely.

Ken, Sir, in good faith, in fmcere verity.

Under the allowance of your grand afpefl.

Whose influence, like the wreath of radiant fire

On flickering Phochus* front,—

Cor, What mean'ft by this }

Ken, To go out of my dialed, which you difcom-

Jwnd fo much. I know, fir, I am no flatterer : he that

T $
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beguird you, in a plain accent, was a plain knave ; which,'

for my part, I will not be, though I Ihould win your dil-

pleasure to entreat me to it.

Cor, What was the offence you gave him ?

Ste. I never gave him any :

It pleas'd the king his mafter, very late,

To ftrike at me, upon his mifconftrudion ;

When he, conjunct, and flattering his difpleasure,

Tript me behind; being down, infulted, rail'd.

And put upon him fuch a deal of man.
That worthy'd him, got praises of the king

For him attempting who was felf-fubdu'd

;

And, in the flefhment of this dread exploit, .

Drew on me here again.

Ken, None of these rogues, and cowards,

But Jjax is their fool.

Cor. Fetch forth the flocks.

—

You flubborn ancient knave, you unreverent braggart.

We'll teach you

:

Ken. Sir, I am too old to learn :

Call not your flocks for me : I ferve the king

;

On whose employment I was fent to you

:

You fhall do fmall refpedl, fhow too bold malice

Againfl the grace and perfon of my mailer.

Stocking his meiTenger.

Cor. Fetch forth the flocks :—
As I have life and honour, there fhall he fit 'till noon.

Reg. 'Till noon ! 'till night, my lord ; and all night too.

Ken. Why, madam, if I were your father's dog.

You fhould not use me fo.

Reg. Sir, being his knave, I will. [Stocks brought out.

C or, This is a fellow of the felf-fame colour
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Our filler fpeaks of : — Come, bring away tlie ftocks,

Glo, Let me befeech your grace not to do fo :

His fault is much, and the good king his mafter

Will check him for't : your purpos'd low correftion

Is fuch, as bafeft and contemned*ft wretches.

For pilferings and moft common trefpaffes,

Are punifh'd with : the king muft take it ill.

That he's fo flightly valu'd in his meffenger.

Should have him thus reftrain'd.

Cor, I'll anfwer that.

Reg, My fifter may receive it much more worfe,

To have her gentleman abus'd, afTaulted,

For following her affairs Put in his legs.—.

Come, my lord; away.

\_Exeunt Cor. Reg. Edm. Ste. and Ser.

Glo. I am forry for thee, friend; 'tis the duke's plea-

sure,

Whose difposition, all the world well knows,
Will not be rub'd, nor ftopt : Fll entreat for thee, [hard ;

Ken, Pray, do not, fir : I have watch'd, and travel'd

Some time I ftiall fleep out, the reft Fll whiftle.

A good man's fortune may grow out at heels

:

Give you good morrow !

Glo, The duke's to blame in this ; 'twill be ill taken.

\^Exu Gloster.
Ken, Good king, that muft approve the common faw

!

Thou out of heaven's benediction com'ft

To the warm fun.

Approach, thou beacon to this under globe.

That by thy comfortable beams I may
Peruse this "]~ letter :

— Nothing almoft fees miracles,

But misery :
— I know, 'tis from Cordelia ;

5 and temneft

T 4
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Who hath moft fortunately been inform'd

Of my obfcured courfe ; and fliall find time
From this enormous ftate, feeking to give

Lofles their remedies. All weary and o'er-watch'd.

Take vantage, heavy eyes, not to behold
This fliameful lodging.

Fortune, good night ; fmile once more, turn thy wheel

!

Enter E p G a R , at a Dijiance.

Edg. I heard myfelf proclaimed

;

And, by the happy hollow of a tree,

Efcap'd the hunt. No port is free ; no place.

That guard, and moft unusual vigilance.

Does not attend my taking. While I may 'fcape,

1 will preserve myfelf : and am bethought

To take the bafeft and moft pooreft fhape

7'hat ever penury, in contempt of man,
Brought near to beaft : my face Til grime with filth

;

Blanket my loins ; elf all my hair with knots

;

And with presented nakednefs out-face

The winds, and perfecutions of the fky.

The country gives me proof and precedent

Of Bedlam beggars, who, with roaring voices.

Strike in their numb'd and mortify'd bare arms
Pins, wooden pricks, nails, fprigs of rosemary

;

And with this horrible objedl, from low farms.

Poor pelting villages, fheep-cotes, and mills,

Sometime with lunatick bans, fometime with prayers.

Enforce their charity :
— Poor Turlygood! poor Tom !

—
That's fomething yet ; Edgar I nothing am. \Exit.

Enter Leah, Fool, and Gentleman.
'Tis ftrange, that they fliould fo depart from

home,
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And not fend back my mefTenger.

Gen^ As I learn'd,

The night before there was no purpose in thenpi

Of this remove.

Ken, Hail to thee, noble mailer!

Lea^ Ha ! Mak'fl thou this fhame thy paftime ?

Ken. No, my lord.

Foo. Ha, ha; look, he wears crewel garters! Horfes

are ty'd by the heads ; dogs, and bears, by the neck

;

monkics by the loins, and men by the legs: when a man
is over-lufty at legs, then he wears wooden nether flocks.

Lea. What's he, that hathfo much thy place miilook

To fet thee here ?

Ken, It is both he and flie,

Your fon and daughter.

Lea. No.
Ken, Yes.

Lea, No, I fay.

Ken, 'Bnt I fay, yea.

Lea, By Jupiter, I fwear, no.

Ken, By Juno y I fwear, ay.

Lea, They durfl not do't

;

They could not, would not do't ; 'tis worfe than murder.
To do upon refpeft fuch violent outrage :

Resolve me, with all modell hafle, which way
Thou might'ft deserve, or they impose, this usage.

Coming from us.

Ken, My lord, when at their home
I did commend your highnefs' letters to them,
Ere I was risen from the place that fhevv'd

My duty kneeling, came there a reeking poll,

Stew'd in his haile, half breathlefs, panting forth,
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From Goneril his miftrefs, falutation ;

Deliver'd letters, Ipight of intermifTion,

Which presently they read : on whose contents,

They fummon'd up their meiny, ftraight took horfe

;

Commanded me to follow, and attend

The leisure of their anfwer ; gave me cold looks

:

And meeting here the other melTenger,

Whose welcome, I perceiv'd, had poison'd mine,

(Being the very fellow that of late

Difplay'd fo fawcily againft your highnefs)

Having more man than wit about me, 31 drew

;

He rais'd the houfe with loud and coward cries :

Your fon and daughter found this trefpafs worth
The fhame which here it fufFers. [way,

Fdo, Winter's not gone yet, if the wild geefe fly that

Fathers, that wear rags,

Do make their children blind

;

But fathers, that bear bags,

Shall fee their children kind.

Fortune, that arrant whore.

Ne'er turns the key to the poor.

But, for all this, thou fhalt have as many dolors from thy

dear daughters, as thou can'ft tell in a year.

Lea, O, how this mother fvvells up toward my heart

!

Hyfterka pajfto ! down, thou climbing forrow.

Thy element's below!—Where is this daughter?

Kei^, With the earl, fir, here within.

Lea. Follow me not, ftay here. \Exit,

Gen. Made you no more offence than what you fpeak -

of?

Ken. None.
How chance the king comes with fo fmall a train ?

** for thy 45 Hiprica
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Foo, An thou had'ft been fet I'the flocks for that

queftion, thou had*ft well deserv'd it.

Ken. Why, fool ?

Foo, We'll fet thee to fchool to an ant, to teach thee

there's no labouring in the winter. All that follow their

noses are led by their eyes, but blind men; and there's

not a nose among twenty, but can fmell him that's

ftinking. Let go thy hold, when a great wheel runs

down a hill, left it break thy neck with following it ;

but the great one that goes upward, let him draw thee

after. When a wise man gives thee better counfel, give

me mine again : I would have none but knaves follow

it, fince a fool gives it.

That fir, that ferves for gain,

And follows but for form,

Will pack, when it 'gins rain,

And leave thee in the florm.

But T will tarry, the fool will Hay,

And let the wise man fly

:

The fool turns knave, that runs away

;

The fool no knave, perdy.

KtN. Where learn'd you this, fool ?

Foo. Not i' the flocks, fool.

Re-enter Lear, <with Gloster.
Lea. Deny to fpeak with me? They are fick, they are

weary.

They have travel'd hard to night? Meer fetches;

The images of revolt and flying off!

Fetch me a better anfvver.

Glo. My dear lord.

You know the fiery quality of the duke

;

How unremoveable and iixt he is

»^ begins to raine *® knave turnes foolc
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In his own courfe.

Lea. Vengeance, plague, death, confusion!

Fiery ? what quality? Why, Glojier, Glojier^

rd fpeak with the duke of Cornnval, and his wife.

Glo, Well, my good lord, I have inform'd them fo.

L BA. Inform'd them ! Doll thou underftand me, man ?

Glo, Ay, my good lord. [father

Lea, The king would fpeak Corneal; the dear

Would with his daughter fpeak, commands her fervice:

Are they inform'd of this ? My breath and blood !

Fiery ? the fiery duke?— Tell the hot duke, that""

No, but not yet ; may be, he is not well

:

Infirmity doth flill negle6l all ofHce

Whereto our health is bound ; we are not ourfelves.

When nature, being oppreft, commands the mind
To fuffer with the body : I'll forbear;

And am fallen out with my more headier will.

To take the indifpos'd and fickly fit

For the found man. Death on my ftate! wherefore

Should he fit here ? This ad perfuades me,
That this remotion of the duke and her

Is practice only. Give me my fervant forth

:

Go, tell the duke and his wife, I'd fpeak with them,

Now, presently ; bid them come forth and hear me.
Or at their chamber door I'll beat the drum,
'Till it cry, Sleep to death,

Glo, rd have all well betwixt you. \^Ex{t,

Lea, O me, my heart! my rising heart !~but, down.

Foo, Cry to it, nuncle, as the cockney did to the

eels, when fhe put' 'em i'the pafte alive ; fhe knapt 'em

p'th' coxcombs with a ftick, and cry'd, Down^ iManions^,

itioiAjn; 'Twas her brother, that, in pure kindnefs to his
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horfe, butter'd his hay.

Re-enter Gloster, nvith Cornwal, Regan,
and Ser<vants,

Lea. Good morrow to you both.

Cor, Hail to your grace. [Kent is fet at Liberty.

Reg, I am glad to fee your highnefs.

Lea* Regan, I think you are; I know what reason

1 have to think fo : if thou fhould'ft not be glad,

I would divorce me from thy mother's tomb,

Sepulch'ring an adult'refs. — O, are you free ?

Some other time for that— Beloved Regan,

Thy filler's naught : O Regan, (he hath ty'd

Sharp-tooth'd unkindnefs, like a vulture, "j* here,"^

1 can fcarce fpeak to thee; thou'lt not believe.

Of how deprav'd a quality— O Regan !

Reg, I pray you, fir, take patience ; I have hope,

You lefs know how to value her desert.

Than Ihe to fcant her duty.

Lea, How is that ?

Reg, I cannot think, my fifter in the leaft

Would fail her obligation : If, fir, perchance.

She have reftrain'd the riots of your followers,

'Tis on fuch ground, and to fuch wholefome end.

As clears her from all blame.

Lea. My curfes on her 1

Reg. O, fir, you are old

;

Nature in you Hands on the very verge

Of her confine : you fhould be rul'd^ and led

By fome difcretion, that discerns your Hate

Better than you yourfelf : Therefore, I pray you
That to our fifter you do make return;

Say, you have vvrong'd her, fir.
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Lea, Afic her forgivenefs ?

Do you but mark how this becomes the houfe ;

Dear daughter, I confefs that I am old
;

Age is unnece£'ary : an my knees I beg.

That youHl ^ouchjafe me raiment, bed, andfood,
Reg, Good fir, no more; these are unfightly tricks:

Return you to my filler.

Lea, Never, Regan :

She hath abated me of half my train ;

Look'd black upon me ; Urook me with her tongue,

Moft ferpent-like, upon the very heart

:

All the ftor'd vengeances of heaven fall

On her ingrateful top ! Strike her young bones.

You taking airs, with lamenefs

!

Cor. Fie, fir, fie. [mes
Lea, You nimble lightnings, dart your blinding fla-

Into her fcornful eyes 1 Tnfed her beauty,

You fen-fuck'd fogs, drawn by the powerful fun,

O, fall, and blaft her pride !

Reg. O the bleft gods!

So will you wifh on me, when the rafli mood is on.

Lea. No, Regan, thoa flialt never have my curfe

;

Thy tender-hefted nature fhall not give

Thee o*er to harlhnefs ; her eyes are fierce, but thine

Do comfort, and not burn : 'Tis not in thee

To grudge my pleasures, to cut off my train.

To bandy hafty words, to fcanc my fcizes.

And, in conclusion, to oppose the bolt

Againft my coming in : thou better know'ft

The offices of nature, bond of childhood,

EiFedls of courtefy, dues of gratitude ;

Thy half o'the kingdom hall thou not forgot,

#
«9 To fall
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Wherein I thee endow'd.

Reg. Good fir, to the purpose. [Trumpet within*

Lea. Who put my man i'the ftocks ?

Cor. What trumpet's that?

Enter Steward,

Reg, I know't, my filler's : this approves her letter.

That Ihe would foon be here.—'s your lady come ?

Lea. This is a flave, whose easy-borrow'd pride

Dwells in the fickle grace of her he follows : —
Out, varlet, from my fight.

Cor. What means your grace ?

