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GOOD requires no Bufh, theyfay.

And 1, no Prologuefuch a Play :

'The Makers, therefore didforhear

To have that grace prefixed here.

But ceafe here
(
Cenfure) left the Buyer

Hold thee in this a vain Supplier.

My Office is tofet itforth,

Where Fame applauds its real worth.
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THE
ACTORS NAMES.

KIn^
Lyjippus

,
Brother to the King.

Amintor
,
a noble Gentleman.

Evadne
,
Wife to Amintor

.

Melantius

,

( grol:jier t0 Evadne.
Diphilus

, S

Afpatia, Troth-plight Wife to Amintor.

Calianax, an old humorous Lord, and Fa-

ther to Afpatia.

Cleon, ?Gentlemen
Strata, S

Diagoras, a Servant.

Antiphila ,
/ Waiting Gentlewomen to

Olympius
, S Afpatia.

Night
, ]

•

[ Maskers ,

Neptune
,

THE
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Maids Tragedy,

ACT. I. SCENE I.

Enter Cleon, Strato, Lyfippus, Diphilus.

Cleon. f~’H—s
HE reft are making ready, Sir.

Stra. So let them, there’s time enough.

Diph. You are the Brother to the King, my Lord
I we’ll take yonr word.

H Lyf. Strato^ thou haft fome skill in Poetry. What
think’ft thou of a Mask f Will it be well ?

Stra . As well as Mask can be.

Lyf. As Mask can be.

Stra. Yes, they muft commend their King, and fpeakin praife of the

Aflembly, blefs the Bride and Bridegroom, in perfon of fome God
^
they

are ty’d to rules of flattery.

Cle. See, good my Lord, who is return’d \

Lyf. Noble Melantins ! ( Enter Melantius.

The Land by me welcomes thy Vertues home to Rhodes
,

thou that with
blood abroad buyeft us our peace

^
the breath of Kings is like the breath

of Gods
^
my Brother wifkt thee here, and thou art here • he will be too

kind, and weary thee with often welcomes
} but the time doth give thee

a welcome above this, or all the worlds.

Mel. My Lord,my thanks* but thefe feratcht Limbs of mine have fpoke
my Love and truth unto my Friends,more than my tongue c’re could • my
mind’s the fame it ever was to you

^
where I find worth, I love the. keep-

er, till he let it go.

And then 1 follow it.

JJ.'ph. Hail, worthy Brother /

He that repyces not at your recur

n

In
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In fafety, is mine Enemy for ever,

Mel. I thank thee, Diphilns : but thou art faulty
y

l fent for thee to exercife thine Arms
With me at Patria : thou cam’ll not, Diphilus : ’Twas ill.

Diph. My Noble Brother, my excufe

Is my Kings ftrift Command, which you, my Lord,
Can witnefs with me.

Lyf. ’Tis true Melantins^

He might not come till the folemnity

Of this great Match were pafl.

Diph . Have you heard of it ?

Mel. Yes, I have given caufe to thofe that

Envy my deeds abroad, to call me gamefom y

I have no other bufinefs here at Rhodes.

Lyf. We have a Mask to night,

And you mull tread a Soldiers meafure.

Mel. Thefe foft and filken Wars are not for me
y

The mufick mull be Ihrill, and all confus’d.

That ftirs my Blood, and then I dance with Arms

:

But is Amintor wed ?

Diph. This day.

Mel. All joys upon him, for he is my Friend :

Wonder not that I call a Mari fo young my Friend,

His worth is great
y
valiant he is, and temperate.

And one that never thinks his life his own.
If .his Friend need it.* when he was a Boy,

As oft as I return’d (as without boaft)

I brought home Conqudl, he would gaze upon me.

And view me round, to find in what one Limb
The Veitue lay to do thole things he heard :

Then would he wi(h to fee my Sword, and feel

The quicknefs of the edge, and in his hand
Weigh it

y
he oft would make me fmile at this

y

His Youth did prcmife much, and his ripe years

Will fee it all perform’d. » (Enter Afpatia patting by,

Mel. Hail Maid and Wife !

Thou fair Afpatiay may the holy knot r
'

That thou haft tied to day, laft till the hand
Of age undo’t

y
may’ll thou bring & Race

Unto Amintor,
that may fill the World

Succeflively with Soldiers,* Afp. My hard Fortunes
Defer ve not fcorn

y
for I was never proud

When they were good. Mel. How’s this ? (Exit Afpatia.

Lyf You are miftaken, for fhe is not married.

Mel. You faid Amintor was. Diph. ’Tis true
y but

Mel. Pardon
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TRAGEDY.
Mel. Pardon me, I did receive

Letters at Patria, from my Jmintor,

That he fhould marry her. Diph. and fo it flood,

In alj opinion long
^
but your arrival

Made me imagine you had heard the change.

Mel. Who hath he taken then ? Lyf. A Lady,
That bears the light above her, and ftrikes dead
With flalhes of her Eye, the fair Evadnc^ your Vertuos Sifter.

Mel. Peace of heart betwixt them : But this is ftrange.

, Lyf The King, my Brother, did it

To honour you
,
and theft Solemnities

Are at his Charge. Mel. ’Tis Royal, like himfelf

:

But I am fad, my fpeech bears fo unfortunate a found
To beautiful sJfpatia •, there is rage

Hid in her Father’s Breaft *, Calianax

Bent long againft me, and he fhould not think.

- If I could call it back, that I would take

So bafe Revenges, as to fcorn the Rate
Of his negle&ed Daughter : holds he Rill his greatnefs with the King

Lyf. Yes
^
but this Lady

Walks difeontented, with her watry Eyes

Bent on the Earth •* the unfrequented Woods
Are her delight •, and when (he fees a Bank
Stuck full of Flowers, (he with a figh will tell

Her Servants, what a pretty Place it were
To bury Lovers in, and make her Maids
Pluck ’em, and Rrow her over like a Corpfe.
She carries with her an infectious Grief,

That Rrikes all her Beholders •, fhe will ling

The mournful’ft that ever Ear hath heard :

And figh, and fing again, and when the reft

Of our young Ladies in their wanton Blood,

Tell mirthful Tales in courfe, that fill the Room
With laughter, fhe will, with fo fad aLook
Bring forth a Story of the filent death

Of fome forfaken Virgin, which her grief

Will put in fuch a Phrafe, that (he end,

She’1 fend them weeping, one by one, away.
Mel. She has a Brother, under my Command,

Like her, a Face as Womanifh as hers,

Bat with a Spirit that hath much out-grown
The number of his years.

Cle . My Lord the Bridegroom /

Mel. I might run fiercely, not more haftily

Upon my Foe : 1 love thee well, Amwtor
t

( Enter Amiiuor.

My
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My Mouth is much too narrow for my Heart

\

1 joy to look upon thofe Eyes of thine ^

Thou~art my Friend
^
but my difordered fpeech cots off my love.

Amin. Thou art Mclantins
\

All Love is fpoke in that, a facrifice

To thank the Gods, Melavms is returned

In fafety •, Victory fits on his Sword
As Ihe was wont *, may (he build there and dwell,

And may thy Armour be as it hath been,

Only thy Valour and thy Innocence.

What endlds Treafures would our Enemies give,

That I might hold the Hill thus ! .

*

Mel. I am but poor in words, but credit me young Man,
Thy Mother could no more but weep for Joy to fee thee,

After long abfence
\

all the Wounds I have,

Fetcht not fo much away, nor all the Cries

Of widowed Mothers.* but this is Peace ;

And what was War ?

Amm. Pardon, thou holy God
Of Marriage-bed, and frown not, I am forced.

In anfwer of fuch noble Tears as thofe,

To weep upon my Wedding day.

Mel. I fear thou art grown too fick •, for I hear

A Lady mourns for thee, Men fay to death.

Forfaken of thee, on what terms I know not.

Amin. She had my Promife, but the King forbad it,

And-made me make this worthy change, thy Sifter

Accompanied with Graces above her,

With whom I long to loofe my luftful Youth,
And grow old in her Arms.
Mel. Be profperous.

Enter Mejfenger.

Mef My Lord, the Maskers rage for you.

Lyf. We are gone. ( Exit Cieon, Strato, Diphitus.-

Amin. We*ll all attend you, we (hall trouble you
With our Solemnities. MeL Not fo, Amintor.

But if you laugh at my rude Carriage

In Peace, Tie do as much for you in War,
When you come thither

:
yet I have a Miftrefs

To bring to your delights ^
rough though I am,

I have a Miftrefs, and Ihe has a Heart,

She fays, but truft me, it is Stone, no better.

There is no place that I can challenge in’t.

But you ftand ftill, and here my way lies.
( Exit.

Enter

x



TRAGEDY.
Enter Calianax with Diagoras.

Cal. Diagoras, look to the Doors better, for fhame, you let in all the
World, and anon the King will rail at me

\
why very well faid, by Jove,

the King will have the Show i’th’ Court.

Diag. Why do you fwear fo, my Lord ?

You know hee’lhave it here.

Cal. By this light, if he be wife, he will not.

Diag. And if he will not be wife, you areforfworn.

Cal. One may fwear his Heart out with fwearing, and get thanks on no
fide*, He be gone, look to’t who will.

LHag. My Lord, I will never keep them out.

Pray flay, your looks will terrifie them.

Cal. My Looks terrifie them, you Coxcombly Afs 'you/ Pie be judged
by all the Company, whether thou haft not a worfe Face than I

Diag. I mean, becaule they know you and your Office.

Cal. Office, ] would I could put it off, I am fure, I fweat quite through
my Office : I might have made room at my Daughters Wedding, they
had near killed her amongft them. And now I muft do Service for him
that hath forfaken her * ferve that will.

( Exit Calianax.
Diag. He’s fo humourous fince his Daughter was' forfaken: hark, hark

there," there, fo, fo, codes, codes,

What now ? ( Within
,
knock within.

Mel. Open the Door. Diag . Who’s there ? Mel. Melantins.
Diag. 1 hope your Lordfhip brings no Troop with you, for if you do,

I muft return them. (Enter Melantius and a Lady «

Mel. None but this Lady, Sir.

Diag. The Ladies are all plac’d above, fave thofe that come in the
King’s Troop, the bell of Rhodes fit there, and there’s room.

Mel. I thank you, Sir, when l have feen you plac’d, Madam, I muft
attend the King

;
but the Mask done. Pie wait on you again.

Diag, Stand back there, room for my Lord Melantius
,
pray bear back

this is no place for fuch Youths and their Truls
^
le't the Doors ffiut agen

*

I, do your Heads itch? Pie fcratch them for you : fo, now thruftand
hang.- again, whois’tnow? I cannot blame my Lord Calianax forgoing
away * would he were here, he would run raging among them, and break
a dozen wifer Heads than his own, in the twinkling of an Eye ; what’s the
news now ? (Within f

Mel. I pray you can you help me to the fpeech of the Mailer Cook ?