Enter Goneril. [hope

Lea, Who flock'd my fervant? Regan, I have good
Thou did'fl not know on't.—Who comes here? Ohea-
Jf you do love old men, if your fweet fway [vens>

Allow obedience, if yourfelves are old.

Make it your cause ; fend down, and take my part ?

Art not a{ham'd to look upon this beard ?

O, Regan, wilt thou take her by the hand ? [ded ?

GoN, Why not by the hand, fir? How have I ofFen-

All's not offence, that indifcretion finds,

And dotage terms fo.

Lea. O, fides, you are too tough !

Will you yet hold ?—How came my man i'the flocks ?

Cor. I fet him there, fir: but his own disorders

Deserv'd much lefs advancement.
Lea. You ? did you ?

Reg. I pray you, father, being weak, feem fo.

If, 'till the expiration of your month.
You will return and fojourn with my filler,

Difmiffmg half your train, come then to me;
I am nov/ from home^ and out of that provision
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Which ftiall be needful for your entertainment.

Lea, Return to her, and fifty men difmifT'df

No, rather I abjure all roofs, and choose
To wage againft the enmity of the air

;

To be a comrade with the wolf and owl,

Neceflity's lharp pinch Return with her?
Why, the hot-blooded France, that dowerlefs took

Our youngeft born, I could as well be brought
To knee his throne, and, fquire-like, penfion beg
To keep bafe life a-foot; — Return with her?

Perfuade me rather to be flave and fumpter

To this
"I"

detefled groom.
GoN. At your choice, fir.

Lea. I pr'ythee, daughter, do not make me mad

;

T will not trouble thee, my child ; farewel

;

We'll no more meet, no more fee one another:—
But yet thou art my flefh, my blood, my daughter;

Or, rather, a disease that's in my flefh.

Which I muft needs call mine : thou art a bile,

A plague-fore, an emboffed carbuncle, ^

In my corrupted blood. But Til not chide thee

;

Let ihame come when it will, I do not call it:

I do not bid the thunder-bearer fhoot,

Nor tell tales of thee to high-judgingyo'z^^.*

Mend, when thou can'ft ; be better, at thy leisure :

I can be patient; I can ftay with Regan^

I, and my hundred knights.

Reg, Not altogether fo, fir;^

J look'd not for you yet, nor am provided

For your fit welcome : Give ear, fir, to my fifter

;

For those that mingle reason with your paffion,

l^uft be content to think you old, and fo—
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But Ihe knows what (he does.

Lea. Is this well fpoken ?

Reg, 1 dare avouch it, fir: What, fifty followers?

Is it not well? What Ihould you need of more?
Yea, or fo many ? fith that both charge and danger

Speak 'gainft fo great a number ? How, in one houfe.

Should many people, under two commands,
Hold amity? 'Tis hard ; almoft impoflible. [ance

GoN, Why might not you, my lord, receive attend-

From. those that flie calls fervants, or from mine ? [you,

Reg. Why not, my lord? Ifthen they chanc'd to flack

We could controul them : If you will come to me,
(For now I fpy a danger) I intreat you

To bring but five and twenty; to no more
Will I give place, or notice.

Lea, I gave you all

;

Reg. And in good time you gave it.

Lea. Made you my guardians, my depositaries >

But kept a reservation to be followed

With fuch a number: What, muft I come to you
W^ith five and twenty, Regan F faid you fo ?

Reg, And fpeak it again, my lord ; no more with me.
Lea, Those wicked creatures yet do look well-fa-

vour'd.

When others are more wicked, not being the worll

Stands in fome rank of praise: — I'll go with thee;
'] hy fifty yet doth double five and twenty,

And thou art twice her love.

GoN, Hear me, my lord ;

What need you five and twenty, ten, or five.

To follow in a houfe, where twice fo many
Have a command to tend you ?

*3 V. Netct

Vol, IX U
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Reg. What need one ?

Lea, O, reason not the need : our bafeft beggars
Are in the pooreft thing fuperfluous

:

Allow not nature more than nature needs,

Man's life is cheap as beaft's : thou art a lady;

If only to go warm were gorgeous,

Why, nature needs not what thou gorgeous wear'll,

Which fcarcely keeps thee warm But, for true need.

You heavens, give me that patience, patience 1 need

!

You fee me here, you gods, a poor old man.
As full of grief as age ; wretched in both ;

If it be you that ftir these daughters* hearts

Againft their father, fool me not fo much
To bear it tamely ; touch me with noble anger !

O, let not women's weapons, water-drops,

Stain my man's cheeks !_No, you unnatural hags,

I will have fuch revenges on you both,

That all the world fnall,— I will do fuch things,—'

What they are, yet 1 know not; but they fhall be

The terrors of the earth. You think, I'll weep :

No, I'll not weep ; I have full cause of weeping ;

But This heart fhall break into a thousand flaws.

Or ere I'll weep :—.0, fool, I fhall go mad.

[Exeunt Lear, Gloster, Kent, Gentleman,
and Fool. Storm heard at a Diftance,

Cor, Let us withdraw, 'twill be a llorm.

Reg. This houfe

Is little ; the old man and his people cannot

Be well beftow'd.

GoN, 'Tis his own blame ; Ije hath put

Himfelf from reft, and muft needs tafte his folly.

Reg, For his particular, I'll receive him gladly.
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But not one follower.

GoN. So am I purpos'd.

Where is my lord of Glojler ?

Re-enter Gloster.
Cor, FollowM the old man forth:— he is returned.

Glo. The king is in high rage.

Cor. Whither is he going ?

Glo. He calls to horfe ; but will I know not whither*

Cor. 'Tis beft to give him way ; he leads himfelf.

GoN, My lord, entreat him by no means to flay.

Glo. Alack, the night comes on, and the high winds

Do forely ruftle ; for many miles about

There's fcarce a bufh.

Reg, O, fir, to wilful men,
The injuries, that they themfelves procure,

Muft be their fchoolmafters : Shut up your doors ;

He is attended with a defperate train ;

And what they may incenfe him to, being apt

To have his ear abus'd, wisdom bids fear.

Cor. Shut up your doors, my lord; 'tis a wild night;

My Regan counfels well : come out o'the ftorm. [^Exeunt,

Acr III.

SCENE I. A Heath.

A Storm, nvith Thunder and Lightning.

Enter Kent, and Gentleman, meeting,

KEfJ. What's here, befide foul weather?

Gen. One minded like the weather, moil unquietly.

Ken. I know you; Where's the king ?

Gen. Contending with the fretful element:

U 2
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Bids the wind blow the earth into the fea,

Or fwell the curled waters 'bove the main,

That things might change, or ceafe : tears his white hairj

Which the impetuous blafts, with eyelefs rage,

Catch in their fory, and make nothing of:

Strives in his little world of man to out-fcorn

The to-and-fro-conflifting wind and rain.

This night, wherein the cub-drawn bear would couch.

The lion and the belly-pinched wolf

Keep their fur dry, unbonneted he runs,

And bids what will take all.

Ken. But who is with him ?

Gen, None but the fool who labours to out-jefl

His heart-ftrook injuries.

Ken, Sir, I do know you

;

And dare, upon the warrant of my art,

Commend a dear thing to you. There is division^

Although as yet the face of it is cover'd

With mutual cunning, 'twixt Albany and Cornival

:

Who have (as who have not, that their great ftars

Throne and fet high ?) fervants, who feem no lefs ;

Which are to France the fpies and fpeculations

Intelligent of our ftate: what hath been feen.

Either in fnulFs and packings of the dukes

;

Or the hard rein which both of them have born

Againft the old kind king ; or fomething deeper.

Whereof, perchance, these are but furni(hing3;—
But, true it is, from France there comes a power
Into this fcattcr'd kingdom ; who already,

Wise in our negligence, have fecret foot

In fome of our beft ports, and are at point

To (hew their open banner. Now to you

;

Thron'd 3«> feet
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If on my credit you dare build fo far

To make your fpeed to Do^uer^ you fhall find

Some that will thank you, making juft report

Of how unnatural and bemadding forrow

The king hath cause to plain. I am a gentleman.

Of blood and breeding ; and, from fome knowledge and
AfTurance of gou, offer this office to you.

Gen, I will talk further with you.

Ken, No, do not.

For confirmation that I am much more
Than my out wall, open this =j= purfe, and take

What it contains * If you fhall fee Cordelia^

(As fear not but you fhall) fhew her this ring ;

And fhe will tell you who your fellow is

That yet you do not know. Fie on this ilorm

!

I will go feek the king.

Gen. Give me your hand.

Have you no more to fay ?

Ken. Few words, but, to efFeft, more than all yet ;

That, when we have found the king, (in which, your pain

That
"I"

way ; I'll this) he that firft lights on him,

Holla the other. \Exeunt federally

.

S CENE II. Jnot^er Part of the Heath. Storm fill.

Enter Lear, and ¥oo\.

Lea. Blow, winds, and crack your cheeks ! rage ! blow

!

You catarads, and hurricanoes, fpout

^Till you have drench'd our fleeples, drownM the cocks

!

You {"Sulphurous and thought-executing fires,

Vant-couriers of oak-cleaving thunder-bolts.

Singe my white head 1 And thou all-fhaking thunder,

Strike flat the thick rotundity of the world I
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Crack nature's molds ; all germens fpill at once,

That make ingrateful man !

Foo. O nuncle, court holy-water in a dry houfe is

better than this rain-water out oMoor. Good nuncle, in ;

alk thy daughters blefling; here's a night pitties neither

wise men i^or fools.

Li.^, Rumble thy belly full ! Spit, fire ! Spout, rain !

Nor rain, wind, thunder, fire, are my daughters

:

I tax not you, you elements, with unkindnefs,

I never gave you kingdom, calPd you children.

You owe me no fubfcription ; then let fall

Your horrible pleasure ; here I ftand, your flave,

A poor, infirm, weak, and defpis'd old man :
—

But yet I call you fervile minifters.

That will with two pernicious daughters join

Your high-engender'd battles, 'gainft a head

So old and white as "f this. O, o, 'tis foul!

Fco, He that has a houfe to put's head in, has a good

head -piece. [j^"g^*

The cod piece, that ivill houses

before the head as any :

the head and he pall louse ;
—

JO beggars marry many,

The man that makes his toe

uohat he his heart Jhould make,

Jhall of a corn cry^ njooe,

and turn hisfeep to njoake.

*-for there was never yet fair woman but fhe made
mouths in a glafs.

Enter Kent.
L-EA. No, I will be the pattern of all patience,

I will fay nothing.
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Ken, Who's there

?

Foo. Marry, here's grace, and a cod-piece ; that's,

a wise man, and a fool.

Kkn. Alas, fir, are you here? things that love night,

Love not fuch nights as these ; the wrathful fkies

Gallovv the very wanderers of the dark,

And make them keep their caves : Since I was man.
Such Iheets of fire» fuch burfts of horrid thunder.

Such groans of roaring wind and rain, I never

Remember to have heard : man's nature cannot carry

7'he affliction, nor the fear.

Lea. Let the great gods,

That keep this dreadful thund'ring o'er our heads.

Find out their enemies now. Tremble, thou wretch.

That haft within thee undivulged crimes,

Unwhipt of juftice : Hide thee, thou bloody hand ;

Thou perjur'd, and thou fimular man of virtue

That art inceftuous : Caitiff, to pieces fhake.

That under covert and convenient feeming

Haft praCliPd on man's life : Clofe-pent-up guilts.

Rive your concealing continents, and cry

These dreadful fummoners grace. I am a man,
More fin'd againft, than finning.

Ken, Alack, bare-headed!

Gracious my lord, hard by here is a hovel ;

Some friendlliip will it lend you 'gainft the tempeftj

Repose you there : while I to this hard houfe

(More hard than is the ftone whereof 'tis rais'd

;

Which even but now, demanding after you,

Deny'd me to come in) return, and force

Their fcanted courtefy.

IjEa. My wits begin to turn,«-
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Come on, my boy : How doft, my boy ? Art cold ?

I am cold my felf.—Where is this ftraw, my fellow ?

The art of our neceflities is flrange.

That can make vile things precious. Come, your hovel.—

Poor fool and knave, I have one part in my heart

That's forry yet for thee.

Foo* He that has a Utile tiny w//,— [fi^i^^
n.mth hey^ hoy the nxiind and the rain ~

mvji make content ivith hisfortunes ft ;

for the rain it raineth e^very day*

Lea, True, my good boy Come, bring us to this

hovel. [Exeunt Lear, andY^i£.YiT

.

Foo, This is a brave night to cool a courtezan,

ril fpeak a prophecy ere I go :

Wlien priells are more in word than matter;

When brewers mar their malt with water ;

When nobles are their tailors' tutors

;

No hereticks burn'd, but wenches' fuitors

:

When every cafe in law is right

;

No fquire in debt, nor no poor knight

;

When {landers do not live in tongues

;

Nor cut-purfes come not to throngs

;

When usurers tell their gold i'the field ;

And bawds, and whores, do churches build;-*

Then ihall the realm of Albion

Come to great confusion :
—

T'hen comes the time, who lives to fee't.

That going ihall be us'd with feet.

This prophecy Merlin (hall make;
For I tio live before his time. \Extt,

SCENE IIL J Room in Glofler'j CafU,
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Enter Gloster, /^WEdmund.
Olo. Alack, alack, Edrnwid, I like not this unnatural

dealing : When I desired their leave that I might pity

him, they took from me the ufe of mine own houfe ;

charged me, on pain of perpetual difpleasure, neither

to fpeak of him, intreat for him, nor any way fuftain

him.

Edm, Moft favage, and unnatural

!

Gio. Go to; fay you nothing: There is division be-

tween the dukes ; and a worfe matter than that : I have

received a letter this night ; 'tis dangerous to be fpoken;

I have lock'd the letter in my closet: these injuries the

king now bears will be revenged home ; there is part

of a power already footed : we muft incline to the king;

I will feek him, and privily relieve him : go you, and
maintain talk with the duke, that my charity be not of

him perceived ; if he afk for me, I am ill, and gone to

bed : if I dje for it, as no lefs is threaten'd me, the king

my old mailer muft be relieved. There is fome Grange

thing toward Edmund \ pray you, be careful. [Exit*

Edm. This courtefy, forbid thee, fliall the duke
Inftantly know ; and of that letter too :

—
This feems a fair deserving, and muft draw me
That which my father loses ; no lefs than all

;

The younger rises, when the old doth fall. [Exit,

SCENE IV. Jnot^er Part of the Heath ;

a Ho'vel upon it. Storm JiilL Enter Kent,
Lear, and Fool.

Keh, Here is the place,my lord; good my lord, enter:

The tyranny of the open night's too rough
For nature to endure.
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Lea, Let me alone.

Ken, Good my lord, enter here.

Lea. Wilt break my heart ?

Ken. I had rather break mine own : Good my lord,

enter. [ftorm

Lea. Thou think'ft 'tis much, that this contentious

Invades us to the fkin : fo 'tis to thee

;

But where the greater malady is fixt.

The lefler is fcarce felt. Thou'dft Ihun a bear;

But if thy flight lay toward the raging fea, [free,

Thou'dft meet the bear i'the mouth. When the mind's
The body's delicate : the tempeft in my mind
Doth from my fenfes take all feeling elfe,

Save what beats there. Filial ingratitude !

Is it not as this mouth Ihould tear this hand,

For lifting food to't ? •— But I will punifli home :
—

No, I will weep no more. — In fuch a night

To fhut me out ! "~ Pour on ; I will endure :

In fuch a night as this ! O Regauy Goneril,

Your old kind father, whose frank heart gave all,—

O, that way madnefs lies ; let me fliun that

;

No more of that,

Ken. Good my lord, enter here.

Lea. Pr'ythee, go in thyfelf ; feek thine own ease

;

This tempeil: will not give me leave to ponder
On things would hurt me more. But I'll go in : —
In, boy

;
go firft.—You houselefs poverty, — [fleep

—

Nay, get thee in. \^Exit Fool,] I'll pray, and then 1*11

Poor naked wretches, wherefoe'er you are,

That 'bide the pelting of this pitilefs llorm.

How fhall your houselefs heads, and unfed fides,

Your loop'd and vvindow'd raggednefs, defend you
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From feasons fuch as these ? O, I have ta'en

Too little care of this ! Take physick, pomp ;

Expose thyfelf to feel what wretches feel

;

That thou may'ft (liake the fuperflux to them,

And ihew the heavens more juft. [Poor Torn!

Edg. [fwithin,'] Fathom and half, fathom and half

:

Fool runs out from the Ho^eL
Foo. Come not in here, nuncle, here's a fpirit; help

me, help me

!

Ken, Give me thy hand. — Who's there ?

Foo, A fpirit, a fpirit ; he fays, his name's poor 7'om,

Ken, What art thou that doil grumble there i'the

Come forth. [ftraw ?

Enter Edgar, difguis^d like a Wadman,
Edg, Away ! the foul fiend follows me !

—
Through the fharp hauthorn blows the cold wind.—

Humph ! go to thy cold bed, and warm thee.

Lea, Did'ft thou give all to thy daughters ? And art

thou come to this ?

Edg, Who gives any thing to poor I'om ? whoin the

foul fiend hath led through fire and through flame,

through ford and whirl-pool, over bog and quag-mire;
that hath lay'd knives under his pillow, and halters in

his pue ; fet rats-bane by his porridge ; made him
proud of heart, to ride on a bay trotting horfe over
four-inch'd bridges, to courfe his own fhadow for a
traitor —Blefs thy five wits ! Tom^s a cold : O, do, de, de,

do, do, do : Blefs thee from whirl-winds, ftar-blafting,

and taking! Do poor ZW;^ fome charity, whom the foul

fiend vexes: There could I have him now, and there,

and there again, and there. [pafs ?

Lea, What, have his daughters brought him to this
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Could*fl: thou fave nothing ? Did'ft thou give them all ?

Foo, Nay, he reserved a blanket, elfe we had been
all lhamed.

Lea. Now, all the plagues, that in the pendulous air

Hang fated o'er men's faults, light on thy daughters 1

Ken. He hath no daughters, fir.

Lea. Death, traitor ! nothing could have fubdu'd na-

ture

To fuch a lownefs, but his unkind daughters.—
Is it the fafhion, that difcarded fathers

Should have thus little mercy on their flefh ?

Judicious punifhment ! 'twas this flefh begot

Those pelican daughters.

Edg. Pilicock fat on Pilicock hill ; —Haloo, loo, loo.

Foo, This cold night will turn us all to fools and
madmen.

Edg, Take heed of the foul liend : Obey thy parents;

keep thy word julHy ; fvvear not; commit not with man's
fworn fpouse ; fet not thy fweet heart on proud array:—
Torns a-cold.

Lea. What haft thou been ?

Edg. a ferving-man, proud in heart and mind ;

that curl'd my hair, wore glov^es in my cap, ferv'd

the luft of my miftrefs's heart, and did the ad of dark-

iiefs with her : fwore as many oaths as I fpake words,

and broke them in the fweet face of heaven : one, that

llept on the contriving of luft, and wak'd to do it

:

Wine lov'd I deeply ; dice dearly ; and in woman, out-

paramour'd the Turk : Falfe of heart, light of ear, bloo-

dy of hand ; Hog in floth, fox in ftealth, wolf in gree-

dinefs, dog in madnefs, lion in prey. Let not the crea-

king of fhoes, nor the ruftling of filks, betray thy pooi'

*7 flept in ths
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heart to woman : Keep thy foot out of brothels, thy

hand out of plackets, thy pen from lenders* books, and

defy the foul fiend. _ Still through the hauthorn blows

the cold wind. — Ha ! 7ienni ; dolphin, my boy, my boy,

JeJJe'y let him trot by.

Lea. Thou wert better in thy grave, than to anfwer

with thy uncovered body this extremity of the fkies

—

Is man no more than this ? Confider him well : Thou
ow'ft the worm no filk, the beaft no hide, the (heep

no wool, the cat no perfume : Ha ! here's three on's

are fophifticated ! -_Thou art the thing itfelf : unac-

commodated man is no more but fuch a poor, bare,

> forked animal as thou art. — Off, off, you lendings ; —
come, unbutton here, [tearing off' his Cloaths ; Kent and

the FoolJiri^e to hinder him.

Foo. Pr'ythee, nuncle, be contented ; 'tis a naughty

night to fwim in— Now a little fire in a wild field

were like an old letcher's heart ; a fmall fpark, all the

reft of 's body cold—Look, here comes a walking fire.

Enter Gloster, njoith a Torch,

Edg, This is the foul fiend F/iherdegihhet begins

at curfeu, and walks 'till the firft cock ; he gives the

web and the pin, fquints the eye, and makes the hare-

lip; mildews the white wheat, and hurts the poor crea-

ture of earth.

St Withold footed thrice the wold ;

He met the night-mare, and her nine-fold ;

Bid her alight,

And her troth plight.

And, Aroint thee, witch, aroint thee!

KEif, How fares your grace ?

Lea. What's he?
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Ken, Who's there? What is't you feek ?

Glo, What are you there ? Your names ?

Edg, Poor Tom\ that eats the fwimming frog, the

toad, the tad- pole, the wall-newt, and the vvater-nelDt;

that in the fury of his heart, when the foul fiend rages,

eats cow-dung for fallets, fwallows the old rat and the

ditch-dog, drinks the green mantle of the ftanding

pool ; who is whipt from tything to tything, and ftock-

punifh'd, and imprisoned ; who hath had three fuits to

his back, fix fhirts to his body, horfe to ride, and wea-

pon to wear,"-

But mice, and rats, and fuch fmall deer.

Have been Tojns food for feven long year.

Beware my follower Peace, Smolkin ; peace, thou fiend.

Glo. What, hath your grace no better company ?

Edg, The prince of darknefs is a gentleman ;

Modo he's call'd, and Mahu.
Glo, Our flefh and blood, my lord, is grown fo vile,

That it doth hate what gets it.

Edg, Poor Tom^s a-cold.

Glo, Go in with me; my duty cannot fufFer

To obey in all your daughters' hard commands

:

Though their injundion be to bar my doors,

And let this tyrannous night take hold upon you ;

Yet have I ventured to come feek you out.

And bring you where both fire and food is ready.

Lej4, Firft let me talk with this philofopher :

—

What is the cause of thunder?

Ken, Good my lord, take his offer;

Go into the houfe.

L EA, I'll talka word with this fame learned Theban:^
What is your ftudy ?
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ED(i, How to prevent the fiend, and to kill vermine.

Lea. Let me afk you one word in private.

Ken, Importune him once more to go, my lord.

His wits begin to unfettle.

Gio. Can'ft thou blame him ?

His daughters feek his death :
— Ah, that good Ktnt

!

He faid, it would be thus: Poor banilh'd man! ~
Thou fay'ft, the king grows mad ; I'll tell thee, friend,

I am almoll mad myfelf: I had a fon.

Now out-law'd from my blood, he fought my life.

But lately, very late ; I lov'd him, friend,—

No father his fon dearer ; true to tell thee.

The grief hath craz'd my wits. What a night's this ?—
I do befeech your grace,

—

Lea, O, cry you mercy
Noble philofopher, your company.
Edg, Tom's a-cold.

Glo, In, fellow, there, to the hovel ; keep thee warm.
Lea. Come, let's in all.

Ken, This way, my lord.

Lea, With him ;

I wiU keep Hill with my philofopher. [low.

Ken, Good my lord, footh him ; let him take the fel-

Glo, Take him you on.

Ken, On, firrah ; go with us.

Lea, Comt^ gooA Jthenian,

Glo, No words, no words ; hufli.

£dg. Child Rowland to the dark tower come,

His word was ftill,

—

Fie^fo, andfumy
If7nell the blood of a Britifh man. [Exeunt,

^ there^ into th* *5 Sirra, come on, go along with
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SCENE V. J Room in GlollerV Cafile.

Enter Cornvval, «W Edmund.
Cor. I will have my revenge, ere J depart his houfe.

Edm, How, my lord, I may be cenfur'd, that nature

thus gives way to loyalty, fomething fears me to think

of.

Cor* I now perceive, it was not altogether your bro-

ther's evil difposition made him feek his death ; but a

provoking merit, fet a'work by a reproveable badnefs

in himfelf.

Edm, How malicious is my fortune, that T muft re-

repent to be juft ! This =j= is the letter he fpoke of, which
approves him an intelligent party to the advantages of

France. O heavens ! that this treason were not, or not I

the deteftor!

Cor, Go with me to the dutchefs.

Edm, If the matter of this paper be certain, you have

mighty businefs in hand.

Cor. True, or falfe, it hath made thee earl of Glof-

ter. Seek out where thy father is, that he may be ready

for our apprehenfion.

Edm. " If I find him comforting the king, it will'*

"ftulr his fufpicion more fully.'' _1 will perfevere in

my courfe of loyalty, though the conflicl be fore be-

tween that and my blood.

QoR, I will lay truft upon thee ; and thou ihalt find

a dearer father in my love. [Exeunt,

SCENE VI, A Room in fame

of the out- luildings of the Cajlle, Enter Gloster, Lear,
K^NT, Fool, and Edgar.
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Olo. Here is better than the open air; take It thank-

fully : I will piece out the comfort with what addition

I can : I will not be long from you.

Ken, All the power of his wits hath given way to

his impatience : The gods reward your kindnefs I

[Exit Gloster.
Edg, Frateretto calls me; and tells me, Nero is an

angler in the lake of darknefs. Pray innocent, and be-

ware the foul fiend.

Foo, Pr'ythee, nuncle, tell me, whether a madman
be a gentleman, or a yeoman ?

Lej, a king, a king.

Foo, No ; he's a yeoman, that has a gentleman to his

fon : for he's a mad yeoman, that fees his fon a gentle-

man before him.

Lea. To have a thousand with red burning fpits

Come hizzing in upon them :

Edg, The foul fiend bites my back.

Foo. He's mad, that trufts in the tamenefs of a wolf,

a horfe's health, a boy's love, or a whore's oath.

Lea. It lhall be done, I will arraign them ftraight:—

Come, fit thou here, moft learned jufticer [^d? Edgar.

Thou, fapient fir, [to the FooL] fit here.—Now, you Ihe

foxes

!

Edg. Look, where he fiiands and glares ! — Wantefl
thou eyes at trial, madam ?

Come o'er the hoorne^ BefTy, to me : [finging^

Foo* Her boat hath a leaky

andJhe 7nufi not /peak

nvhy Jhe dares not come o'ver fo thee.

Edg, The foul fiend haunts poor 7'f:m in the voice of

a nightingale. Hop-dance cvicshn To?ns belly for two white

^* Jnflice, ^7 broomf

Vol. IX. X
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herring. Croak not, black angel ; I have no food for thee^

Ken. How do'you, fir ? Stand you not fo amaz'd :

Will you lye down and reft upon the cufhions ?

L ril fee their trial lirft ; Bring in the evidence—
Thou robed man of juftice, [/oEdg.] take thy place

And thou, his yoke- fellow of equity, \jo tht FooL
Bench by his fide :—you are of the commiffion, [//jKent.

Sit you too-.

Edg, Let us deal juftly. [J^^gs.

Sleepeji, or ^ivakeft thoUy jollyJhepherd?

thy Jheep be in the corn ;^

andfor one hlaft of thy ?ninikin mouthy

thy Jheep Jhall take no harm^

Pur ! the cat is grey.