Diag. If I open the Door, Pile cook forne of your Calves heads.
Mel. MeLmins within. (Enter Calianax to Melantius.
Cal. Let him not in.

Diag. O my Lord, a muft
j
make room there for my Lord ; is vour

Lady plac’d.
’

Mil. Y.s, Sir, I thank you, my Lord Calianax : well met.
Your cauflefs hate to me, 1 hope, is buried.

B
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Cal. Yes, I do Service for your Sifter here,

That brings my own poor Child to tirnelefs Death •

She love* your Friend Amintor
,
fuch another falfe-hearted Lord as yon.

Add. You do me wrong.
A moft unmanly one, and I am flow .

in taking Vengeance, but be well advis’d.

Cal. It may be fo : who placed the Lady there, fo near the prefence of

the King ? Mel. 1 did.

Cal. My Lord, fhe rauft not fit there. Mel. Why ?

Cal. The place is kept for Women of more worth.

Mel. More worth than fhe, it misbecomes your age

And place, to be thus womanifh *, forbear ,

What you have fpoke, I am content to think

The Pal fey fhook your Tongue to.

Cal. Why ’tis well if I ftand here to place Mens Wenches.
Mel. 1 fhall forget this place, thy Age, my fafety, and through all, cut

that poor fickly week thou haft to live, away from thee.

Cal. Nay, 1 know you can fight for your Whore.
Mel. Bate the King, and be he Flefh and Blood,

A lyes that fays it *, thy Mother at fifteen

Was black and finful to her. •

Diag. Good my Lord /

Mel. Some God pluck thrcefcore years from that fond Man,
That I may kill him, and not ftain mine Honour ^

It is the curfe of Souldiers, that in peace

They (hall be branded by fuch ignoble Men,
As (if the Land were troubled) would with Tears

And Knees beg fuccour from ’em, would that Blood

(That Sea of Blood) that I have loft in Fight,

Were running in thy veins, that it might make thee

Apt to fay lefs, or able to maintain, ^

Should’ft thou fay more*—-This Rhodes I fee is nought
But a place priviledged to do men wrong.

Cal. I, you my fay your pleafure. (Enter Amintor.
Amint. Whatvild Injury

Has ftirr’d my worthy Friend, who is as flow

To fight with words, as he is quick of Hand /

Mel. That heap of Age which I fhould reverence,

If it were temperate
^
but tefty years

Are moft contemptible.

Amint. Good Sir, forbear.

Cal. There is juft fuch another as your felf.

Amint. He will wrong you, or me, or any Man,
And talk as if he had no Life to loofe,

Since this our match ; the King is coming in,

Si
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I would not for more Wealth than I enjoy,

He fhould perceive you raging, he did hear

You were at difference now, which haftned him.

Cal . Make room there- {Hoboys flays within.

Enter King,
Evadne, Afpatia, Lords and Ladies .

King. Melantius
,
thou art welcome, and my love

Is with thee ftill •, but this is not a place

To babble in*, Calianax
,
joyn hands.

Cal. He fhallnot have my Hand.

King. This is no time

To force you to’t, I do love you both r

Calianax
,
you look well to your Office

;

And you Melantius are Wellcome home ^
begin the Mask*

Mel. Sifter, I joy to fee you, and your choice.

You lookt with my Eyes, when you took that Man *,

Be happy in him. {Recorders

Evad. O my deareft Brother !

Your prefence is more joyful than this day can be unto me.

The Mask

Night rifes in Mifls.

Night. Our Reign is come *, for in the raging Sea

The Sun is drowned, and with him fell the day *

Bright Cinthia hear my Voice, I am the Night,

For whom thou bear’ft about thy borrowed Light i

Appear, no longer thy pale vifage (hroud.

But ftrike thy filver horn through a cloud.

And fend a beam upon thy fwarthy Face,

By which 1 may difeover all the place

And Perfons, and how many longing Eyes
Are come to wait on our Solemnities. Enter Cinthia.
How dull and black am I l I could not find

This Beauty without thee, I am fo blind
,

Methinks theylhew like to thofe Eaftern ftroaks,

That warn us hence before the morning breaks

}

Back my pale Servant, for theie Eyes know how
To {hoot far more and quicker Rays than thou.

Cinth. Great Queen, they be a Troop, for whom alone
One of ray cleareft Moons 1 have put on
A Troop that looks as if thy felf and I

Had pluckt our Reins in, and our Whips laid by,

B 2
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To gaze upon thefe Mortals, that apjpear

Brighter than we.

Night. Then let us keep ’um here.

And never more our Chariots drive away.

But hold our places, and out-fhine the day.

Cinth. Great Queen of Shadows, you are pleas’d to fpeak

Of more than may be done*, we may not break

The Gods Decrees, but when our time is come,

Mutt drive away and give the Day our room.

Yet whilft our Reign latts, let us ftretch our Power,
To give our Servants one contented hour,

With fuch unwonted folernn Grace and State,

As may for ever after force them hate

Our Brother’s glorious Beams, and vvifh the Night
Crown’d with a thoufand Stars, and our cold light

,

Foralmoft all the World their fervice bend
To Fhabus, and in vain my light 1 lend,

Gaz’d on unto my fetting from my rife

Almoft of none, but of unquiet Eyes.

Night. Then fhine at full, fair Queen, and, by thy Power,
Produce a Birth to Crown this happy hour

;

Of Nymphs and Shepherds let their Songs difeover,

Eafle and Sweet, who is a happy Lover •

Or if thou woot, then call thine own Endymion

From the fweet flowry Bed he lies upon,

On Latins top, thy pale Beams drawn away,
And of this long Night let him make a day.

Cinth. Thou dream’ft fair Queen, that fair Boy was not mine,
' Nor went I down to kifs him * eafe and wine
Have bred thefe bold Tales • Poets, when they rage,

Turn Gods to Men, and mane an hour age *,

But 1 will give a greater State and Glory,

And raife to time a noble memory
Of what thefe Lovers are

;
rife, rife, I fay.

Thou power of deeps, thy furges laid away,
Neptune, great King of waters, and by me
Be proud to be commanded. (Neptune rifes.

Nep . Cinthia
,
fee, * J

Thy word hath fetcht me hither, let me know why I attend.

Cinth . Doth this Mageftick fhow
Give thee no knowledge yet ? Nep. Yes, now I fee

Something intended (Cinthia]) worthy thee;

Go on, fie be a helper. Cinth. Hie thee then,

And charge the Wind file fromhis&ocky Den*
Let loofe thy fubje&s, only Boreas

Too
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Too foul for our intention as he was

\

Still keep him fall chain’d
; we muft have none here,

But vernal blafts, and gentle Winds appear,

Such as blow flowers, and through the glad Boughs ling

Many foft Welcomes to the lufty Spring.

Thefe are our Mufick : next, thy watry race

Bring on in Couples
\
we are pleas’d to grace

This noble Night, each in their richeft things

Your own deeps, or the broken veflel brings \

Be prodigal, and I fhall be as kind.

And fhine at full upon you.

Nep- Ho the wind ( Enter Eolus out of a Roch
Commanding Eolus !

Eol. Great JSleptune. Nep. He.

Eol What is thy Will ?

Nep. We do command the free

Favonius
,
and thy milder Winds to wait

Upon our Cinthia
,
but tye Boreas ftraighfe

^

He’s too rebellious.

Eol. I fhall do it.

Nep . Do, great mailer of the Flood, and all below.

Thy full Command has taken.

Eol . Ho ! the main
\ Neptune .

Nep . Here.

Eol . Boreas has broke his Chain,

And flruggling with the reft, has got away.
Nep . Let him alone. Tie rake him up at Sea j

He will not long be thence
^
go once again,

And call out of the bottoms of the Main,
Blew Froteus

,
and the reft

^
charge them put on

Their greateft Pearls, and the moft fparkhng Stone
The bearing Rock breeds, till this Night is done.
By me a folemn honour to the Moon

;

Fly like a full Sail.

Eol. 1 am gone.

Cinth. Dark night,

Strike a full filence, do a thorow right

To this great Chorus, that our Mufick may
Touch as high as Heaven, and make the £*/f break day
At Midnight. ( Mttfiek

Song,



.
Song. j

cinthia to thy power, and them

we obey

.

Joy to thisgreat Company,

' and no Day
Come to fteal this Night away

^

Till the rites of Love are ended.

And the Infty Bridegroom fay

,

Welcome light of all befriended

.

Pace out your watry Powers below

,

let yourfeet

Like the Gallies when they row

,

even beat.

Let your unknown meafures fet

To the fill Winds, tell to all.

That Gods are come immortal great

,

To honour this great Nuptial.

The Meafure. Second Song.

Hold back thy hours? dark Night
,

till we have done

,

The Day will come too foon ,

Young Maids will curfe thee if thou fteaffi away

,

And leavft their blu[hes open to the day.

Stay, flay, and hide

the blujhes of 4he Bride.

Stay
,
gentle Night

,
and with thy darknefs cover

the kiffes of her Lover.

Stay, and confound her Tears,
and. her flrrill cryings

,

Her weak denials
, vows

,
and often dyings •,

Stay and hide all,

but help not though [he call.

'

Qt' :

\ *n ••jpl Jr
' * ‘

' V/. .t

Nej>: Great Queen of us and Heaven,

Hear what I bring to make this hour a full one.

If not her meafure.

Ginth. Speak, Seas King.

Nep. Thy Tunes my Ampbitrite joys to have,

When they will dance upon the rifing Wave ;

And court me as the Sails, my Tryms play

Mufick to lead a ftorm, Tie lead the way.

Song. Meafure.

To bed, to bed •, come Hymen, lead the Bride

,

And lay her by her Husbands fide •

Bring in the Firgins every one.

That grieve to lie alone •
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<

7‘hat they may lift
,
jpW/a they may fay, <* w/*/W,

To morrow 'twill be other
, kifi and[aid :

Hefperus, be long a fhiningy

Whilfl thefe Lovers are a twining.

Eol. Ho Neptune ! Nep. Eolas.

Eol. The Seas go high.

Boreas hath rais’d a ftorm •,
go and apply

Thy Trident, elfe I prophefie, e’re day

Many a tall Ship will be call away .•

Defcend with all the Gods, and all their power to Itrike a Calnf

Cin. A thanks to every one, and to gratulate

So great a Service done at my defire,

Ye (hall have many floods fuller and higher

Than you have wifht for •, no Ebb lhall dare

To let the day fee where your dwellings are :

Now back unto your Government in hafte,

Left your proud charge fhould fwell above the wafte.

And win upon the Ifland.

Nep . We obey. (Neptune defcendsy
and the Sea-Gods.

Cin. Hold up thy Head, dead Night
^ feeft thou not Day f

The Eaft begins to lighten, I rauft down.
And give my Brother place.

JSfigh. Oh, I could frown

To fee the Day, the Day that flings his light

Upon my Kingdoms, and contems old Night j

Let him go on and flame, I hope to fee

Another Wild-Fire in his Axletree •

And all falfe drencht *, but 1 forgot, fpeak Queen,
The day grows on, I muft no more be feen.

Cin. Heave up thy droufie head agen, and fee

A greater Light, a greater Majefty,

Between -our Sea and us *, whip up thy Team •

The day breaks here, and you fome flafhing ftream

Shot from the South fay, which way wilt thou go ?

Nigh. Tie vaaifh into Mifts. (Exeunt ,

Cin. I into Day. (Finis Mash
King. Take lights there, Ladies, get the Bride to Bed -

9We will not fee you laid, good Night Amintor^

We’ll eafe you of that tedious Ceremony •

Were it my cafe, I (hould think time run flow

If thou beeft noble, youth, get me a Boy,
That may defend me from my Foes,

j&min. All happinefs to you.

King . Good night, Melantins, (Exenntl

VAC T,
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A C T. II.

Enter Evadne, Afpatia, Dula, and other Ladies.

Dul. X RAdam, (hall we undrefs you for this fight ?

IVJL The Wars are naked that you mult make to Night.

Evad. You are very mery, Dula,

Dul. I Ihould be far mcrrier,Madam,if it were with me as it is with you,
Evad. Why, how now Wench? #

DhI. Come, Ladies, will you help. Evad. I am foon undone.
DhI. And as foon done :

Good ftore of Cloaths will trouble you both.

Evad. Art thou drunk ? Dnla.

DhI. Why here’s none but we. '

Evad. Thou think’ll: belike, there is no modefly
When we are alone.

DhI. I by my troth, you hit my thoughts aright.

Evad. You prick me, Lady.
Dal. ’Tis againfl my will,

Anon you muft endure more, and lie Hill.

Your’e beft to pra&ice. Evad. Sure this Wench is mad.
DhI. No faith, this is a Trick that I have had

Since I was fourteen.

Evad. ’Tis high time to leave it.

DhI. Nay, now ITe keep it till the trick leave me \

A dozen wonton words put in your head,

Will make you lively in your Husband’s bed.

Evad. Nay, faith, then take it.

DhI. Take it, Madam, where? .

We all, 1 hope, will take it that are here.

Evad. Nay, then ITe give you o’re.

DhI. So will ( make
The ableft man in Rhodes

,
or his heart to ake.

Evad. Wilt take my place to night?

Dal. l’le hold your Cards againft any two l know.
Evad. What wilt thou do ?

DhI. Madam, well do’t, and make ’em leave play too.

Evad. Jfpatia, take her part. DhI. I will refufe it.

She will pluck down a fide, fhe doesnot ufe it.

Evad. ‘Why, do.

Dul. You will find the Play

Quickly, hecaufe your head lies well that way.



TRAGEDY. l
3

Ithank.thee, jD#/*, would thou couidft indill n ^ ;i ' h ;

Some of thy mirth into Jfpatia : , .

•

Nothing but fad thoughts in her Bread do dwell,

Methinks a mean betwixt you would do well.

DhL She is in Love, hang me if I were fo.

But I could run my Country, ,1 love too

To do thofe things that People in love do.

u4fp. It were a timelefs fmile fhould prove my cheek,

It were a fitter Hour for me to laugh.

When at the Altar the Religious Pried

Were pacifying the offended Powers
With Sacrifice, than now, this fhould have been

My Night, and all your hands have been employed
In giving me a fpotlefs Offering

To young Jmintor s Bed, as we are now
For you : pardon, Evadne

1
would my w&rth

Were great as yours, or that the King, or he,

Or both thought fo, perhaps he found me worthlefs

;

But till he didfo, in thefe Ears of mine,

(Thefe credulous Ears) he pour’d the fweeted Words,
That Art or Love could frame, if he were falfe f

Pardon it, Heaven, and if I did want
Vertue, you fafely may forgive that too.

For I have left none that I had from you.

Evad. Nay, leave this fad talk. Madam.
v4fp. Would l could, then fhould 1 leave the caufe.

Evad. See if you have not fpoil d all Dula^s mirth.

yifp. Thou chink’d chy Heart hard, but if thou beed caught
j remem-

ber me •, thou flialt perceive a Fire (hot fuddenly into thee.

Dal. That's not fo good, let ’em (hoot any thing but fire, I fear

’em not.

Jfp. Well, Wench, thou may’d be taken.

Evad. Ladies, good night, Pie do the red my felf.

DhL Nay, let your Lord do fome.

Jfp. Lay a Garland on my Hearfe of thedifmal Yew.
Evad. That’s one of your fad Songs, Madam.
Jfp. Believe me, ’tis a very pretty one.

Evad. How is it, Madam ?

. Song.

Afp. Lay a Garland on my LLcarJe of the difmal Tew
,

Maidens, willow- branches bear ^ fay / died true :

My Love was falfe ,
but / was firm from my hour of birth •,

Vpon my buried Body lay lightly gentle Earth.

Evad. Fieon’t, Madam,* the words are fo drange, they are able to
C make
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make one dream of Hobgoblings^ / could never havt the Power, ling

that Bula.

Du la. J could never have the Power

To love one above an hour } .

But my heart xvould prompt mine Eye

On fame other Man to flic }
l .

Venus fix mine Eyes faft, cl

Or if not
,
give tne all that J {hall fee. at Iaft.

Evad. So leave me now. jD#/.Nay,we muif lee you laid

Afp. Madam, good night, may all the marriage-joys,

That longing Maids imagine in their Beds,

Prove fo unto you
^
may no difcontenc

Grow 'ewixt your Love and you • but if there do, . >

Enquire of me, and I will guide your moan.
Teach you an Artificial way to grieve.

To keep your forrows waking •, love your Lord
No worfe than 1 ; but if you love fo well,

Alas !
you may aifpleafe him, fo did h

This is the laft time you fhall look on me t

1

Ladies, farewell asfoon as I anr dead,

Come aLl and watch one night about my Hearfe
^

Bring each a mournful Story and a Tear
To offer at it when I go to Earth :

With flattering Ivy, clafpmy Coffin round.

Write on my brow my Fortune
^

let my Bier

Be born by Virgins, that fhall fing by courfe

The truth of Maids, and perjuries of Men.
Evad. Alas, I pity thee. '{Exit. Evadne,

Omnes. Madam, good night,

i Lady. Come, we’ll let in the Bridegroom.

Bui. Where’s my Lord ?

i Lady. Here take this light. {Enter Amintor. -

Bui. You 1 find her in the dark,

i Lady. Your Lady’s fcarce abed yet, you muft help her

Afp. Go and be happy in your Ladies Love *

May ail the wrongs that you have done to me,

Be utterly forgotten in my dedtb.

He trouble you no more, yet I will take

A parting kifs, and will not be denied.

You’l come my Lord, and fee the Virgins weep
When I am laid in Earth, though you your felt

Can know no pity thus-I wirid toy felf

Into this Willow -Garland, and am prouder,

That 1 was once your Love (tho’ now refus’d)

Than to have had another true to me,
J So
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So with my Prayers I leave you, and inift Hty.

Some yet unpra&ic’d way to grieve a^nd die. (Exit Afpatia.

Dal. Come, Ladies,' wilfybu go?

Gmnes. Good night, my Lord.

Amin. Much happihefs unto you all. ( Exeunt Ladies.

I did that Lady wrong }
methinks I feel

Her grief fhoot fuddenly through all my Veins.

Mine eyes run •, this is ftrange at fuch a time

It was the King firft mov’d me to’t, but he

Has not my will in keeping why do 1

Perplex my felf thus, fomething whifpers me.

Go not to bed, my Guilt is not fo great

As mine own Confcience (too fenfible^

Would make me think *, I only brake a promife.

And ’twas the King that forc’d me : timorous flefti

Why lhak’ft thou fo ? away my idle fears. (Enter Evad.

Yonder (he is, the luftre of whofe Eye
Can blot away the fad remembrance
Of all thefe things*, Oh, my Evadne, fpare

That tender Body, let it not take cold.

The vapours of the Night will not fall here.

To bed my Love *, Hymen will punifh us

For being flack performers of his Rites.

Cam’ll thou to call me ? Evad. No.
Amin. Come, come my Love,

And let us loofe our felves to one another.
"

Why art thou up fo long ? Evad. I am not Well.

Amin . To bed, then let me wind thee in thefe Arms,
Till I have banifiit ficknefs.

Evad. Good my Lord, I cannot deep.

Amin. Evadne , we’ll watch, l mean no fleeping.

Evad. He not go to Bed. Amin. I prethee do.
Evad. I will not for the world. Why,my dear Love
Evad. Why ? I have fworn I will not.

Amin . Sworn / Evad. I.

Amin. How f Sworn Evadne ?

Evad. Yes, fworn Amintor, and will fvvear again,

If you will wifh to hear me.

Amin. To whom have you fworn this ?

Evad. If I (hould name him, the matter were not great
Amin. Come, this is but the coynefs of a Bride.

Evad. The coynefs of a Bride !

Amin. How prettily that Frown becomes thee.

Evad. Do you like it fo ?

Amin. Thou can It not drefs thy Face in fuch a look
But I (ball like it. C 2 Evado What
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Evad. What look likes you b*ft ? tr-.- »e •'

;

7 . o-
Amin. Why do you ask f -

j ->Vf 4

£v*d. That 1 may (hew you one lefs plealing to yoa.

Amin. How’s that ?

Evad. That l may fhew you one lefs pleating to you.

Amin. I prethee put thy jefts in milder looks.
t

It (hews as thou wcit angyy
;
. .

,q x V
Evad. So perhaps I am indeed. ? .

. > / - •

„ Amin. Why who has done thee wrong ?

Name me the man, and by thy felf l fwear.

Thy yet unconquered lelf, I will revenge thee.

Evad. Now I (hall try thy truth, if thou doft love me,
Thou weigh’fl: not any thing compared wich me

\

Life, honour, joys eternal, all delights -
! -j V

This world can yield, or hopeful people feign,

Or in the Life to come, are light as air

To a tiue Lover when his Lady frowns,

And bids him do this : wilt thou kill this man ?

Swear my Amintor
,
and Tie kifs the fin offfrom thy lips.,

Amin. 1 will not fw ear fweet Love,
Till 1 do know the caufe. . :

;1
- . . V .

* ‘

Evad. I would thou would It

;

Why, it is thou that wrongft me, I hate thee,

Thou fhould’fl have killed thy felf.