Lea* Arraign her firft ; 'tis GoneriL I here take my
oath before this honourable aflembly, Ihe kick'd the

poor king her father.

Foo, Come hither, miftrefs ; Is your name Goneril?

Lej, She cannot deny it.

Foo. Cry you mercy, I took you for a joint-ftool.

L EA, And here's another, whose warpt looks proclaim

What ftore her heart is made on :
— Stop her there !

Arms, arms, fvvo4-d, fire! Corruption in the place !

Falfe jufticer, why haft tliou let her 'fcape ?

Edg, Blefs thy five wits

!

Ken, O pity 1 — Sir, where is the patience now.
That ycu fo oft have boafted to retain ?

Edg. My tears begin to take his part fo much,"
They'll mar my counterfeiting."

Lea. The little dogs and all,

Tray, Blanch, and Suueet-heart, fee, they bark at me.
Edg. T&m will throw his head at them ; —. Avauat,.
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you curs

!

Be thy ftiouth or black or white,

Tooth that poisons if it bite ;

MaftifF, grey-hound, mungrel grim,

Hound, or fpaniel, brach, or lym.

Or bob-tail tight, or trundle-tail

;

Tom will make them weep and wail

:

For, with throwing thus my head,

Dogs leap the hatch, and all are fled.

Do, <aOj de^ de, &c. \_fi^iging.

Come, miarch to wakes and fairs, and market-towns

*^Poor Tom^ thy horn is dry."

Then let them anatomize Regan, fee what
breeds about her heart: Is there any cause in nature,

that makes these hard hearts ? — You, fir, [to Edg.] I

entertain you for one of my hundred; only, 1 do' not

like the fafhion of your garments : you will fay, they

are Perjtan \ but let them be changed.

Kzi^. Now, good my lord, lye here, and refl a while.

[^pointing to a mean Couch,

Lea. Make no noise, make no noise ; draw the cur-

tains j fo, fo, fo : We'll go to fupper in the morning

:

So, fo, fo.

FoD, And ril go to bed at noon.

Re-enter QtiuOZT^-^, [mafler ?

Gio. Come hither, friend ; Where is the king my
Ken, Here, fir; but trouble him not, his wits are gone.

Gio, Good friend, 1 pr'ythee take him in thy arms;

I have o'er-heard a plot of death upon him :

There is a litter ready ; lay him in't.

And drive toward Dover, friend, where thou fhalt meet
Both welcome and protedion. Take up thy mailer :

5 or Hym



72 King Lear.

If thou fhould*ft dally half an hour, his life.

With thine, and all that offer to defend him.
Stand in aflured lofs : Take up, take up ;

And follow me, that will to fome provision

Give thee quick condudl.

Ken, Oppreff'd nature fleeps :
—

This reft might yet have balm'd thy broken fenfes,

Which, if convenience will not allow.

Stand in hard cure. — Come, help to bear thy mafter

;

Thou [to theFooL'\ muft not ftay behind.

Gzo. Come, come, away, [^jc^-^/^z KenTjGloster*
and the Fool, bearing o^Lear.

EnG, When we our betters fee bearing our woes.
We fcarcely think our miseries our foes.

Who alone fufFers, fuffers moft i'the mind ;

.

Leaving free things, and happy fhows, behind

:

But then the mind much fufferance doth o'er-fkip.

When grief hath mates, and bearing fellowlhip.

How light and portable my pain feems now.
When that, which makes me bend, makes the king bow;
He childed, as I father'd I Tom^ away :

Mark the high noises ; and thyfelf bewray,

When falfe opinion, whose wrong thought defiles thee.

In thy juft proof, repeals, and reconciles thee.

What will hap more to-night ?—"Safe 'fcape the king!—
Lurk, lurk. [Exit,

S CENE VII. A Room in the Caftle.

Enter Cornwal, Regan, Goneril, Edmund,
and Ser'vants,

Cor. Poft fpeedily to my lord your husband ; fliew

him this
=f=

letter : the army of France is landed ;^Seek

7 finewcs *3 thoughts defile
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out the villain GloJIer, [Exeunt fome of the Servants.

Reg. Hang him inftantly.

GoN, Pluck out his eyes.

Cor. Leave him to my difpleasure.— Edmund^ keep

you our fifter company ; the revenges we are bound to

take upon your traitorous father, are not fit for your be-

holding. Advise the duke, where you are going, to a

moft feftinate preparation ; we are bound to the like.

Our pofts fhall be fwift in intelligence betwixt us. —

.

Farewel, dear lifter ; ^ farewel, my lord of Gkjler* —

.

Enter Steward.

How now ? Where's the king ?

Ste, My lord of Glofter hath convey'd him hence

:

Some five or fix and thirty of his knights,

Hot queftrifts after him, met him at gate;

Who, with fome other of the lord's dependants,

Are gone with him towards Dover \ where they boaft

To have well-armed friends.

Cor. Get horfes for your miftrefs.

GoN. Farewel, fweet lord, and fifter.

[Exeunt GoNERiL, Edmund, Steward,

Cor. Edmund, farewel— Go, feek the traitor Glojiery

Pinion him like a thief, bring him before us :—
[Exeunt other Ser'vaitts.

Though well we may not pafs upon his life

Without the form ofjuftice ; yet our power
Shall do a courtefy to our wrath, which men
May blame, but not controul Who's there ? The traitor ?

Re-enter Servant njuith Gloster, Prisoner.

Reg, Ingrateful fox! 'tis he.

Cor, Bind faft his corky arms. [confider

Qio. What mean your graces ? «. Good my friends,

9 fwift and m--^

X5
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You are my gueds : do me no foul play, friends.

Cor, Bind him, I fay.

Reg. Hard, hard:— O filthy traitor!

Glo. Unmerciful lady as you are, lam none, [find^

Cor, To this chair bind him -. — Villain, thou flialt

Glo, By the kind gods, 'tis moft ignobly done
To pluck me by the beard.

Reg, So white, and fuch a traitor!

Glo, Naughty lady,

These hairs, which thou doft ravifh from my chin,

Will quicken, and accuse thee : I am your holl

;

With robbers' hands, my hofpitable favours

You (hould not rufRe thus. What will you do.?

Cor. Come, fir, what letters had you late from France?

Reg, Be fimple-anfwer'd, for we know the truth.

Cor. And what confederacy have you with the traitors

Late footed in the kingdom ? [king ?

Reg, To whose hands have you fent the lunatick

Speak.

Glo, I have a letter gueffingly fet down,
Which came from one that's of a neutral heart,

And not from one oppos'd.

Cor, Cunning.
Reg, And falfe.

Cor, Where haft thou fent the king .?

Glo. To Do'ver,

Reg. Wherefore to Do^er?
Waft thou not charg'd at peril ?

—
Cor. Wherefore to Dover ?^

Let him iirft anfwer that.

Glo, i am ty'd to the ftake,

And 1 rnuft ftand the courfe.
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R EG . Wherefore to Do^er ?

Glo, Becaufe I would not fee thy cruel nails

Pluck out his poor old eyes; nor thy fierce lifter

In his anointed flefh ftick boarifh phangs.

The Tea, with fuch a ftorm as his bare head

In hell-black night endurM, would have buoy'd up.

And quenched the ftelled fires : yet, poor old heart,

He holp the heavens to rage.

If wolves had at thy gate howPd that dearn time.

Thou fhould'li have faid, Good porUr^ turn the key :

All cruels elfe fubfcrib'd :
— But I fhall fee

The winged vengeance overtake fuch children, [chair:—

Cor. See it (halt thou never : _ Fellows, hold the

Upon these eyes of thine Til fet my foot.

[Giofter IS held donjon in his Chair ^ ^hile Corn-
wal plucks out one of his Eyes, andJiamps on it.

Glo. He, that vyill think to live 'till he be old.

Give me fome help : 0 cruel ! O ye gods !

Reg, One fide will mock another ; th' other too.

Cor. If you fee vengeance,

—

1 . iS. Hold your hand, my lord :

I have ferv'd you ever fince 1 was a child

;

But better fervice have I never done you.

Than now to bid you hold.

Reg. How now, you dog ?

I. S. If you did wear a beard upon your chin,

I'd fhake it on this quarrel : What do you mean ?

CoR. My villain ! [Dra^s, and runs at hinu

I* tS. Nay,thencomeon5andtakethechanceofanger.
\I)ra^s too, and theyfight..

Reg. Give me thy fword ;—A peasant ftand up thus

?

[^fmtcbes a S^wordfrom an Jtt: andfabs hint.

X4
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X. S, O, I am flain !_My lord, you have one eye left

To fee fome mifchief on him :
— O I [^dies.

Cor, Left it fee more, prevent it Out, vile jelly !

\_dajhing Glofter'j other Eye to the Ground,

Where is thy luftre now? [mundP
Glo, All dark and comfortlefs—Where's my fon Ed-

Edmund^ enkindle all the fparks of nature.

To quit this horrid a(^.

Reg, Out, treacherous villain!

Thou cairft on him that hates thee : it was he

That made the overture of thy treasons to us

;

Who is too good to pity thee.

Glo, O my follies !

Then Edgar was abus'd

—

Kind gods, forgive me that, and profper him!
Reg. Go, thruft him out at gates, and let him fmell

His way to Do^er—How is't, my lord ? How look your
Cor, I have receiv'd a hurt: Follow me, lady.—

Turn out that eyelefs villain ; throw this flave

Upon the dunghill Regauy I bleed apace :

Untimely comes this hurt : Give me your arm.

\Ex€unt CoRNWAL, <^«^Regan. Ser^vants

unbind G L o s T E R , and lead him out*

2. S, ril never care what wickednefs I do.

If this man come to good.

3. S. If fhe live long.

And, in the end, meet the old courfe of death.

Women will all turn mon Iters.

2. S. Let*s follow the old earl, and get the Bedlam

To lead him where he would ; his roguifli madnefs
Allows itfelf to any thing.

3 . ^. Go thou ; ril fetch fome flax, and whites ofeggs.
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To apply to his bleeding face. Now, heaven help him!
[Exeunt fe^verally.

ACT IV.

SCENE L The Heath.

Enter Edgar.

Edq. Yet better thus, and known to be contemn'd^

Than ftill contemn'd and flatter'd. To be worfl.

The loweil, moll dejeded thing of fortune,

Stands flill in efperance, lives not in fear

:

The lamentable change is from the bell

;

The worll returns to laughter. Welcome then,

Thou unfubflantial air, that I embrace !

The wretch, that thou hail blown unto the worll.

Owes nothing to thy blails.—But who comes here ?

Enter Gloster, atid an old Man.
My father, poorly led ? — World, world, o world 1

But that thy flrange mutations make us wait thee.

Life v/ould not yield to age.

0, m, O my good lord, I have been your tenant, and
your father's tenant, these fourfcore years.

Glo. Away, get thee away ; good friend, be gone

:

Thy comforts can do me no good at all.

Thee they may hurt.

0, m. You cannot fee your way.
Gxo. I have no way, and therefore want no eyes;

I llumbPd when I faw : Full oft 'tis feen.

Our mean fecures us ; and our meer defe6ls

Prove our commodities. Ah, dear fon Edgar^

The food of thy abused father's wrath

!

•° flattered to be '« loweft and moft
*® make us hate thee so meanes fecurc



78 Kh!g Lear.

Might I but live to fee thee in my touch,

I'd fay, I had eyes again.

0. 7n. How now ? Who's there ?

Edg, " O gods ! Who is't can fay, lam at the ^orflP^
I am worfe than e'er I was
0. m. 'Tis poor mad Tim,

Edg, ** And worfe I may be yet: The worR is not,"

So long as we can fay, This is the ^orft,

0. m. Fellow, where goefl ?

Glo. Is it a beggar-man

?

o. nu Madman and beggar too.

Gxo. He has fome reason, elfe he could not beg.

I'the laft night's ftorm I fuch a fellow faw;

Which made me think a man a worm : My fon

Came then into my mind ; and yet my mind [fmce

:

Was then fcarce friends with him: 1 have heard more
As flies to wanton boys, are we to the gods

;

They kill us for their fport.

Edg, ''How fhould this be? — "

Bad is the trade that mud play fool to forrow,"

*' Ang'ring itfelf and others."—Blefs thee, mafter!

Gio. Is that the naked fellow?

0. m. Ay, my lord.

Glo. Then, pr'ythee, get thee gone : Tf, for my fake,

Thou wilt o'er-take us, hence a mile or twain,

I'the way towards Do^uer, do it for ancient love

;

And bring fome covering for this naked foul.

Whom I'll entreat to lead me.

0. m. Alack, fir, he is mad. [blind :

Gxo. 'Tis the times' plague, when madmen lead th^

Do as I bid thee, or rather do thy pleasure

;

Above the reft, be gone.
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I'll bring him the beft 'parrel that I have,

Come on't what will. [Exi^ old Man,
Glo, Sirrah, naked WIow,

—

Edg, Poor Tom^s a-cold.—" I cannot daub it further."

Glo, Come hither, fellow. [bleed.

£dg, " And yet I muft."-«Blefs thy fweet eyes ! they

Glo, Know'ft thou the way to Doner

P

Edg. Both ftile and gate, horfe-way and foot-path.

Poor Tom hath been fcar'd out of his good wits : Blefs

thee, good man's fon, from the foul fiend 1 Five fiends

have been in poor Tom in once : of luft, as Obidicut\

Hcbhididdan<:e^ prince of darknefs ; Mahu, of ftealing ;

Modo, of murder ; Fliherdegibbety of mopping and mow-
ing; who lince possefTes chamber-maids and waiting-

women. So, blefs thee, mafler ! [ven's plagues

Glo , Here, take this =j= purfe, thou whom the hea-

Have humbl'd to all ftrokes : that I am wretched.