Amin. If 1 fhould know that, I fhould quickly kill

The man you hated.
. T - ,

Evad. Know it then, and do’t.

Amin. Oh no, what look foe’re thou (halt put on,

To try my faith, I fhall not think thee falfe
j

I cannot find one blemifh in thy face,

Where falfhood ihould abide : leave, and to bed *,

If you have fworn to any of the Virgins,

.
That were your old Companions, to prefenre

Your Maidenhead a night, it may be done without this means.

Evad A Maidenhead, Amintor, at my years ?

Amin. Sure (he raves, this cannot be

Th y_ natural temper
^

fhall I call thy Maids ? '

Either thy healthful deep hath left thee long.

Or elfe fome Fever rages in thy blood.

Evad. Neither, Ammor • think you I am mad,
Bccaufe I fpeak t**e truth ?

Amin. Will you not lie with me to night,

Evad To night ? you talk as if 1 would hereafter.

Amin Hereafter ? yes, I do.

Evad. You are deceiv’d, put off amazement, and with patience mark
What
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Whit I (h^ll utterv /or ^hePl<ac ^e

Knows nothing true,*
5
tis not For a Night

Or two that I forbear thy bed, but for ever.

Amin. I dream, awake, Amintor /

Evnd. You hear right,

I fooner will find out the Beds of Snakes,
*

And with my youthful Blood warm their cold flefii,

Letting them curl themfelves about my Lambs,

Than deep one Night with thee / this is not feign’d.

Nor founds it like the coynefs of a Bride.

Amin. Is flefh fo earthly to endure all this ?

Are thefe the joys of Marriage ? Hymen keep

This ftory (that will make fucceeding youth

Negled thy Ceremoniesj from ail ears.

Let it not rife up for thy fhame and mine
To after ages

^
we will fcorn thy Laws,

If thou no better blefs them •, touch the Heart

Of her that thou haft fent me, or the world

Shall know there’s not an Altar that will fmoak

In praife of thee
•, we will adopt us Sons -,

Then Virtue fhall inherit and not Blood :

‘

If we do luft, we’ll take the next we meet,

Serving our feives as other Creatures do.

And never take note of the Female more,
Nor of her [flue. I do rage in vain.

She can but jeft
^ Oh pardon rrie my Love •,

So dear the thoughts are that I hold of thee,

That I muft break forth
^

fatisfie my fear
^

It is a pain beyond *the hand ofDeath,
To be in doubt

\
confirm it with an Oath, if this be true,,

Evad. Do you invent the Form ?

Let there be in it all the binding words
Devils and Conjurers can put together.

And I will take it ^ I have fworn before,

And here, by all things holy do again.

Never to be acquainted with thy Bed.Isvour doubt over now
Amin. I know too much, would. I haadoubted'ftiil :

Was ever fuch a Marriage night as t ha

s

You Powers above, if you did ever mean
Man fhould beufed thus, you have thought away
How he may bear himfelf, and fave his honour,
Inftrudl me in it, for to my dull Eyes

,

There is no mean, no moderate couYfe' to run
1

,

I muft lived fcorned, or be a murderer^ ,

Is there a third why this night fo calin ?

IO

i



Why does not heaven fpeakin t^jjm^r to tj

Evad. This rage will do no g^oa.
B

j ,

Amin. Evadne
y
hear me, tnoi\ Kaft^trnc

But fuch a rath one, that to keep it, were ’

Worfe than to fwear it
y

call it back to thee •,

Such vows as thofe neve$ afeena the heaven
j

A tear or two will wSBiit ,*
1

,
‘ f;" V l''

Have mercy on my yojfth,’ my,', bppeful yofoffl,. ,

1 ' f

’;;
h

\

u ‘

If thou be pitiful, for (without boaft

/

This Land was proud of me : - what Lady was there :

That men call fair and vertuous in this Jfle,

That would have fhun’d my love ( It is in thee ^ f

To make me hold this worth

—

- Oh'we v^ln menf
v

That truft out all our Reputation,
x

, \ -l
; ,

f
f

To reft npon^the weak and yielding hand
Of feeble Women ! but tljou art not (tone j

Thy flelh is foft, and in thine eyes doth dwell

The Spirit of Love, thy heart cannot bs har^.

Come, lead me from the bottom of defpair,

To all the joys thou haft •, I know thou wilt
^

And make me careful, left the fudden change

O’recome my Spirits.

Evaek When I call back this Oath, the pains of Hell inviron me.
simin. I deep, and am too temperate

,
come to b^d, or, by

Thofe hairs, which, if thou haft a Soul like to tliy Locks,
, .

Were threads for Kings to we,ar aBoat theif .Arms.. - r
;

. y
Evad. Why fo perhaps they are. .

;

'

Amin. ITe drag thee to my bed, and make thy
rl
tongue

Undo this wicked Q^th, or on thy flefh

l’le print a thoufend wounds to let out lifjev ...

Evad. I fear thee not, do what thou dafft
;

^o'
t

pe \ ; „ ,

Every ill founding word, or threatning loqlV'
r

"

Thou fhew’ft to me, will be revenged at full 1' (
J

r
\ ... V*'

Amin. It will not fure, Evadne. _

"

Evad. Do not you hazard that.

Amin . Ha 5

ye your Champions ? J

Evad. Alas, Amintor, thinkeft thou I forbear "
rV

l ‘-‘ ‘

To fleep with thee, becaufe I ha;ve put on
A maidens ftriftnefs ? look upon thefe cheeks,

And thou (halt find the hot and riling blood

Unapt for fuch a Vow ;
no, in this heart

There dwells as much delire, and as much will

To put that wifot afl: in pra&ice, as ever yet

Was known to Woman, and they have been (hewn
Both ; but it was the folly of thy youth,

To think this beauty (to wfeat Land foe’re

6 aii8 SrbwS
Jon eir feuTj gnutoon ewonJI

an Oath,
'

f
'

tv. v ib '‘'..stX

It
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It (hall be called) (hall {loop to any> fecond.

I do enjoy the belt, and.in that height

Have fworn to Hand or die : you guefs the man.

Amin. No, let me know the Man that wrongs me fo,

That I may cut his Body into Motes,

And fcatter it before the Northern Wind.
Evad. You dare not fir ike him.

Amin . Do not wrong me fo
^

Yes, if his body were a poifonous plant.

That it were Death to touch, 1 have a foul

Will throw me on him. Evad. Why, ’tis the King.

Amin . The King / Jb^^’.What will you do now l

Amin. ’Tis not the King.

Evad. What did he make this match for dull Amintor 7
.

Amin. Oh thou haft nam’d a word that wipes away
All thoughts revengeful : in that facred name,

The King, there lies a terror, what frail man
Dares lift his hand againft it ? Let the Gods
Speak to him when they pieafe

j
till when let hs fuffer and wait.

Evad. Why fhould you fill your felt fo full of heat,

And haft fo to my bed ? I am no Virgin I

Amin. What Devil put it in thy fancy then

To marry me ?

Evad. Alas, I muft have one

To father children, and to bear the name
Of Husband to me, that my fin may be more honourable.

Amin. What a ftrange thing am I ?

Evad. A miferable one, one that my felf am forry for,

Amin. Why Ihew it then in this,

If thou haft pity,\ though thy love be none,
Kill me, and all true Lovers that fhali live

In after ages, croft in their defires;

Shall blefs thy memory, and call thee good,
Becaufe fuch mercy in thy heart was found,

To rid a lingring Wretch.
Evad. I muft have one

To fill thy room again, if thou wert dead:,

Elfe by this night I woulq : I pity thee.

Amin. Theft ftrange and fudden injuries have fallen

So thick upon me, that I lofe all fenfe

Of what they are : methinks 1 am not wrong’d,
Nor is it ought, if from the cenfuri^g World
I can but hide it -Reputation,,

Thou art a word, no more ; but thou haft ffoewa

An impudence fo high, that to the, World

* . ,
^

.

*

1 tea)
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1 feaT thou wilt betray or (hame tiiy fejf.
""

,

1,fi

Lvsid. To cover fhame I cook thee, never’ fear
fiB t

1*50

I hu I would blaze my f; If.

Amin. Nor let the King
Know 1 conceive he wrongs me, the/i.rnine tfjncrtr

Will thruft me into action, that my fleftf v
r

Kp-if varifh r^afipnrp anrl if ic frvmp' poT% *• - ‘ ' 1‘
• l

IfiOl

Could bear with patience, and it is fome eaflp
' 1 ' !y ‘ 1

To me in thefe extreams, that 1 knew this

Before I touch’d thee^ elfe had all the fins

Of Mankind flood betwixt me and the King,

1 had gone through ’em to his heart and thine,.

I have loll one defire, ’cis tiot his Crown
Shall buy me to thy bed : now 1 refolve

He hasdilhonoured thee*, give me thy hand,

Be careful of thy credit, and fin clofe,

’Tis all I wi(h *, upon the Chamber-floor

Tie reft to night, that morning yifiters

May think we did as married pleople ufe;

And prethee fmile upon me, when they Ccme,
And feem to toy as if thoti hadft been pleas’d

With what we did.

Evad. Fear not, I will do this.

Amin

.

Come let us pra&ice, and as wantonly

As ever loving Bride and Bridegroom met,

Let’s laugh and enter here. 'Evad. 1 am content.

Amin . Down all the fuellings' of my troubled heart.

When we walk thus intwined, let all tyes fee

If ever Lovers better did agree. (Exit*

Enter Afpatia^ Antiphila, Olympias.

Afp. Away, you are not lad, force it no farther
j

Good Gods, how well you look ! Tuch a full Colour

Young balhful Brides put on •* fure you are new married. .

Ant. Yes, Madam, to your grief.

Afp. Alas, poor wenches,

Go learn to love firft, learn to lofe your felves,

Learn to be flattered, and believe, and blefs

The double tongue that did it *,

' •

Make a faith out of the miracles of ancient Lovers.

Did you ne’re love yet, Wenches ? fpeak Olympias
,

Such as fpeak truth and dy’d in’t,

And like me believe all faithful, and be miferable •

Thoti haft an eafie temper, fit for ftamp.

Olymp Never. Afp. Nor you, Antiphila/ ' A Ant. T^or I.

Afp. Then my good Girls, be more than Women,' wife. At'leaft

be nnre thin I was

j

and befure you credit any thing the light gives

light

iml l

jo*: \\
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light to, before a Man, rather believe the Sc? weeps for the nji/ied

Merchant when he roars
^

rather the wind courts the pregnant Sails

when the ftrong Cordage cracks
j
rather the Sun comes but to kifs the

Fruit in Wealthy Autumn, when all falls blalled • if you needs mud
love (forc’d by ill Fate) take to your maiden bofoms two dead cold

Afpidt, and of them make Lovers, they cannot flatter nor forfwear
;

one kifs makes a long peace for all ^ but Man, oh that Bead Man !