Makes thee the happier Heavens, deal fo ftill

!

Let the fuperfluous, and luft-dicting man.
That flaves your ordinance, that will not fee

Because he doth not feel, feel your power quickly;

So diiiribution fhould undo excefs.

And each man have enough Doll thou know Doner?
Edg. Ay, mailer.

Glo, There is a cliff, whose high and bending head
Looks fearfully on the confined deep

:

Bring me but to the very brim of it.

And I'll repair the misery thou doft bear

With fomething rich about me : from that place

I fliall no leading need.

Edg. Give me thy arm ;

Poor Tom lhall lead thee, . [Exeunt,

»5> luft dieted in the
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S CENE II. Before Albany'^ Palace.

Enter GoNEKiL, Edmund; Steward
meeting them.

GoN. Welcome, my lord : I marvel, our mild husband
Not met us on the way: Now, where's your mafter ?

Ste, Madam, within; but never man fo chang'd:
I told him of the army that was landed ;

He fmiPd at it : I told him, you were coming

;

His anfwer was, The njjorfe : of GloJIer^s treachery,

And of the loyal fervice of his fon,

When I informed him, then he calPd me fot

;

And told me, I had turned the wrong {ide out

What mofl he fhould diflike, feems pleasant to him

;

What like, offenfive.

GoN. Then fliall you go no further.

It is the cowifh terror of his fpirit.

That dares not undertake : he'll not feel wrongs,

Which tye him to an anfwer : Our wifhes on the way
May prove eiFe^ls. Back, Edmund^ to my brother ;

Haften his mufters, and condu6l his powers

:

1 maft change arms at home, and give the diftafF

Into my husband's hands. This trufty fervant

Shall pafs between us : ere long you are like to hear,

3f you dare venture in your own behalf,

A miftrefs's command. Wear =p this ; fpare fpeech

;

Decline your head : this kifs, if it durll fpeak,

Would flretch thy fpirits up into the air

"

Conceive, and fare thee well.

Edm, Yours in the ranks of death.

G 0 iv . My mofl dear Glojler ! [Exit Edmund.
O, the flranee difference of man and man !

—
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To thee a woman's fervices are due

;

My fool usurps my body.

Ste. Madam, here comes my lord. [^Exit Steward.

Enter Albany.
GoN. I have been worth the whiftle.

Alb, O Goneril.

You are not worth the duft which the rude wind
Blows in your face. I fear your difposition

:

That nature, which contemns it's origin,

Cannot be border'd certain in itfelf;

She that herfelf will fliver and difbranch

From her material fap, perforce muft wither.

And come to deadly ufe.

GoN, No more j the text is foolifh.

J LB, Wisdom and goodnefs to the vile feem vije

:

Filths favour but themfelves. What have you done ?

Tigers, not daughters, what have you perform'd ?

A father, and a gracious aged man,
Whose reverend head the rugged bear would lick,

Moll barbarous, moll degenerate ! have you madded.
Could my good brother fulFer you to do it ?

A man, a prince, by him fo benefited ?

If that the heavens do not their visible fpirits

Send quickly down to tame the vile oiFence*,

Humanity mull perforce prey on itfelf.

Like monfters of the deep.

GoN, Milk-liver'd man!
That bear'll a cheek for blows, a head for wrong.s

;

Who hall not in thy brow^ an eye discerning

Thine honour from thy fuffering ; that not knovv'll.

Fools do those villains pity, who are punifh'd

Ere they have done their mifchief. Where's thy drum?

'9 reverence4he hsad-lug'd Bears benefii<51ei
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France fpreads his banners in our noiselefs land J

With plumed helm thy flayer begins f?i0 threats

;

While thou, a moral fool, fit'fl ftill, and cry'ft.

Alack ^ ivhy does he Jo ?

Alb. See thyfelf, devil !

Proper deformity feems not in the fiend

So horrid, as in woman.
Goij, O vain fool 1 [lhame

Alb, Thou chang'd and felf-converted thing, for

Be-monfter not thy feature. Were it my fitnefs

To let these hands obey my boinnor blood.

They are apt enough to diflocate and tear

Thy flefh and bones : Howe'er thou art a fiend,

A woman's lhape doth fhield thee.

Go?7. PvTarry, your manhood now,-"

Enter a Me/Tenger.

Alb. What news ?

Mef. O my good lord, the duke of CornucaV^ dead^

Slain by his fervant, going to put out

The other eye of GloJIer,

Alb, Glofiers eyes !

Mef, A fervant that he bred, thrilPd with remorfe,

Oppos'd againfl: the a6l, bending his fword

To his great mafter; who, thereat enrag'd,

Flew on him, and among'il: them fell'd him dead :

But not without that harmful Itroke, which fince

Hath pluck'd him after.

Alb. This fliews you are above.

You juftices, that these our nether crimes

So fpeedily can venge— But, o poor Glojler !

Loft he his other eye ?

Mef. Both, both, my lord.

9 felfe-covevd
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This^ letter, madam, craves a fpeedy anfwer;

'Tis from your fifter.

GoN, " One way I like this well

But being widow, and my Glofter with her,"

May all the building in my fancy pluck"
*' Upon my hateful life : Another way,"

The news is not fo tart/'-^FU read, and anfwer. \^Exit.

Alb. Where was his fon, when they did take his eyes?

Mef, Come with my lady hither.

Alb. He's not here.

Mej\ No, my good lord ; I met him back again.

Alb. Knows he the wickednefs ? [him;

Mef. Ay, my good lord ; 'twas he inform'd againll

And quit the houfe on purpose, that their punifhment

Might have the freer courfe.

Alb. Glojier^ I live

To thank thee for the love thou fhew'dft the king.

And to revenge thine eyes. ^Come hither, friend ;

Tell me what more thou knov/'ft. S^Exeunt

^

SCENE III. French Camp, under Dover.
Enter Kent, and Gentleman.

Keij. The king of France fo fuddenly gone back !

Know you the reason ?

Gen. Something he left imperfedl in the Hate,

Which fince his coming forth is thought of ; which
Imports to the kingdom fo much fear and danger,

That his return was moll: required and necelTary.

Ken. Who hath he left behind him general ?

Gen. The marefchal of France, monfieur le Fer.

Ken. Mell ; Cap, 0t, did your letters pierce th€ queen
To any demonftration of i}zx grief?

*3 V, l/ofe, ^8 hh perfonall retuvme 3© /a Far*
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Gen. Ay, fir ; flie took them, read them In my presence i

And now and then an ample tear trilPd down
Her delicate cheek : it feem'd, Ihe was a queen
Over her paffion ; who, moil rebel-like.

Sought to be king o'er her.

Ken, O, then it mov'd her.

Gen. Not to a rage : patience and forrow drove
Who fhould exprefs her goodlieft. You have feen

Sunlliine and rain at once ? Her fmiles and tears

Were like a wetter May : Those happy fmiles.

That play'd on her ripe lip, feem'd not to know
What guefts were in her eyes ; which parted thence.

As pearls from diamonds dropt. In brief, 0r, forrow

Would be a rarity moft belov'd, if all

Could fo become it.

Ken. Made Ihe no verbal queftion ? [father

Gen. Yes ; once, or twice, fhe heav'd the name of

Pantingly forth, as if it prefT'd her heart

:

Cry'd, Sijiers !fifters !pame of ladies! fefiers!

Ken. Father- Sifters*

(^CHf IVhat, I theJlorm ? Pthe night ?
Let it not be believed: There fhe fhook

The holy water from her heavenly eyes.

And clamour moiften'd : then away fhe ftarted.

To deal with grief alone.

Ken. It is the ftars,

The ftars above us, govern our conditions

;

Elfe one felf mate and mate could not beget

Such different iffues. You fpoke not with her fince ?

Gen. No.
Ken. Was this before the king return'd ?

Gen. No, fmce.

a better way, Let pitty not ^4- moifiened her, then
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Ken. WeW'i fir; The poor diHrefCcdLear is i'the town;

Who fometime, in his better tune, remembers

What we are come about, and by no means
Will yield to fee his daughter.

Gen, Why, good fir? [kindnefs,

Ken. a fovereign lhame fo bows him : his own un-

That ftrip'd her from his benedidion, turn'd her

To foreign casualties, gave her dear rights

To his dog-hearted daughters,— these things Hing

His mind fo venomoufly, that burning (hame

Detains him from Cordelia.

Gen, Alack, poor gentleman ! [not ?

Ken. Of Albany' and Corn^aW powers you heard

Gen. 'Tis fo ; they are afoot.

Ken. Well, fir, I'll bring you to our mafter Lear^

And leave you to attend him : fome dear cause

Will in concealment wrap me up a while ;

When I am known aright, you fhall not grieve

Lending me this acquaintance. Pray you, along with me.

SCENE IV. ne/ame. A Tent.

Enter Cordelia, attended \ Physician,

Officers^ Guards^ &c.

CoK, Alack, 'tis he ; why, he was met even now
As mad as the vext fea : finging aloud

;

Crovvn'd with rank fumiterr, and furrow weeds.

With bur-docks, hemlock, nettles, cuckoo-flowers,

Darnel, and all the idle weeds that grow
In our fuftaining corn— A century fend forth ;

Search every acre in the high-grown field,

And bring him to our eye— \to an Officer^ <who goes out.

What can man's wisdom do, in the rellpring

* fo elbowes '9 I pray you go along '^^ femiter *7 hor-docks

Vol. IX Y
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2Df Ms bereaved fenfe ? He, that helps him,-

Take all my outward worth.

Phy. There is means, madam :

Our fofter nurfe of nature is repose.

The which he lacks ; that to provoke in him^
Are many limples operative, whose power
Will close the eye of anguifti.

Cor. All bleft fecrets,

All you unpublifh'd virtues of the earth,

Spring with my tears ! be aidant, and remediate.

In the good man's dillrefs ! — Seek, feek for him f

Left his ungovern'd rage dissolve the life

That wants the means to lead it.

Enter a MelTenger.

Mef, News, madam

;

The Britijh powers are marching hitherward.

Cor, 'Tis known before; our preparation ftands

In expectation of them.-.-0 dear father.

It is thy businefs that I go about

;

Therefore great France

My mourning, and importunate tears, hath pity'd:

No blown ambition doth our arms incite,

But love, dear love, and our ag'd father's right :

Soon may I hear, and fee him ! [Exeufif,

SCENE V. J Room i?i Glower's Ca^/e.

Enter Regan, Steward.

Reg, But are my brother's powers fet forth?

Ste. Ay, madam.
Reg, Himfelf

In perfon there ?

Bte, Madam, with much ado ?

iniportun'd
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Your fifter Is the better foldier.

Reg, Lord Ei^mund{pake not with your lord at home?
Ste, No, madam.
Reg. What might import my Mer's letter to him?
Ste, I know not, lady.

Reg, 'Faith, he is pofted hence on ferious matter.

It was great ignorance, Glojiers eyes being out.

To let him live ; where he arrives, he moves
All hearts againft us : Edmund, I think, is gone,

In pity of his misery, to difpatch

His nighted life ; moreover to defcry

The ftrength o' the enemy.
Ste. 1 muft needs after him, madam, with my letter.

Reg, Our troops fet forth to-morrow ; Hay with us

;

The ways are dangerous.

Ste, I may not, madam ;

My lady charg'd my duty in this businefs.

Reg, Why fhould Ihe write to Edmund? Might not you
Tranfport her purposes by word ? Belike,

Something; I know not what :
-~ I'll love thee much,

Let me unfeal the letter.

Ste, Madam, I had rather—
Reg, I know, your lady does not love her husband;

I am fure of that: and, at her late being here.

She gave ftrange oeillades, and moft fpeaking looks,

To noble Edmund: I know, you are of her bosom.
Ste. I, madam ?

Reg. I fpeak in underflanding ; you are, I know it;

Therefore, I do advise you, take this note

:

My lord is dead ; Edmund and I have talk'd

;

And more convenient is he for my hand,

Than for your lady's : — You may gather mare.

*5 EliaiJs
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If you do find him, pray you, give him ^ this j

And when your miftrefs hears thus much from you,
I pray, desire her call her wisdom to her.

So, fare you well.

If you do chance to hear of that blind traitor,

Perferment falls on him that cuts him off.

Ste. 'Would I could meet him, madam 1 1 would (hew
What party I do follow*

Reg, Fare thee well. [Exeunt fe^verally^^

S CENB VI. FieUs near Dover.

Enter Edgar, habited like a Feasant^

aw^Gloster.
Gio. When (hall I come to the top of that fame hill?

Edg» You do climb up it now: look, how we labour,

Glo, Methinks, the ground is even.

Edg, Horrible fteep

:

Hark, ijarfe ; do you not hear the fea ?

Glo, No, truly.

Edg, Why, then your other fenfes grow imperfedl

By your eyes' anguilh.

Gxo. So may it be, indeed :

Methinks, thy voice is alter'd ; and thou fpeak'ft

With better phrase, and matter, than thou did'ft.

£dg. You're much deceived; in nothing am Ichang'd

But in my garments.

Glq, Methinks, you are better fpoken. [How fearful

Ebg, Come on, fir ; here's the place : -ftand ftill
;

—

And dizzy 'tis, to caft one's eyes fo low ?

The crows, and coughs, that wing the midway air.

Shew fcarce fo grofs as beetles : Half way down
-Hangs one that gathers fampire \ dreadful trade 1
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Methinks, he feems no bigger than his head :

The fifhermen, that walk upon the beach.