•Come let’s be fad my Girls ^

That down call of thine eye, Olympias^

Shews a fine lorrow : mark Antiphila,

Juft fuch another was the Nymph Oenonc,

When Paris brought home Hellen : now a Tear,

And then thou art a piece exprelfing fully

The Carthage Queen, when from a cold Sea Rock,

Full with her forrow, (he tied faft her Eyes

To the fair Trojan Ships* and having loft them,

juft as thine eyes do, down dole a tear, Antiphila ^

What would this Wench do, if (he were A/patia?

Here (he would ftand, till fome more pitying God
Turn’d her to Marble : Tis enough, ray Wench

}

Shew me the piece of Needlework you wrought.

Ant. Of Ariadne? Madam ?

Afp. Yes, that piece.

This (hould be The/ens
,
h’asa cozening Face,

You meant him for a Man. Ant. He was fo, Madam.
A/p. Why then ’tis well enough, never look back.

You have a full wind, and a falfe Heart, The/eas
^

Does not the ftory fay, his Keel was fplit.

Or his Mafts fpent, or fome kind Rock or other

Met with his Veffel ? Ant. Not as I remember.
A/p. It (hould have been fo

^
could the Gods-know this,

And not of ail their number raiY a ftorm?
But they are all as ill. This falfe fmile was well expreft

Juft fuch another caught me
}
you (hall not go fo, Jmphii# $

In this place work a quick'- fand.

And over it a (hallow fmiling water,

And his Ship ploughing it, and then a fear.

Do that fear to the life. Wench. Ant. ’Twill wrong the ftory-

A/p. ’Twill make the ftory wrong’d by wanton Poets.
Live long, and be believ’d but where’s the Lady ?

Ant. There Madam.

Afp. Fie, you have mid it here, Antipkila
,

You are much miftaken, Wenchf*,

Thefe Colours are not dull and pale enough
To (hew a Soul fo full of mifery,

D As
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As this fad Ladies was

;
do it by me,

Do it again by me the loft Afpatia^

And you fliall find all true but the wild Ifland \

I (land upon the Sea -breach now, and think

Mine arms thus, and mine hair blown with the wind,

Wild as that DeLrt, and let all about me
Tell that I arp for Taken, do my face

(If thou hadft ever feeling of a forrow)
Thus, thus, AntipbiU

,
drive to make me look

Like forrows monument
;
and the trees about me.

Let them be dry and leavelefs : let the Rocks
Groan with continual furges, and behind me
Make all a defolation

;
look, look, Wenches,

A miftrable life of this poor pi&ure.

Olym. Dear Madam !

Afp. 1 have done, (it down, and let us

Upjn that point fix all our eyes, that point there’;

Make a dull fiLence till you feel a fudden fadnefs

Give us new Souls. {Enter Calianax.

Cal. The King may do this, and he may not do it;

My child is wrong’d, difgrac’d well, how now, houfwives?

What at your eafe? is this a time to fit (till ? up you young
Lazy Whores, up or Tie fwinge you.

Olym. Nay, good my Lord.

Cal. You’l lie down (hortly, get you in and work
;

What are yon grown fo refty ? you want tears,

We (hall have fome of the Court Boys do that Office.

Am- My Lord, we do no more than we are charg’d

:

It is the Ladies pleafure we be thus in grief;

She is forfaken.

Cal. There’s a Rogue too,

A young diflembling Slave
;

well, get you in,

ITe have about with that Boy : ’tis high time

Now to be valiant
; I confefs my Youth

Was never prone that way : what, made an Afs ?

A Court ftale ? well 1 will be valiant,

And beat fome dozen of thefe Whelps; I will
;

and there’s

Anotter of ’em, a trim cheating Soldier,

I’le maul that Rafcal, h’as out-brav’d me twice
;

But now I thank the Gods I am valiant

;

Go, get you in, He take a courfe with all. (Exam omnes.
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ACT. III.

Enter Cleon, Strato, Diphilus.

Cleon. Our Sifter is not up yet.

X Dipb. Oh, Brides muft take their mornings reft.

The night is troubleforae. Stra. But not tedious.

Dipb. What odds, he has not my Sifter’s maiden-head to night?

Stra. No, it’s odds againft any Bridegroom living, he ne’re gets it

while he lives.

Dipb. Y’are merry with my Sifter, you’l pleafe to allow me the fame
freedom with yonr Mother.

Stra. She’s at your fervice.

Dipb. Then file’s merry enough of her felf, fhe needs not tickling j

knock at the door. Stra. We (hall interrupt them.

Dipb. No matter, they have the year before them.

Good morrow, Sifter
;

fpare your felf to day, the night will come a-

gain. ( Enter Amintor.

Amin. Who’s there, my Brother ? I am no readier yet, your Sifter

is but now up.

Dipb. You look as you had loft your Eyes to night
; I think you have

not flept. Amin. I’faith I have not.

Dipb. You have done better then.

Amin. We ventured for a B >y *
when he is twelve,

A fhall command againft the Foes of Rhodes.

Stra. You cannot, you want fleep. '

( Afide .

Amin

.

’Tis true
;
but fhe,

As if fhe had drunk Lethe,
or had made

Even with Heaven, did fetch fo ft ill a fleep.

So fweet and found. Dipb. What’s that ?

Amin. Your Sifter frets this morning, and does turn her Eyes upon

me, as people oo their headfrnan
;

fhe does chafe; and kifs, and chafe a-

gain, and clap my cheeks.- She’s in another World.
Dipb. Then I had loft

;
I was about to lay, you had not got her mai-

den- head to night.

Amin. Ha, he does not mock me
;

y’d loft indeed

I do not ufe to bungle. Cleo. You do deferve her.

Amin. I laid my lip? to hers, and what wild breath

That was fo rude and rough to me, laft night {Afide.

Was fweet as April
;

Tie be guilty too,

If thefe be the effects. {Enter Melantius.

Mel . Good day, Amintor
,

for to me the Name x

D 2 Of
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Of Brother is too diftant

j
we are Friends,

And that is nearer. Amin . Dear Melantm !

Let me behold thee •, is it pofUble ?

Mel. What fudden gaze is this? Amin. 5Tis wondrous ftrange.

Mel. Why does thine Eye defire fo drift a view

Of that it Knows fo well? there is nothing here that is not thine.

Amin. 1 wonder much, Mdantius
,

To fee thofe noble looks that made me think. '

How vertuous thou art
^
and on the fudden

?Tis ft range to me, thou fhould’ft have worth and honour.

Or not be Bafe, and Falfe, and Treacherous,

And every ill But

Mel. Stay, ftay, my Friend,

I fear this found will not become our lores *, no more embrace

Amin. Oh miftake me not,

I know thee to be full of all thofe deeds,

That we frail men call good : but by the courfe

Of Nature thou (houldft be as quickly chang’d

As are the Winds, diffembling as the Sea,

That now wears brows as fmooth as Virgins be,

Tempting the Merchant to invade his face, -

And in an hour calls his Billows up,.

And fhoots ’em at the Sun, deftroying all

A carries on him. .
G how near am I ( Aftde,

To utter my fick thoughts /

Mel. But why, ray Friend, fhould I be fo by Nature ?

Amin. I have wed thy Sifter, who hath vertuous thoughts

Enough for one whole Family, and it is ftrange

That yon fhould feel no want.

Mel. Believe me, this Complements too cunning for me.
Diph. What fhould I be then by the courfe of Nature,

They having both robb’d me of fo much Vertue ?

Strat. O call the Bride, my Lord Aminto?, that we may fee her biufhr
and turn her Eyes down y it is the prettieft fport.

Amiri Evadne ! Evad. My Lord! (Within.

Amin. Come forth, my Love,

Your Brothers do attend to wifh you joy.

Evxd. I am not ready yet. Amin. Enough, enough.

Evad. They’H mock me. (Enter JEvadne.

Amint. Faith, thou (halt not come in.

Md. Good morrow, Sifter, he that underftands.

Whom you have wed, need not to wifh you joy.

You have enough take heed, you be not proud.

Diph^Q Sifter, what have you done 5

Euad. I done' why, what have 1 done/
Stra* My
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Stra. My Lord Amintor fwcars yotj arc no Maid now.

Evad. Pufh ! Strut, I’faith he does.

Evad. I knew I fhould be mockt. Diph. With a truth.

Evad. If ’twere to do again, in faith I would not marry.

Amint. Not I, by Heaven.

Diph. Sifter, Dull fwear s {he heard you cry two Rooms off.

Evad. Fie, how you talk ! Diph. Let’s fee you walk.

Evad. By nay troth y’ve fpoil’d. Mel. Amintor !

Amin, Ha / Mel. Thou art fad.

Amint. Who I ? 1 thank you for that, fhalT Diphiltts, thou and I fing

a Catch ? Alcl. How / Amin. Prithee let’s.

Mel. Nay, that’s too much the other way,

Amin. I am fo lightlied with my Happinefs : how do’ft thou, Love ?

kifs me. Evad. I cannot love you, you tell Tides of me.

‘Amint. Nothing but what becomes us : Gentlemen,

Would you had all fiich Wives, and all the World,,

That I might be no wonder
;
y’are all fad •

What, do you envie me ? 1 walk methinks

On water, and ne’re fink, I am fo light.

Mel. ’Tis well you are fo.

Amint. Well ? how can I be other, when flic looks thus ?

Is there no Mufick there ? let’s dance.

Mel. Why, this is ftrange, Amintor
,

Amint. I do not know my felf • yet I could wifh my joy were lefs.

Diph. I’le marry too, if it will make one thus.

Evad. Amintor
,
hark. ( Afide .

Amint. What fays my Love I mull obey.

Evad. You do it feurvily, ’twill be perceived.

Cle. My Lord, the King is here. (.Enter King and Lifip,

Amint. Where ? Stra. And his Brother,

King. Good morrow all.

Amintor
, Joy on, joy fail thick upon thee

^

And Madam, you are altered fince I faw you,

I mull falute yon
}
you are now another’s

j

How lik’d you your nights reft? Evad. Ill, Sir.

Amin. I ! ’deed fhe took but little.

Lif. You’l let her take more, and thank her too fhortly.

King. Amintor^txt thou truly honeft till thou wert married.

Amin. Yes, Sir.

King. Tell me then, how fliews the Sport unto thee ?

Amin . Why, well. King. What did you do?
Amin. No more nor lefs than other Couples ufe *,

You know what’tis- it has but a courfe name.
King. But prithee, I fhould think by her black Eye,

And her red Cheek, {he fhould be quick and ftirring

(Afidt.

In
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In this fame Bufinefs, ha ?

Amin. I cannot tel), I ne’rc try’d other, Sir, but I perceive
She is as quick as you delivered.

King. Wei!, you’l truft me then. Ammor
,

To chufe a Wife for you agen ? Amin. No, never, Sir.

King. Why ? like you this fo ill ?

Amin. So well I like her.

For this I bow my knee in thanks to you.
And unto Heaven will pay my gratefull tribute

Hourly, and do hope we (hall draw out

A long contented life together here,

And die both-full of Gray hairs in one day *,

For which the thanks is yours
^
but if the Powers

That rule us, pleafe to call her firft away,
Without pride fpoke, this World holds not a Wife
Worthy to take her room.

King, I do not like this- all forbear the room
But you Amintor and your Lady. I have fomefpeech with

You, that may concern your after living well.

Amin. A will not tell me that he lies with her : if he do
Something heavenly ftay my heart, for I (hall be apt

To thruft this Arm of mine to ads unlawful.

King, You will fuffer me to talk with her, Amintor^

And not have a jealous pang ?

Amin. Sir, I dare truft tny Wife
With whom (he dares to talk, and not be jealous.

King. How do you like Amintor ?

Evad. As I did, Sir. King . How’s that?

Evad. As one that, to fulfil your Will and Pleafure^

I have given leave to call me Wife and Love.

King. I fee there is no lafting faith in Sin ;

,

They that break word with Heaven, will break agen

With all the World, and fo do’ft thou with me.

Evad.
How, Sir ?

King. This fubtile Womans ignorance

Will not excufe you thou haft taken Oaths

So great, methought they did not well become

A Womans mouth, that thou wouldeft ne’re enjoy

A Man but me.
Evad. I never did fwear io • you do me wrong.

King. Day and Night have heard it.

Evad. I fwore indeed that I would never love

A Man of lower place •, but if your Fortune

Should throw you from this height, 1 bade you truft

I would forfake you, and would bend to him
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That won your Throne

^
I love with my ambition,

Not with my Eyes
^
but if I ever yet

Toucht any other
,
Leprofie light here

Upon my face, which for your Royalty I would not ftain.

King. Why, thou diflembleft, and it is in me to punilh thee.

Evad. Why, it is in me then not to love you, which will

More -afflift your body, than your punifhment can mine.

King] But thou haft let Amintor lie with the.

Evad. 1 hannot. King. Impudence/ he fays himfelf fo.

Evad. A lye$. King. A does not.

Evad. By this light he does, ftrangely and bafely, and

Pie prove it fo^ I did not fliun him for a Night,

But told him I would never clofe with him.

King. Speak lower, ’tis falfe.

Evad. I’m no man to anfwer with a blow ;

Or if I were, you are the King
,
but urge me not,

?

tis moft true.

King. Do not I know the uncontrouled thoughts

That youth brings with him, when his blood is high

With expe&ation and defire of that

He long hath waited for ? is not his fpirit.

Though he be temperate, of a valiant ftrain,

As this our age hath known ! what could he do.

If fuch a fudden fpeech had met his blood.

But mine thee for ever ? if he had not kilPd thee
7

He could not bear it thus
*

he is as we,
Or any other wrong’d man. Evad. It is diflembling.

King. Take him
7
farewell: henceforth I am thy foe

;

And what difgraces 1 can blot thee, look for,

Evad . Stay, Sir
7 Amintor / you fhall hear, Amintor,

A?nint. What my love ?

Evad. Amintor
,
thou haft; an ingenuous look.

And fhould’ft be vertuous * it amazeth me.
That thou canft make fuch bafe malicious lyes.

Amin. What, my dear Wife ?

Evad. Dear Wife / I dodefpjfe thee

Why, nothing can be bafer, than to fow
Diflention amongft Lovers?

Amin. Lovers ! Who ?

Evad. The King and me. Amin. O Heaven 1

Evad, Who fhould live long, and love without diftafte,

Were it not for fuch pickthanks as thy felf

!

Did you lie with me ? fwear now, and be panifht in Hell

For this,

Amin. The faithlefs Sin I made
To fair Afpatia,

is not revenged,
- ' tlr

x * £
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It follows me- I will not lofe a Word .

To this wild Woman • but to you my King,

The anguifh of my Soul thru# out this truth,

Y’are a Tyrant
^
and not fo much to wrong

An horre# man thus, as to take a pride

In talking with him of it,

Evad. Now, Sir, fee how-loud this Fellow lyed.

Amin, You that can know to wrong, fnould know how
Men mu# right themfelves: what punifhment is due

From me to him that (hall ahufe my bed !

It is not death • nor can th3t fatisfie,

Unlefs I fend your lives through all the Land,
To fhew how nobly I have freed my felf.

King. Draw not thy fword, thou knowe# I cannot- fear

A fubje&s hand
}
but thou (halt feel the weight of .this.

If thou doll rage.

Afain. The weight of that ?

If you have any worth, for Heaven’s fake think

I fear not Swords
^
for as you are mecr Man,

I dare as ealily kill you for this deed, -

As you dare think to do it
\
but there is

Divinity about you, that ftrikes dead

My rifmg paflions : As you are my King,

I fall before you, and prefent my Sword
To cut mine own fkfh, if it be your will. .

:

'

Alas ! I am nothing but a multitude

Of walking griefs
}

yet foould I murther you,

I might before the World take the excufe

Of madnefs .* for compare my injuries,

And they will well appear too fad a weight

For reafon to endure^ but fall I fir#

Among# my forrews, e’re my treacherous hand

Touch holy things : but why7 I know not what
1 have to lay

^
why did you chufe out me ; *, V.-

-

To make thus wretched ? there were tlroufafodj fools

Ealie to work on, and of ftate enough within the liland.

Evad; I would not have a fool, it were no credit for me,

.Amiri. Worfeand worfe 1

Thou that dar’ft talk unto thy. Husband thus,

Profefs thy felf a Whore ! and more than fo,

F,efo!ve to be fo ftill *. it is my Late
To bear rad bow beneath a thoufand griefs,

To ke;p that little credit with the World.
But mere were wife ones too, you might have tane another.

K<: No
;

for I beleive th,ee hone#, as thou were valiant,
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Amint. All the happinefs

Beftow’d upon me, turns into difgrace ;

Gods take your honefty again, for I

Am loaden with it
;
good my Lord the King, be private in it.

King. Thou may ft live, Jmintor,

Free as thy King, if thou wilt wink at this.

And be a means that we may meet in fecret.

Amn. A Bawd ! hold, hold my Breaft, a bitter curie

Seize me, if I forget not all refpe&s

That are religious, on another word
Sounded like that, and through a Sea cf Sins

Will wade to my revenge, though I fhould call

Pains here, and after life upon my Soul.

King. Well, lam iefoluteyou lay not with her.

And fo leave you. Exit King.

Evad. You mud be prating, and fee what follows.

Amin. Prethee vex me not.

Leave me, I am afraid fome fudden ftart

Will put a murther on me.

Evad. I am gone; I love my life well. (Exit Evadne.

Amin , 1 hate mine as much.

This ’tis to break a troth-, 1 fhould be glad

If all this tide of grief would make me mad. ' (Exit.

Enter Melalitius.

Mel. Tie know the caufe of all Amintor* griefs.

Or friendfhip fhall be idle. (Enter Calianax.

Cal. Oh, Melantius my Daughter will die.
'

Mel. Truft me, I am forry
;
would thou hadft taneher room.

Cal. Thou art a Slave, a cut-throat Slave, a bloody treacherous Slave.

Mel. Take heed, old man, thou wilt be heard to rave.

And lofe thine Offices,

Cal. I am valliant grown
At all thefe years, and thou art but a Slave.

Mel. Leave, fome Company will come, and I refpeft

Thy years, not thee fo much, that I could wifb
To laugh at thee alone.

Cal. Pil fpoil your mirth, 1 mean to fight with thee
;

There lie my Cloak, this was my Father’s Sword,
And he durft fight; are you prepared ?

Mel. Why ? wilt thou doat thy felf out of thy life ?

Hence get thee to bed, have careful looking to, and eat warm things,
and trouble not me - my head is full of thoughts more weighty than thy
life or Death can be.

Cal. You have a name in War, when you Hand fife

Amongft a multitude
,

but 1 will try

E wVmr
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What you dare do irnto a weak old man
In fingle fight you’ll ground, I fear : Come draw.

Mel. I will not draw, unlefs thou pull’ft thy death

Upon thee with a ftroke
;

there’s no one blow
That thou can’ll give, hath ftrength enough to kill me.
Tempt me not fo far then •, the power of Earth

Shall not redeem thee.

Cal. I mull let h ini''alone.
~

He’s flout and able
^
and to fay the truth,

However, I may fet a face and talk,

I am not valiant : when I was a Youth,
I kept my credit with a telly trick I had.

Amongft Cowards but durfl never fight.

MeL I will not promife to preferve ybiir life, if you do flay.

Cal. I would give half my Land, that I durfl fight with that proud
Man a little: if I had men to hold, I would beat him, till he ask me
mercy. Mel. Sir, Will you be gone ?

Cal. I dare not flay, but 1 will go home, and beat my Servants all over

for this. ( Exit Calianax,

This old Fellow haunts me.
But the diftra&ed carriage of mine, Amintor
Takes deeply on me, I will find the caufe*,

I fear his Confcience cries, he wrong’d Afpatia."

Enter Amintor.
Amin. Mens eyes are not fofubtil to perceive

My in ward mifery^ I bear my grief

Hid from the World
^
Jhow art thou wretched then ?

For ought \ know, all Husbands are like me *,

And every one I talk with of his Wife,
Is but a diifembler of his woes
As I am ;• would I knew it, for the rarenefs affli&s me now.

Mel. Amintor ,
we have not enjoyed our friendship of late, for we

were wont to charge our Souls ifi talk.

Amin. Melantius
,

I can tell thee a good jeft of Strato and a Lady the

lafl day. Mel. How waft l

Amint . Why fuchanodd one.
>

1

Mel. 1 have long’d to fpeak with you, not of an idle jefl that’s forc’d,
;

but of matter you are bound to utter to me.

What is that, my friend?

Md. I have obferv’d, your words fall from your

Wildly;*, and all your carriage,

Like one tnat drove to fhew his merry Mood,
When he were ilhdifpos’d ; you were not wont
To put fuch fcorn into your fpeech, or wear
Upon your face ridiculous jollity :

'

tongue

Some
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Some fadnefs fits here, which your cunning would

Cover o’re with fmiles, and ’twill not be. What is it ?

Amin . A fadnefs here ! what caufe

Can Fate provide for me, to make me fo ?