Appear like mice ; and yon' tall anchoring bark

Diminifh'd to her cock ; her cock, a buoy
Almoft too fmall for fight : The murmuring furge,

That on the unnumbered idle pebble chafes,

Cannot be heard fo high :
— I'll look no more ;

Left my brain turn, and the deficient fight

Topple down headlong.

Glo. Set me where you ftand.

Edg . Give me your hand : You are now within i. foot

Of the extream verge : for all beneath the moon
Would I not leap out-right.

Glo. Let go my hand.

Here, friend, 's another =f purfe ; In it, a jewel

Well worth a poor man's taking : Fairies, and gods,

Profper it with thee I Go thou farther off.

Bid me farewel, and let me hear thee going.

Edg, Now fare you well, good fir.

Glo, With all my heart.

Edc, *' Why do I triflle thus with his defpair

" 'Tis done to cure it."

Glo. O you mighty gods.

This world I do renounce ; and, in your fights.

Shake patiently my great afRidion off

:

If I could bear it longer, and not fall

To quarrel with your great opposelefs wills.

My fnufF, and loathed part of nature, fhould

Burn itfelf out. If Edgar live, o, blefs him \^
Now, fellow, fare thee well.

[throws him/elffor'ward, andfalls.
Edg, Good fir, farewel.

3 upright I do
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And yet I know not how conceit may rob"
** The treasury of life, when life itfelf"

Yields to the theft : Had he been where he thought,"

*'By this, thought had been paft." Alive, or dead ?

Ho, you fir, pu (ir, friend ! Hear you, fir ? Speak :

" Thus might he pafs indeed : Yet he revives ;"

What are you, fir ?

Glo. Away, and let me dye. [air,

£^>G. Had'ftthou been ought but go/Temeer, feathers.

So many fathom down precipitating.

Thou had'll Ihiver'd like an egg : but thou doft breath j

Hail heavy fubftance ; bleed'ft not ; fpeak'ft; art found.

Ten mads attached make not the altitude

Which thou haft perpendicularly fallen;

Thy life's a miracle : Speak yet again.

Glo, But have I fallen, or no ?

Edq, From the dread fummit of this chalky bourn :

Look up a-height ; the fhrill-gorg'd lark fo far

Cannot be feen, or heard : do but look up.

Glo, Alack, 1 have no eyes.—

Is wretchednefs deprived that benefit.

To end itfelf by death ? 'Twas yet fome comfort.

When misery could beguile the tyrant's rage.

And fruftrate his proud will.

Edg, Give me your arm:

Up :
— So ; How is't ? Feel you your legs ? You Hand.

Glo, Too well, too well.

Edg, This is above all ftrangenefs.

Upon the crown o'the cliff, what thing was that

Which parted from you ?

Glo. a poor unfortunate beggar.

EvG, As I ftood here below, methought, his eyes

«3 Mafts at each make '4 fell
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\Vere two full moon^ ; he had a thousand noses,

Horns welk'd, and wav'd like the enridged Tea

;

It was fome fiend : Therefore, thou happy father,

Think that the cleareft gods, who make them honours

Of men's impofTibilities, have preserv'd thee.

Gio. I do remember now : henceforth V\\ bear

Afflidlion, 'till it do cry out itfelf,

Enough, enough, and, ^lye. That thing you fpeak of,

I took it for a man ; often 'twould fay,

The fiend, thefiend: he led me to that place. [here ?

Edg, Bear free and patient thoughts But who comes

Enter Lear, fantaftically drefi up

njoith Floivers.

^he fafer fenfe will ne'er accommodate
His mafter thus.

Leji. No, they cannot touch me for coining ; I am
the king himfelf.

Edg, O thou fide-piercIng fight !

"

Leu^, Nature's above art in that refpe£l— There's

your prefs-money. That fellow handles his bow like a

crow-keeper: draw me a clothier's yard.—.Look, look,

a moufe ! Peace, peace ; this piece of toafled cheese will

<lo't There's my gauntlet ; I'll prove it on a giant

—

Bring up the brown bills. -«0, well flown, bLrdl— I'the

clout, i'the clout; hewgh 1 Give the word.
Edg, Sweet marjerom.

Lea. Pafs.

Glo, I know that voice.

Lea, Ha I Goneril with a white beard T ^ They flat-

ter'd me like a dog ; and told me, I had white hairs in

my beard, ere the black ones were there. To fay, ay,

and no, to every thing I faid 1 Ay and no too was no

Y4
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and the wind to make me chatter ; when the thunder

would not peace at my bidding ; there I found them,

there I fmelt them out. Go to, they are not men of their

words : they told me, I was every thing ; 'tis a lye, 1 am
not ague-proof.

Glo. The trick of that voice I do well remember;
Is*t not the king ?

Lea, Ay, every inch a king :

When I do ftare, fee, how the fubje6l quakes.

I pardon that man's life : What was the cause ? —

.

Adultery

Thou lhalt not dye : Dye for adultery ! No :

The wren goes to't, and the fmall gilded fly

Does letcher in my fight. Let copulation thrive :

For Glofttr*% baftard fon was kinder to his father.

Than Uiere my daughters got 'tween the lawful fheets.

To't, luxury, pelKmell, for I lack foldiers.-L

Behold yon' fimp'ring dame,
Whose face between her forks prefageth fnow ;

That minces virtue, and does fliake the head

To hear of pleasure's name ;

The fitchow, nor the foyled horfe, goes to't

With a more riotous appetite.

Down from the wafte they are centaurs,

Though women all above :

But to the girdle do the gods inherit-.

Beneath is all the fiends'; there's hell, there's darknefs.

There is the fulphurous pit, burning, fcalding, Hench,

confumption ;'~Fie, fie, fie ; pah, pahl Give me an ounce

of civet, good apothecary, to fweeten my imagination:

there's money for thee.

* * thy caufe
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do, O, let me kifs that hand !

Lea. Let me wipe it firfl ; it fmells of mortality.

G Lo, O ruin'd piece of nature ! This great world

Shall fo wear out to nought Doll thou know me ?

Lea, I remember thine eyes well enough. DoH: thou

fquiny at me? No, do thy worft, blind Cupid', I'll not

love.—Read thou this challenge ; mark but the penning

of it.

Glo, Were all the letters funs, I could not fee one.

Edg, I would not take this from report ; it is,"

And my heart breaks at it.

"

Lea, Read.

Glo, What, with this cafe of eyes ?

Lea. O, ho, are you there with me ? No eyes in your

head, nor no money in your purfe r Your eyes are in a

heavy cafe, your purfe in a light: Vet you fee how this

world goes ?

Glo, I fee it feelingly.

Lea, What, art mad ? A man may fee how this world
goes with no eyes. Look v/ith thine ears : fee how yon'

juftice rails upon yon' fimple thief. Hark, in thine ear:

Change places ; and, handy-dandy. Which is the juftice,

which is the thief?~Thou haft feen a farmer's dog bark
at a beggar?
Glo, Ay, fir.

L ea. And the creature run from the cur ? There thou
might'ft behold the great image of authority : a dog's

obey'd in office. —

.

Thou rafcal beadle, hold thy bloody hand:
Why doft thou lafh that whore ? Strip thine own back ;

Thou hotly luft'ft to use her in that kind [zener.

For which thou vvhip'ft her. The usurer hangs the co-

«3 the cafe Ms
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Through tattefM cloaths fmail vices do appear;

Robes, and fur'd gowns, hide all. Plate fins with gold.

And the ftrong lance of jullice hurtlefs breaks :

Arm it in rags, a pigmy's llraw does pierce it.

None does offend, none, 1 fay, none ; I'll able 'em :

Take that of me, my friend, who have the power
To feal the accuser's lips. Get thee glafs eyes

;

And, like a fcarvy politician, feem
To fee the things thou doft not—Now, now, now, now :

Pull off my boots ; harder, harder ; fo.

Edg. O, matter and impertinency mixt

"Reason in madnefs !

"

Lea, If thou wilt weep my fortunes, take my eyes,

I know thee well enough ; thy name is Glcfter :

Thou muH be patient ; we came crying hither.

Thou know'ft, the firft time that we fmell the air.

We wail, and cry :
— I will preach to thee ; mark me.

Glo, Alack, alack the day I

Lea. When we are born, we cry, that we are come
To this great ftage of fools ; — This a good block ?

It were a delicate flratagem, to (hoe

A troop of horfe with felt : I'll put it in proof

;

And when I have ftoln upon these fon-in laws.

Then, kill, kill, kill, kill, kill, kill.

Etjter Gentleman, and /Attendants of
Cordelia ; and Guard,

Gen. O, here he is; lay hand upon him. — Sir,

Your moll dear daughter

~

Lea. No refcue ? What, a prisoner? I am even

The natural fool of fortune, .^Use me well ;

You fnall have ranfom. Let me have a furgeon,

I am cut to the brains.

* Pkce
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Gen. You fliall have any thing.

Lea, No feconds? All myfelf?

Why, this would make a man a man of fait;

To use his eyes for garden water-pots,

And laying autumn's duU [ will dye bravely.

Like a fmug bride -groom : What; I will be jovial :

Come, come ;

I am a king, my mailers ; Know you that ?

Gen, You are a royal one, and we obey you.

Lea, Then there's life in't Nay, an you get it, you
ftiall get it with running, Sa, fa, fa, fa.

[ Exity running ; Attendants and Guardfolloiv.
Gen, A fight moft pitiful in the meaneil wretch

;

Pafl fpeaking of in a king I — Thou haft one daughter.

Who redeems nature from the general curfe

Which twain have brought her to.

Edg, Hail, gentle fir.

Gen, Sir, fpeed you : What's your will ?

Edg. Do you hear ought, fir, of a battle toward?
Gen, Moft fure, and vulgar: every one hears that.

Which can diftinguilh found.

Edg, But, by your favour.

How near's the other army ?

Gen, Near, and on fpeedy foot ; the main de/cry

Stands on the hourly thought. ^
Edg. I thank you, fir: that's all.

Gen, Though that the queen on fpecial cause is here,

Her army is mov'd on.

Edg, I thank you, fir. {Exit Gentleman.
Glo, You ever-gentle gods, take my breath from mc;

i.et not my worfer fpirit tempt me again

To dye before you please !
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Ebg. Well pray you, father.

Glo. Now, good fir, what are you?
Edg, a moll poor man, made tame to fortune's blows;

Who, by the art of known and feeling forrovvs.

Am pregnant to good pity. Give me your hand,

I'll lead you to fome biding.

Gio. Hearty thanks :

The bounty and the benizon of heaven

To boot, and boot!

Enter Steward.

Zie, A proclaimM prize 1 Moil happy !

That eyelefs head of thine was lirll framM flefh

To raise my fortunes. —Thou old unhappy traitor.

Briefly thyfelf remember : the fvvord is out.

That muft deftroy thee.

Gio. Now let thy friendly hand
Put ilrength enough to it.

Sie. Wherefore, bold peasant,

Dar'ft thou fupport a putlifh'd traitor ? Hence

;

Left the infedlion of his fortune take

Like hold on thee. Let go his arm.

Edg, Ch'ill not

Let go, zir, without vurther 'casion.

4^/^, Let go, flave, or thou dy'fti

Ei>9, Good gentleman, go your gate, and let poor

volk pafs : an ch'ud have been zvvagger'd out of my
life, 'twould not have been zo long as 'tis by a vort-

night : Nay, come not near the old man ; keep out,

che 'vore ye, or iz try v^hether your coftard or my bat

be the harder: Ch'ill be plain with you.

Ste. Out, dunghill 1

Edg, Ch'ill pick your teeth, zir : come,
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No matter vor your folns

[They fight ; and Edg. knocks him doi.vn.

Sie, Slave, thou haft flain me : Villain, take my purfe

:

If ever thou wilt thrive, bury my body ;

And give the letters, which thou find'il about me.

To Edmund e^ir] of G/o/ier; feek him out

Upon the Britijb party :

O, untimely death, death,— [dies,

Edg. 1 know tliee well : A ferviccable villain ;

As duteous to the vices of thy miflrefs,

As badnefs would desire,

Glo. What, is he dead?

Edg, Sit you down, father; reft you—
[fixating him at a Diflance,

Let's fee these pockets : the letters, that he fpeaks of.

May be my friends He's dead ; I am only forry

He had no other death's-man. Let us fee :

Leave, gentle wax ; and, manners, blame us not

:

To know our enemies' minds, we'd rip their hearts

;

Their papers, is more lawful.

[reads. ^ Let our reciprocal ^voivs he rememher'*d. Tou
haue many opportimlties to cut him off: ifyour ^ill ^vant

not., time and place ujill be fruitfully offered. There is

nothing done, if he return the conqueror ; then am I
the pri!oner^ and his bed my jayl : fro?n the loathed

^Lvartnth nvhereof deli^ver me, and Jupply the place for
your labour.

Tour Wifey (fo I ^muld fay ;) and your

affe^ionate Servant, GoneriL
O uadiftlnguifti'd fpace of woman's will!—
A plot upon her virtuous husband's life;

And the exchange, my brother f_ Here, in the fands.
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Thee Pll rake up, the poll unfandlify'd

Of murtherous letchers : and, in the mature tlme>

With this
"I"

ungracious paper ftrike the fight

Of the death-pradlif duke : For him 'tis well,

That of thy death and businefs I can tell.

\_Exit Edgar, dragging out the Body\

Glo. The king is mad : How ftiiF is my vile fenfe.

That I fland up, and have ingenious feeling

Of my huge forrows ! Better I were diftrad :

So fhould my thoughts be fever'd from my griefs

;

And woes, by wrong imaginations, lose

The knowledge of themfelves.

Re-enter Edgar,
Edg. Give me your hand :

Far off, methinks, I hear the beaten drum.