Am I not loved through all this Ifle ? the King
Rains greatnefs on me ; have I not received

A Lady tOmybed, that in her Eye

Keeps mounting fire, and on her tender chcecks

Inevitable colour, in her heart

A prifon for all yertue / are not you,

Which is above all joyes, my conftant friend/

What fadnefs can I have f no, I am light,

And feel the courfes of my blood more warm
And ftirring than they were ;

faith, marry too,

And you will feel fo unexpreft a joy

In chaft Embraces, that you will indeed appear another

Mel. You may (hape, Amintor^

Caufes to cozen the whole world withal.

And your felf too
;
but ’tis not like a Friend.

To hide your Soul from me ;
’tis not your nature

To be thus idle
;

I have feen you Hand
As you were blafted , mijdft of all your mirth ;

Call thrice aloud, and then ftart, feigning joy

So coldly: World ! what do 1 here f a friend

Is nothing: Heaven/ I would ha’ told that man
My fccret fins; lTe fearch an unknown Land,
And there plant Frier^llhip, all is withered here ;

Come with a complement, I would have fought.

Or told «y friend a lyed, e’re footh’d him fo *

Out of my bofom. Amin. But there is nothing,

Mel. Worfeand worfe ;
farewell;

From this time have acquaintance, but no friend.

Amin. Mellantins
,
flay, you fhall know what that is,

Mel. See how you play’d with friendfhip; beadvifed
How you give caufe unto your felf to fay, You hk’ loft a friend.

Amint. Forgive what 1 have done

;

For I am fo o’re- gone with injuries

Unheard of, that I lofe confideration

Of what I ought to do, oh —— oh,

Milan. Do not weep
;
what is’tr ?

May I once but know the man
Hath turn’d my friend thus?

Amin. I had fpoke at firft, but that. Mel But what ?

Amin . I held it moft unfit

For you to know
;

faith do not know it vet,

E 2

* *
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Mel. Thou faeft my Love, that will keep Company

With thee in tears *, hide nothing then from me*
For when l know the caufe of thy diftemper.

With mine own Armour ITc adorn my felf,

My refolution, and cut through thy fees,

Unto thy quiet, till l place thy heart

As peaceable as fpotlefs innocence. What is it ?

Am n. Why ’tis this, -— it is too big

To get out, let my tears make way a while.

Mcl. Punifh me ftrangely, Heaven, if he efcape

Of life or fame, that brought this Youth to this ?

Amin. Your sifter. Mel. Wellfaid.

Amin. You'll wilh’t is unknown, when you have heard it.

Met. No.
Amin . Is much too blame,

And to the King has given her honour up.

And lives in Whoredom with him.

Mel. How, this !

Thou art mad with injury indeed.

Thou couldft not utter this elfe-, fpeak again,

For 1 forgive it freely-, tell thy griefs.

Amin. She’s wanton
j
lam loth to fay a Whore,

Though it be true.

Mel. Speak yet again, before mine anger grow
Up beyond throwing down

\
what are thy griefs ?

Amin. By all our Friendfliip, thefe;

Mel. What ? am I tame ? .
After mine a&ions, fhall the name of friend

Blot all our Family, and ftrike the brand

Of Whore upon my Sifter unreveng’d ?

My (haking flefh be thou a Witnefs for me

;

With whatunwillingnefs I go tofeourge
This Railer, whom my folly hath call’d Friend

^

I will not take thee bafely, thy Sword
Hangs near thy hand, draw it, that I may whip
Thy rafhnefs to repentance

;
draw thy Sword.

Amin, Not on thee, did thine anger fwell as high

As the wild forges
}

thou fhouldft dome eafe

Here, and eternally, if thy noble hand
Would cut me from my forrows.

Mel. This is bafe and fearful ! they that ufe to utter lyes,

Provide not blows, but words to qualifie

The men they wrong'd • thou haft a guilty caufe.

Amin. Thou pleafeft me : for fo much more like this,

Will raife my anger up above my griefs,
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Which is a paflion eafler to be born,

And 1 (hall then be happy.

Mel. Take then more to raife thine anger. *Tis meer

Cowardize makes thee not draw
^
and I will leave thee dead

However *, but if thou art fo much preft

With guilt and fear, as nottodarc to fight,

l ie make thy memory loath’d, and fix a fcandal

Upon thy name for ever.

Amin. Then I draw,
As juftly as our Magiftrates their Swords,

To cut Offenders off
^ l knew before

’Twould grate your ears : but it was bafe in you

To urge a weighty fecret from your friend.

And then rage at it •, I (hall be at eafe.

If I be kill’d \ and if you fall by me,
I (hall not long out live you.

Mel. Stay a while,

The name ofFriend is more than Family,

Or all the Woild beiides
\

I was a Fool.

Thou fearching human nature, that didft wake
To do me wrong, thou art inquficive.

And thruft me upon queftions that will take

My fleep away
; would I had died e*re known

This fad difhonour
^
pardon me my friend \

If thou wilt (h ike, here is a faithful heart.

Pierce it, for I will never heave my hand
To thine

^ behold the power thou haft in me /

I do believe my Sifter is a Whore,
A leprous one, put up thy Sword, young Man.

Amin. How fhould 1 bear it then, (he being fo ?

I fear my Friend that you will loofe me fhortly

And I (hall do a foul a& on my felf

Through thefe difgraces.

MeU Better half the Land
Were"buried quick together no, Amintor,

Thou fhait have eafe •* O this adulterous King
That drew her to’t ! where got he the fpirit

To wrong me fo ?

Amin. What is it then to me.
If it be wrong to you.

Mel. Why, not fo much : the credit of our houfe
Is thrown away

^

But from his iron Den Pie waken death.

And hurle him on this King^ my honefty

Shall fteal my Sword, and on its horrid point

Pie
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that (hall amaze the eyes ; i

•'

I

and be too glittering,
• : ’

L £ i i \ ’ ' ’
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^//w. I have quite undone my fame.

Mcl. Dry up thy watry eyes, !
’ *

And call a manly look upon my* Face, >

For nothing is fo wild as I Wy friend •

Till 1 have freed thee, ftill this fwelling breaft *

I go thus from thee, and will never ceafe

My vengeance, till I find my Heart at peace.

Amin. It mull not be fo^ flay,^ mine eyes would tell

How loth I am to this *, IbVe and te&rs V- "
-

Leave mea while, for I have hazarded .

• '

All this World calls happy } thou has wrought
A fecret from me under name of Friend,

Which Art could ne’re have found, not torture wrung
From out* my Bofom •, give it me agen,

For I will find it, wherefoe’re it lies

Hid in the mortaHl part
^
invent a way to give it back?

Mel. Why would you have it back ?

I will to death purfue him with revenge.

Amin. Therefore I call it back from thee y for I know
Thy blood fo high, that thou wilt ftirin this, and fhame me*

To poflerity.- take to thy Weapon.
Mel. Hear thy friend, that bears more years than thou.

Amin. I will not hear : butdffcw, of I Mel. Amintor.

Amin. Draw then for I am full as refoiute

As fame and honour can inforce me to be
^

I cannot linger, draw.

Mel. Ido —
• bwt is riot

\

V -
'* ;V^

My fhare of credit equal with thine if I dp ftir,

Amin . No^ for it will be called

Honour in thee to fpill thy Siller’s blood,

If fhe her birth abufe, and oft the King
A brave revenge : but on me that have walkt

With patience in it, it will fi#* the name
Of tearful Cuckold O that word / be-quick.

Mcl. Then joyn with me.

Amin. I dare not do a fin, or elfe I would : be fpeedy,

Mel. Then dare not fight with me, for that’s a fin.

His grief diftradts him
j

call thy thoughts agen,

And to thy felf pronounce the name of Friend,

And fee what that will work *, I will not fight.

Amin . You muff.

Mel. I will be kill'd firft, though my paflions

34
i’le wear my Caufe,

Ot this proud man.

For him to look on.

Offered
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Offered the like to you

; 'tis not this Earth

Shall buy my reafon to it
y
think a while.

For you are (1 muft weep when I fpeak that)

Almoft befidesyour felf.

Amin. Oh my foft temper [

So many fweet words from my Sifter’s mouth,
I am afraid would make me take her

To embrace, and pardon her. I am mad indeed.

And know not what 1 do •, yet have a care

Of me in what thou doft.

Mel. Why thinks my friend 1 will forget his honour, or to

Save the bravery of our houfe, will loofe his fame,

And fear to touch the Throne of Majefty ?

Amin. A curfe will follow that, but rather live,

And fuffer with me.

Mel. I will do what worth (hall bid me, and no more.

Amin. Faith, I am fick, and defperately I hope,

Yet leaning thus, I feel a kind of eafe.

Mel. Come, take agen your mirth about you.’

Amin. I (hall never do’t,

Mel. I warrant you, lookup, we’ll walk together,

Put thine arm here, all (hall be well agen.

Amin. Thy Love, O wretched, I thy Love, MeUntins *, why,
I have nothing elfe.

Mel. Be merry then. (Exeunt . Enter Melantius agen*

Mel. This worthy young Man may do violence

Upon himfelf, but I have cherifht him.

To my beft power, and fent him fmiling from me
To counterfeit again

;
Sword, hold thine edge,

My heart will never fail me : Dahlias,

Thou com*ft as fent.

Diph. Yonder has been fuch laughing,

Mel. Betwixt whom?
Diph. Why, our Sifter and the King,

I thought their Spleens would break,

They laught us all out of the room.
Mel. They muft weep, Diphilus. Diph. Muft they ?

Mel. They muft: thou art my Brother, and I if did believe

Thou haft: a bafe thought, I would rip it out,

Lie where it durft.

r>iph. You fhould not,! would firft mangle my felf,and find it.

Mel. That was fpoke according to our ftrain come
Joyn thy hands to mine,

And fwear a firmnefs to what proje& Khali lay before thee.

Diph . You do wrong us both

People*^

(Enter Diphilus*
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People hereafter (hall not fayi there pad • vt
A Bond more than our lores, tp-tye our lives ,• v o . j\ >i

And deaths together. T <1
, ;

Mil . It is as nobly faid as I would wifh ;

Anon l’le tell you wonders
j
we are.wrong’d.

Diph. But I will tell you now, we’ll right our fclves.

Mil Stay not prepare the Aunour in my houfe ^

And what friends you can draw unto our fide.

Not knowing of the caufe, make ready too
,

Hade, Diphilns
,
the time requires it, hafte. (Exit Diphilas.

T hope my caufe is juft, I know my blood

Tells me it is, and I will credit it

:

To take revenge, and loofemy felf withal,

Were idle ; and to Tape impcffible,

Without I had the Fort, which mifery

Remaining in the hands of my old Enemy
Calianax

,
but I mull have it, fee ( Enter Calianax.

Where he comes (baking by me : Good my Lord,

Forget your fpleen to me, I never w rong'd you,

But would have peace with every man.
Cal ’Tis well

^

If I durft fight, your tongue would lye at quiet.