Come, father, I'll beflow you with a friend.

[ Exit, leading out G L 0 s T E R •

SCENE Vil. The French Camp, A Tent,

Lear, upon a Bed, af^eep ; Physician, Gentleman,

and Others, attending : Enter Kent,
aftd Cordelia.

Cor. O thou good Kent I

How fhall I live, and work, to match thy goodnefs ?

My life will be too (liort, and every measure fail me.

Ken. To be acknowledged, madam, is o'er-pay'd^

All my reports go with the modeil truth

;

Nor more, nor dipt, but fo.

Cor. Be better fuited :

These weeds are memories of those worfer hours j

I pr^ythee, put them off.

Ken. Pardon, dear madam ;
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Yet to be known, fliortens my made intent:

My boon I make it, that you know me not,

'Till time and I think meet.

Cor, Then be it fo, my lord

—

How does the king ? [,g^^^^S
towards the Bed.

Gen. Madam, fieeps flill.

Cor Kind gods,

Cure this great breach in his abused nature

!

The untun'd and jarring fenfes, o, wind up
Of this child-changed father 1

Phy, So please your majcfty.

That we may wake the king ? he hath flept long.

Cor. Be govern'd by your knowledge, and proceed

I'the fway of your own will. Is he arrayed ?

Gen. Ay, madam ; in the heavinefs of fleep,

We put frefli garments on him.

Phy. Be by, good madam, when we do awake him;
I doubt not of his temperance.

Cor, Very well. [there-

Phy, Please you, draw near— Louder, the musick
Cor. O my dear father ! — Reftauration, hang

Thy medicine on my lips ; and let this "|~ kifs

Repair those violent harms, that my two lifters

Have in thy reverence made 1

Ken. Kind and dear princefs

!

Cor. Had you not been their father, these white flakes

Did challenge pity of them. Was this a face

To be oppos'd againft the warring winds ?

To ftand againft the deep dread-bolted thunder

;

In the moll terrible and nimble ftroke

Of quick crofs light'ning ? to watch (poor perdu !)

With this thin helm ? Mine injurer's dog,

' O you kinde 3» injurious doggc
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Though he had bit me, fhould have flood that hig\\%

Againll: my fire ; And waft thou fain, poor father^

To hovel thee with Twine, and rogues forlorn.

In fhort and mufty ftraw ? Alack, alack !

'Tis wonder, that thy life and wits at once
Had not concluded all— He wakes; fpeak to him.

Phy, Madam, do you, 'tis fitteft. [j^fty ?

Cor* How does my royal lord? How fares your ma-
Lea, You do me wrong, to take me out o'the grav^e

Thou art a foul in blifs ; but I am bound
Upon a wheel of fire, that mine own tears

Do fcald like molten lead.

Cor, Sir, do you know me ?

Lea, You are a fpirit, I know : When did you dyei*

Cor, Still, ftill, far wide !

Phy, He's fcarce awake; let him alone a while.

Lea. Where have I been : Where am I ?— Fair day*

light ?
-

I am mightily abus'd."~I fliould even dye with pity.

To fee another thus.— I know not what to fay.

I will not fwear, these are my hands : Let's fee ;

I feel this pin prick. 'Would I were affur'd

Of my condition.

Cor. O, look upon me, fir.

And hold your hands in benediction o'er me :

No, fir, you muft not kneel.

Lea, Pray, do not mock me:
I am a very foolifh fond old man,
Fourfcore and upward

;

Not an hour more, nor lefs : and, to deal plainly,

I fear, I am not in my perfed mind.

Methinks, I Ihould know you, and know this man;
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Yet I am doubtful : for I am mainly Ignorant

What place this is ; and all the (kill I have

Remembers not these garments ; nor I know not

Where I did lodge laft night : Do not laugh at me.
For, as I aip a man, I think this lady

To be my child Cordelia,

Cor. And fo I am, I am.

Lea. Be your tears wet? Yes, 'faith, I pray, weep not

:

If you have poison for me, I will drink it.

I know, you do not love me ; for your fillers

Have, as I do remember, done me wrong :

You have fome cause, they have not.

Cor, No cause, no cause.

Lea. Am I mFraficeP
Ken. In your own kingdom, fir.

Lea. Do not abuse me.

Phy. Be comforted, good madam : the great rage,

You fee, is cur'd in him ; and yet it is danger

To make him even o'er the time he has loll

Desire him to go in ; trouble him no more,

'Till further fetling.

Cor. Wilt please your highnefs wdXk ?

Lea. You mull bear with me :

Pray you now, forget and forgive; I am old, and foolifli.

[Exeunt CoR. Lea. Phy, and Attendants

.

Gen. Holds it true, fir.

The duke of Cornnjual was fo llain ?

Ken, Mofl certain, fir.

Gen. V/ho is condudor of his people ?

Ken. 'Tis faid.

The baflard fon of Glo/ler.

Gen. They fay, Edgar,

'7 that the 3 0 As tis
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His banilh*d fon, is with the earl of Ken^

In Germany,

Kbit, Report is changeable.

'Tis time to look about ; the powers o'the kingdom'

Approach apace.

Gen, ^nll the arbltrement

Is like to be moU bloody. Fare you well, fir. [Exit.

Ken, My pointand period will be throughly wrought,

Or well, or ill, as this day's battle's fought. [Exit,

ACT V.
SCENE I. Camp of the Britilh Forces, near Dover.

Enter^ 'with Drum and Colour's y Edmund, Regan ;

Officersy and Others, attending,,

Edm, Know of the duke, if his lall: purpose hold ;

Or whether fince he is advis'd by ought

To change the courfe : He's full of alteration,

And felf-reproving bring his conllant pleasure.

[to an Officer; ivho houus, andgoes oui\

Reg, Our fillers man is certainly mifcarry'd.

Edm. 'Tis to be doubted, madam.
Reg, Now, fweet lord^

You know the goodness I intend upon you :

Tell me, but truly, but then f^^eak the truth.

Do you not love my filler ?

Edm, In honour'd love.

Reg, But have you never found my brother's way
To the fore-fended place ?

Edm. That thought abuses you.

Reg, I never lhall endure her : Dear my lord^
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Be not familiar with her.

EbM, Fear me not :
—

She, and the duke her hasband,—
Enter, njjith Drum and Colours, attCndidi

Albany, and Go n E r i l .

Goat. " I had rather lose the battle, than. that fifter'*

*^ Should loofen him and me."
Alb, Our very loving Mer, well be met. ^

Sir, this I hear. The king is come to his daughter,

With others, whom the rigour of our ftate

Forc'd to cry out. Where I could not be honeft,

J never yet was valiant : for this businefs^

It toucheth us as France invades our land,

Not holds for the king ; with others, whom, I feaf^

Moft juft and heavy causes make oppose.

Edm, Sir, you fpeak nobly
Reg. Why is this reasoned ?

Gow-. Combine together 'gainft the enemy 2

For these domeftick and particular broils

Are not to queftion here.

Alb, Let's then determine

With the ancient of war on our proceeding.

Edm, I fhall attend you presently at your tent.

Reg, Sifter, you'll go with us ?

Goif, No.
Reg, 'Tis moft convenient ; pray you, go with us.

Goat. ** O, ho, I know the riddle I will go.

S^As they are going out, and Albany lafi%

Enter Edgar.
Edo, If e'er your grace had fpeech with man fo poor^

Hear me one word.

AIB, ril overtake you. — Speak*

« 4 Not holds the



King Lear,

\Exeunt Edm. Reg. Gon. Off. and Atf,

Edg. Before you fight the battle, ope this ^ letter.

If you have vi^lory, let the trumpet found

For him that brought it : wretched though I feem,

I can produce a champion, that will prove

What is avouched there : If you mifcarry.

Your businefs of the world hath fo an end.

And machination ceafes. Fortune love you I

Alb. Stay, 'till I have read the letter.

Edg, I was forbid it.

When time fhall ferve, let but the herald cry,

And I'll appear again. [Exit Edgar.
Alb. Why, fare thee well ; I will o'er-look thy paper*

Re-enter Edmund.
Edm. The enemy's in view, draw up your powers.

Here is the goefs of their true ftrength and forces

By diligent difcovery ;
— but your hafte

Is now urg'd on you.

Alb, We will greet the time. [Exit Albany,
Edm. To both these fillers have I fworn my love j

Each jealous of the other, as the ftung

Are of the adder. Which of them fhall I take ?

Both ? one ? or neither ? Neither can be enjoy'd.

If both remain alive : To take the widow,

Exafperates, makes mad her fifter Goneril;

And hardly fhall I carry out my fide.

Her husband being alive. Now then, we'll use

His countenance for the battle ; which being done,

Let her, who would be rid of him, devise

His fpeedy taking off. As for the mercy

Which he intends to Lear, and to Cordeliay-^

The battle done, and they within our power.
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Shall never fee his pardon : for my Hate

Stands on me to defend, not to debate. [Exit.

SCENE II. Field between the Camps,

Alarum within. Enters ^ivith Drum and Colours^

Lear, Cordelia, and their Forces ; artd Exeunt*

Enter Edgar, and G l o s t e r .

EvG. Here, father, take the fhadow of this tree

For your good hoft ; pray that the right may thrive

:

If ever I return to you again,

ril bring you comfort.

Glo, Grace go with you, fir! {Exit Edgar.
Loud Alarums ; afteruoards, a Retreat,

Re-enter Edgar.
Edg. Away, old man, give me thy hand, away;

King Lear hath lofl; he and his daughter ta'cn

;

Give me thy hand, come on.

Gzo. No farther, fir; a man may rot even here.

Ei>G, What, in ill thoughts again ? Men muft endure

Their going hence, even as their coming hither :

Ripenefs is all : Come on.

Glo. And that's true too. {Exeunt,

SCENE III. The ^\\t\^ Camp under Viov^Y,

fiourijh. Enter^ asfrom Conquejl, Edmund ;

Lear, and Cordelia, Prisoners;

Officers, Soldiers, &c.
Edm. Some officers take them away : good guard ;

Until their greater pleasures firll be known,
That are to cenfure them.

CoR, We are not the firfl:,

Who, with beft meaning, have incurr'd the worll.



Kin^ Lear.

For thee, opprefTed king, am I caft down ;

Myfelf could elfe out-frown falfe fortune's frown..-.

Shall we not fee these daughters, and these fillers ?

Lea. No, no, no, no ; come, let's away to prison e

We two alone will fmg like birds i' the cage :

When thou doll: alk me blefTing, I'll kneel down,
And afk of thee forgivenefs : So we'll live,

And pray, and fing, and tell old tales, and laugh

At gilded butterflies, and hear poor rogues

Talk of court news ; and we'll talk with them too,-^

Who loses, and who wins ; who's in, who's out

And take upon us the myftery of things.

As if we were God's fpies : x^nd we'll wear out.

In a wall'd prison, packs and feds of great ones.

That ebb and flow by the moon.
Edm. Take them away.

L:ea. Upon fuch facrifices, my Cordelia,

The gods themfelvcs throw incenfe. Have I caught thee?

He, that parts us, lhall bring a brand from heaven.

And fire us hence, like foxes. Wipe thine eyes ;

The goujeres fhall devour them, flefh and fell.

Ere they fhall make us weep : we'll fee them ilarve firft.

Come . [ Exeunt Lear ayid Cordelia, guarded*

Edm. Come hither, captain ; hark.

Take thou this ={= note ; go, follow them to prison :

One ilep I have advanc'd thee ; if thou doll

As this inflrudls thee, thou doft make thy way
To noble fortunes : Know thou this,— that men
Are as the time is : to be tender-minded

Does not become a fword :—Thy great employment
Will not bear queflion ; either fay, thou'lt do't.

Or thrive by other means.

** The good ye:ires /hall
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Off. Vl\ do't, my lord. [done.

Edm. About it; and write happy, when thou haft

Mark,— I fay, inflantly ; and carry it fo

As I have fet it down. {Exit Officer.

Flourijh, Enter Albany, Regan, Goneril,
Officers, and Attendants.

Alb, Sir, you have Ihewn to-day your valiant ftrairi,

And fortune led you well : You have the captives

Who were the opposites of this day's ftrife:

We do require tliem of you ; fo to use them,

As we fhall find their merits and our fafety

May equally determine.

Edm. Sir, I thought firt

To 'fend the old and miserable king

To fome retention, and appointed guard ;

Whose ageiias charms in it, whose title more,
To pluck the comanon bosom on his fide,

And turn our impreft lances in our eyes

Which do command them. With him 1 fent the queen;
My reason all the fame ; and they are ready.

To-morrow, or at further fpace, to appear

Where you fliall hold your fefiion. At this time.

We fweat, and bleed : the friend hath loil his friend;

And the bed quarrels, in the heat, are curPd
By those that feel their lliarpnefs

The queftion of C^ardeliay a«id her father.

Requires a fitter place.

Alb. Sir, by your patience,

I hold you but a fubjed of this war,

Not as a brother.

Reg, That's as we lift to grace him.

Rethinks, our pleasure might have been demanded.

» 3 tfcought It fit
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Ere you had fpoke fo far. He led our power*

;

Bore the commilTiGn of my place and perfon

;

The which immediacy may well ftand up.

And call itfelf your brother.

GoN. Not fo hot

:

In his own grace he doth exalt himfelf,

Ivlore than in your advancement.

Reg, In my rights.

By me invelled, he compeers the beft.

GoN, That were the moft, if he fhould husband you„

Reg» Jeflers do oft prove prophets.

GoN, Hola, hola!

That eye, that told you fo, look'd but a-fquint.

Reg. Lady, I am not well ; elfe I fliould anfwer

From a full-flowing llomach.»^General,

Take thou my foldiers, p.'isoners, patrimony;

Difpose of them, of me ; the walls are thine :

Witnefs the world, that I create thee here

My lord and mafter.

GoN, Mean you to enjoy him ?

Jlb. The let-alone lies not in your good will.

Edm^ Nor in thine, lord.

Jlb, Half-blooded fellow, yes.

Reg. Let the drum itrike, and prove my title thine.

JLB. Stay yet ; hear reason : _ Edmund^ I arreft thee

On capital treason ; and, in thy arreft.

This gilded ferpent : _ for your claim, fair fifter,

I bar it in the iatereft of my wife ;

'Tis fhe is fub-contra6ted to this lord.

And I, her husband, contradict your banes.

If you will marry, make your loves to me.

My lady is befpoke.

«8 I bare It



King Lear* 109

GoN. Anlnterluds! [found:—

^zjs. Thou art arm'd, Glofter .-—.Let the trumpet

If none appear to prove upon thy perfon

Thy heinous, manifeil, and many treasons,

Thereof is my pledge ; Til prove it on thy heart.

Ere [ tafte bread, thou art in nothing lefs

Than I have here proclaim'd thee.

Reg, Sick, o, fick

!

Goii, If not, I'll ne'er truil poison."

Edm, There's=f my exxhange: what in the world he is

That names me traitor, villain-like he lies

:

Call by thy trumpet ; he that dares approach,

On him, on you, (v/ho not ?) I will maintain

My truth and honour firmly.

Alb, a herald, ho.

Edm. a herald, ho, a herald.

Alb, Truft to rhy fingle virtue ; for thy foldiers.

All levy'd in my name, have in my name
Took their difcharge.

Reg, My ficknefs grows upon me.

Enter a Herald*

Alb, She is not well, convey her to my tent.—

.

{Exit Regan, led.

Come hither, herald,— Let the trumpet found,—
And read out =f this.

Ojf, Sound, trumpet. Trumpetfounds.
Herald reads.

If any man of quality or degree, within the lifts of
the army, njoill maintain upon Edmund, y«//i7jV earl

of Glo'iler, that he is a manifold traitor^ let him ap-

pear by the thirdfound of the trumpet : he is hold in his

defence*
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£i)iVf. Sound. I. Trumpet.

Her. Again. 2. Trumpet.

Her. Again. 3. Trmnpet.

[Trumpet anj'wers uuiihin^

Enter Edgar, arm^d,

JLB, Afk him his purposes, why he appears
Upon this call o'the trumpet.

Her, What are you ?

Your name, your quality ? and why you anfwer
This present fummons ?

Edg. Know, my name is loft;

By treason's tooth bare-gnavvn, and canker-bit

:

Yet am 1 noble, as the adverfary

I come to cope withal.

j4lb. Which is that adverfary ?

Edg, What's he, that fpeaksfor^^Z-waWearl oiGloJier?

Edm, Himfelf; What fay'll thou to him ?

Edg. Draw thy fword;
That, if my fpeech offend a noble heart.

Thy arm may do thee juftice: here "f"
is mine.

Behold, it is the priviledge of my tongue.

My P4th, and my profeflion : I proteft,

Maugre thy llrength, youth, place and eminence,

Befpight thy vidor fword, and fire-new fortune,

Thy valour, and thy heart,—'thou art a traitor:

3^'alfe to the gods, thy brother, and thy father

;

Confpirate 'gainfl this high illuftrious prince

;

And, from the extreamefl upward of thy head

To the defcent and duft below thy foot,

A ^raoft toad-fpotted traitor. Say thou, Noy

Thb fword, this arm, and my beft fpirits, are bei^jt

To prove upon thy heart, whereto 1 fpe^ik.

*7 Confpicualc
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Thou ly'ft.

Edm, Jn wisdom, I fliould afK thy name;
But, fince thy out-fide looks To fair and warlike.

And that thy tongue fome 'fay of breeding breaths.

What fafe and nicely I might well delay

By rule of knighthood, I difdain and fpurn

:

Back do I tofs these treasons to thy head ;

With the hell-hated lye o'er-whelm thy heart

;

Which for they yet glance by, and fcarcely bruise.

This fword of mine fhall give them inftant way
Where they ftiall reft for ever. ^Trumpets, fpeak.

[J/arums, They Jight. Edmundyi?///,

Alb, Save him, fir, fave him«

Goiv. This is practice, Glajier :

By the law of arms, thou waft not bound to anfwer

An unknown opposite; thou art not vanquifh'd.

But cozen'd and beguil'd.

Alb, Shut your mouth, dame,
Or with this =^ paper ihall I ftop it : Hold, fir : —

,

Thou worfe than any name, read thine own evil

:

No tearing, lady; 1 perceive, you know it.

GoN , Say, if 1 do ; the laws are mine, not thine:

Who fhall arraign me for't ?

Alb. Moft monfterous I

Know'ft thou this paper ?

Gou. Afk me not what I know, \Exit Goneril.
Alb. Go after her ; ftie's defperate ; govern her.

\to an Officer, ^ho goes out after her,

Edm, What you have charg'd me with, that have I done;

And more, much more: the time will bring it out

;

'Tis paft, and fo am I : But what art thou.

That haft this fortune on me ? If thou art noble.



112 King Lear.

I do forgive thee.

Edg. Let us exchange charity.

I am no lefs in blood than thou art, Edmund
]f more, the more thou haft wrong'd me.
My name is Edgar ^ and thy father's fon.

The gods are juft, and of our pleasant vices

Make inftruments to fcourge us

:

The dark and vicious place where thee he got
Coft him his eyes.

Edm, Thou haft fpoken right, 'tis true;

The wheel is come full circle, I am '\ here.

AIB. Methought, thy very gait did prophefy

A royal noblenefs : 1 m.uft embrace thee

:

Let forrow fplit my heart, if ever I

Did hate thee or thy father !

Edg, Worthy prince,

I know it IcelU

Alb. Where have you hid yourfelf ?

How have you known the miseries of your father

Ebg. By nurfing them, my lord. Lift a brief tal

And, when 'tis told, o that my heart would burft!

The bloody proclamation to efcape,

That followed me fo near, (O our lives' fvveetnefs

!

That we the pain of death would hourly dye.

Rather than dye at once !) taught me to fhift

Lnto a madman's rags ; to affume a femblance

That very dogs difdain'd : and in this habit

Met I my father with his bleeding rings.

Their precious ftones new loft ; became his guide.

Led him, beg'd for him, fav'd him from defpair;

Never (o fault !) reveaPd myfelf unto him.

Until fome half hour paft, when I was arm'd,
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Not fute, though hoping, of this good fuccefs,

I afk'd his blefTing, and from firft to laft

Told him my pilgrimage: But his flaw'd heart,

(Alack, too weak the conflid: to fupport !)

'Tvvixt two extreams of pallion, joy and grief,

Burft fmilingly.

Edm, This fpeech of yours hath mov'd me.

And fliall, perchance, do good : but fpeak you on.

You look as you had fomething more to fay.

Alb. If there be more, more vvoefuL hold it in ;

For I am almoU ready to dissolve.

Hearing of this.

Edg. This would have feem'd a period

To fuch as love not forrow ; hut, another

;

(To amplify too-much, to make much more,

And top extremity,)

Whilft I was big in clamour, came there a man.
Who having feen me in my worll eftate,

Shun'd my abhor'd fociety ; but then, finding

Who 'twas that fo endur'd, with his llrong armi
He faften'd on my neck, and bellow'd out

As he'd burfl heaven ; threw him on my father;

Told the moft piteous tale of Lear and him,

That ever ear receiv'd : which in recounting.

His grief grew puifant, and the firings of life

Began to crack : Twice then the trumpet founded.

And there I left him tranc'd.

Alb, But who was this:

Edg. Kent, fir, the baniih'd Kent % who in difgulsc'

FoUow'd his enemy king, and did him fervice

Improper for a flave.

Re-enter Officer hafiily, ^witb a bloody Kn'.fe.

too much
j
Wou'd make threw rrcoa
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Of, Help, help, o, help ! ^

Edg, What kind of help ?

^LB, Speak, man.
Edg. What means that bloody knife ?

Off, It's hot, it fmokes,

It came even from the heart of—
Alb. Who, man? fpeak.

Off, Your lady, fir, your lady : and her filler

By her is poison'd ; fhe confeffes it.

Edm, 1 was contra^Sled to them both ; all three

Now marry in an inftant.

Edg, Here comes Kent^ fir.

E?tter Kent.
Alb, Produce the bodies, be they alive or dead.—

.

This judgment of the heavens, that makes us tremble,

Touches us not with pity. O, 'tis he

:

The time will not allow the compliment
That very manners urges.

Ken. I am come
To bid my king and mailer aye good-night

;

Is he not here ?

Alb, Great thing of us forgot ! —
Speak, Edmund^ where's the king, and where's Cordelia?

^ee'ft thou this objedl, Kent ?

\the Bodies of Reg. and Gon. are brought in.

Ken, Alack, why thus ?

Edm. Yet Edmund was belov'd :

The one the other poison'd for my fake.

And after flew herfelf.

Alb, Even fo— Cover their faces.

Edm, I pant for life,—Some good I mean to do/

Defpight of mine own nature. Quickly fend.
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Be brief in it, to the cafllc ; for my writ

Is on the life of Lear, and on Cordelia

:

Nay, fend in time.

Alb, Run, run, o, run,—
Edg. To who, nvy lord ?—Who has the ofHce? fend

Thy token of reprieve.

Edm. Weil thought on; take my fvvord.

Give it the captain.

JLB, Hafle thee for thy life.

[ Exeunt Edgar, and Others,

Edm. He hath commiffion from thy wife and me
To hang Cordelia in the prison, and

To lay the blame upon her own defpair.

Jls . The gods defend her I—Bear him hence a while.

[Edmund is born off.

Enter Lear, ^ith Cordelia his Arms :

Edgar, and the reft, return, [ftones ;

ZrT-rf. Howl, howl, howl, howl ! O, you are men of

Had 1 your tongues and eyes, Fd use them fo [ever

That heaven's vault fhould crack :
— O, ihe is gone for

I know when one is dead, and when one lives

;

She's dead as earth : —'Lend me a looking-glafs

;

If that her breath will mift or ftain the ftone»

Why, then Ihe lives.

Keu, Is this the promis'd end \

Edg. O image of that horror I

Alb. Fall, and ceafe !

Le^. This feather ftirs ; She lives ! if it be for

It is a chance that does redeem all forrows

That ever I have felt.

Ken, O my good mafter ! [kveels.

Lea, Pr'ythee, away.

*^ Or ima^t
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Edg. 'Tis noble Kent, your friend.

Lea. a plague upon you, murderers, traitors all

!

I might have fav'd her ; now (he's gon'e for ever 1 —

.

Cordelia, Ccrdelia^ flay a little.

Ha ! What is't thou fay'ft Her voice was ever foft,

Gentle, and low \ an excellent thing in woman :

I kili'd the flave that v/as a hanging thee.

Off. 'Tis true, my lords, he did.

Lea. Did I not, fellow ?

I have feen the day, with my good biting faulchion

I would have made them fldp : I am old now,
And these fame croffes fpoil me Who are you ?

Mine eyes are none o'the beft r I'll tell you flraight.

Ken. If fortune brag of two fhe lov'd and hated.

One of them v/e behold.

Lea. This d'a?)t cf mine

Is a dull fight : Are you not Kent ?

Ken. The fame ;

Your fervant Kent : Where is your fervant Caius ?

Lea. He's a good fellow, I can tell you that

;

He'll ftrike, and quickly too : — He's dead and rotten.

Ken. No, my good lord; I am the very man

:

Lea. I'll fee that ftraight.

Ken. That, from your firil of difference and decay.

Have follow'd your fad fleps.

Lea. You are welcome hither. [deadly..—

Ken. Nor no man elfe ; all's cheerlefs, dark, and
Your eldefl daughters have fore-doom'd themfelves.

And defperately are dead.

Lea. Ay, fo I think.

Alb. He knows not what he fays ; and vain it ii

That we present us to him.
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Tdg. Very bootlefs.

Enter an Officer.

Of, Edmutid\% dead, my lord.

Alb, That's but a trifle here™
You lords, and noble friends, know our intent.

What comfort to this great decay may come.

Shall be apply'd : For us, we will resign,

During the life of this old majefty.

To him our abfolute power : — You, to your rights

;

With boot and fuch addition as your honours

Have more than merited— All friends fhall tafle

The wages of their virtue, and all foes

The cup of their deservings O, fee, fee !

Lea, And my poor fool is hang'd ! No, no, no life:

Why fhould a dog, a horfe, a rat have life.

And thou no breath at all ? O, thou wilt come no more!
Kever, never, never, never, never!

Pray you, undo this button : Thank you, fir.

Do you fee this ? Look on her, look on her lips.

Look there, look there ! \dies*

Edg, He faints;—My lord, my lord;—
Ken. Break, heart ; I pr'ythee, break.

£dg. Look up, my lord.

Ken, Vex not his ghofl: : o, let him pafs ! he hates him.
That would upon the rack of this rough world
Stretch him out longer.

Edg, He is gone, indeed.

Ken, The wonder is, he hath endur'd fo long :

He but usurped his life.

J LB. Bear them from hence.

Our present busincfs

Is general woe. Friends of my foul, you twain

Vol. IX.
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Rule m this realm, and the gor'd ftate fuftain.

Ken, I have a journey, fir, fliortly to go ;

My matter calls me, I mull not fay, no.

Alb, The weight of this fad time we muft obey

;

Speak what we feel, not what we ought to fay.

The oldeft have born moft : we, that are young.

Shall never fee fo much, nor live fo long.

[Exeunt, nvith a dead March.