Mel Y’are touchy without all caufe.

Cal Do, mock me.

Mel By mine honour I fpeak truth.

Cal Honour? where is’t?: oi

Mel See, what (farts you make into your hatred to my love

and freedom to you.-^

—

:-;-r ' 1

i come with refolution to obtain a fuit of you.

Cal. A fuit of me ! ’tis very like it fhould be granted, Sir.

Mel Nay, go not hence ,

Tis this
;
you have the keeping of the Fort,

And I would, wifft you by the love you ought rr, j
;

. . * v

To bear unto me, to deliver it into my hands.

Cal. I am in hopes that thou art mad, to talk to me thus.

.

Md.. But there is a reafon to move you to’t. I would kill

The King that wrong’d you and ycur JDaughcer.

Cal. Out Tr <ytor !

Md Nay bi tftay ;
I cannot Tcape, the deed once,done

'

Without i have this Fort.

Cal And fhould I help thee ? now thy treacherous

Mind betrays it felf.

Mel. Come delay me not *,

Give me a fudden anfwer, or already
,
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Thy lafl: is fpoke*, refufe not offered love,

When it comes clad in fecrets.

Cal. If I fay I will not, he will kill me, I do fee’t writ
In his lookes -

7
and fliould I fay I will, he’ll run and tell thee

King .* I do not (hun your friendfhip, dear Melantius,

But this caufeis weighry, give me but an hour to think.

Mtl. Take it 1 know this goes unto the King,
But lam arm’d

^
{Ex,t Melantius.

Cal Metlunks I feel my felf

But twenty now agen
;

this fighting fool

. Wants policy •, I (hall revenge my Girl,

And make her red again • I pray, ray legs

Will lafl: that pace that I will carry them,

I (hall want breath before I find the King.

A C T. IV.

Enter Melantius, Evadne, and a Lady.

Melan,Q*Ave you.

Evad. Save you, fweet Brother.

Mel In my blunt eye methinks you look, Evadne ,

Evad. Come, you would make me bluih.

Mel I would, Evadne
y

I (hall difpleafe my ends elfe.

Evad. You ftiall
5

if you command me -

9 lam bafhful

,

Come, Sir, how do I look ?

Mel I would not have your Women hear me
Break into commendation of you, ’tis not feemly;

Evad. Go wait me in the Gallery npw fpeak,

Mel Pie lock the door firfh ( Exeunt Ladies.

Evad. Why ?

Md. I will not have your guilded things that dance in vifitation with
their Millan-skins choke up my bufinefs.

Evad. You are flrangely difpos’d, Sir.

Mel; Good Madam, not to make you merry.

Evad. No, if you praife me, ’twill make me fad,]

Mel Such a fad commendation I have for you.

Evad. Brother, the Court hath made you witty,

And learn to riddle.

Mel I praife the Court for’t -

7
has it learned you nothing ?

Evad. Me ?

Mr; , I ,F
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Mel

.

I, Evadne
,
thou art young and handfome,

A Lady of a fweet Complexion,

And fuch a flowing carriage, that it cannot

Chufe but inflame a Kingdom.
Evad. Gentle Brother

!

Mel. Tis yet in thy remembrance, foolilh Woman.
To make me gentle.

Evad. How is this f

Mel

.

’Tis bafe, -

And I could blufh at thefe years, thorough all

My honour’d fears, to come to fuch a parly.

Evad. I underftand you not.

Mel. You dare not, Fool

;

They that commit thy faults, flye the remembrance.
Evad. My faults, Sir ! I would have you know I care not

If they were written here, in my forehead.

Mel. Thy body is too little for the ffcory,

The lulls of which would fill another Woman, /

Though Ihe had Twins within her.

Evad. This is fawey
^

Look you intrude no more, there lyes your way.

Mel. Thou art my way, and 1 will tread upon thee,

Till 1 find truth out.

Evad. What truth is that you look for ?

Mel. Thy long loll Honours vtould the Gods had fet me
Rather to grapple with the Plague, or Hand
One of their loudeft bolts * come tell me quickly.

Do it without enforcement, and take heed

Youfwell me not above my temper.

Evad. How, Sir ? Where got you this report ?

Mel. Where there was people in every place.

Evad. They and the feconds of it are bafe people •

Believe them not, they lyed.

Mel. Do not play with mine anger, do not, Wretch,
I come to know that defperate fool that drew thee

From thy fair life
;
be wife and lay him open.

Evad. Unhand me, and learn manners, fuch another
.

Forgetfulnefs forfeits your life. ,

r *
,

Mel. Quench me this mighty humour, and then tell me
Whofe Whore you are, for you are one, I know it.

Let all mine Honours perilh but I’le find him.

Though he lie lock’t up in thy blood
;
be fudden

;

There is no facing it, and be not flattered
^

The burnt Air when the Dog raigns, is not fouler

Than thy contagious name, till thy repentance;

/
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(If the Gods grant thee any

)
purge thy ficknefs.

Evad. Be gone, you are my Brother, that’s your fafety.

Mel. I’le be a Wolf firfl
;

’tis to be thy Brother

An infamy below the fin of a Coward

:

I am as far from being part of thee.

As thou art from thy Vertue
;

feek a kindred

Amongft fenfual Beafts, and make a Goat thy Brother,

A &oat is cooler
;

will you tell me yet ?

Evad. If you flay here and rail thus, I fhall tell you,

I’le have you whipt; get you to your command,
And there preach to your Centinels,

And tell them what a brave man you are
;

I fhall laugh at you.

Adel. Y’are grown a glorious Whore ; where be your

Fighters ? what mortal Fool durft raife thee to this daring.

And I alive ? by my juft Sword, had fafer

Beftride a Billow when the angry North
Plows up the Sea, or made Heavens fire his food *,

Work me no higher • will you difcover yet ?

Evad. The fellow's mad, fleep and ipeak fenfe.

Adel. Force my fwoln heart no further; I would five thee; your
great maintainers are not here, they dare not, would they were all,

and armed, I would fpeak loud
;

here’s one Ihould thunder to them :

will you tell me ? Thou haft no hope to efcape
;
he that dares moft,

and damns away his Soul to do thee fervice, will Doner fetch meat
from a hungry Lion, than come to refcue thee

;
thou haft death a-

bout thee : has undone thine Honour, poyfon’d thy Vertue, and of a

lovely Role, left thee a Canker.
Evad. Let me confider.

Mel. Do, whofe Child thou wert,
Whofe Honour thou haft murdered, whofe Grave open’d,
They muftreftore him fiefh agen and life.

And fo pull on the Gods, that in their juftice,

And raife his dry bones to revenge hisfcandal.

Evad. The Gods are not of my mind
;
they had better

Let ’m lye Tweet ftill in the Earth
;

they’liftink here.
Mel. Do you raife much out of my eafinefs ?

Forfake me then all weaknefies of nature,
That make Men Women

;
fpeak you Whore, fpeak truth,

Or by the dear Soul of thy fleeping Father,
This Sword fhall be thy Lover

;
tell, or I’le kill thee;

And when thou hadft told all, thou will deferve it.

Evad. You will not murder me

!

Mel. No, ’tis a juftice, and a noble one.
To put the light out of fuch bale offenders.

Evad. Help .'

.
- F 2 Mel By
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Mel. By thy foul felf, no humane help (haU help thee,

If 'thou crieft
j
when I have kill’d thee, as I have

vow’d to do, if thou confefs not, naked as thou haft left

Thine Honour, will I leave thee.

That on thy branded flefli, the World may read

Thy black flvime, and my juftice
7

will thou bend yet ?

Evad. Yes.

Mel Up and begin your ftory.

Evad. Oh, I am miserable.

Mel. ’Tis true • thou art, fpeak truth ftill.

Evad. I have offended, noble Sir ^ ‘forgive me.

Mel. With what fecureflave ?

Evad. Do not ask me, Sir,

Mine own remembrance is a rnifery too mighty for me.

Mel. Do not fall back again
\ my fword’s unlheath’d yet.

Evad. What (hall I do ?

Mel. Be true, and make your fault lefs.

Evad. I dare not tell,

Mel. Tell, or Tie be this day a killing thee.

Evad. Will you forgive me then ?

Mel. Stay, I muft ask mine Honour firft, I have too much foolilh Na-
ture in me *, fpeak.

Evad. Is there none elfe here ?

Mel. None but a fearful Conference, that’s too many. Who is’t ?

Evad. O hear me gently % it was the King.

Mel. No more. My worthy Father’s and my fervices

Are I berally rewarded ! King, I thank thee,

For all my dangers and my wounds thou haft paid me
In my own metal : thefe areSouldiers thanks.

How long have ypu liv’d thus Evadne .

Evad. Too long.

Mel. Too late you find it
^
can you be forry ?

Evad. Would I were half as blamelefs.

Mel Evadne
,
thou wilt to thy Trade again.

Evad. Firft to my Grave.

Mel. Would Gods th’ had^ft been fo bleft :

Doft thou not Kate this King now ? prethee hate him
Couldft thou not curfe him ? I command thee curfe him
Curie till the Gods hear, and deliver him,

To thy juft wifhes yet I fear, Evadne
,

You had rather play your Game out.

Evad. No, I feel

Too many fad confufions here to let in loofe flames hereafter.

Mel. Doft thou not feelamongft all thofe one brave anger

Xhat breaks out nobly, and direfts thine arm to kill this bafe King ?

Evad. All
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Evad. All the Gods borbid it,

Md. No, all the Gods require it, they are difhonoured in him.

Evad. ’Tis too fearful.

Md. Y’are valiant in his bed, and bold enough
To be a ftale Whore, and have your Madams name
Difcourfe for Grooms and Page*, and hereafter

When his cool Majefty hath laid you By,

Tobeat penfion with fome needy Sir

For Meat and coarfer Clothes, thus far you fcnow no fear.

Come, you fhall kill him.

Evad. Good Sir /

Md. And ’twere tokifs him dead, thoffd fmother him;
B: wife and kill him Canft thou live and know
What noble minds fhall make thee fee thy felf

Found out with every finger, made the fhame

Of all Succeffions, and in this great ruine

Thy Brother and thy noble Husband broken ?

Thou (halt not live thus; kneel and fvvear to help me
When I fhall call thee to it, or by all

Holy in Heaven and Earth, thou fhalt not live

To breath a full hour longer, not a thought

:

Come, ’tis a righteous Oath : give me thy hand.

And both to Heaven held up, fwear by that wealth

This luftful Thief Hole from thee, when I fay it,

To let this foul Soul out.

Evad . Here I fwear it,

And all you Spirits of abufed Ladies*

Help me in this performance.

Md. Enough . this muft be known to none
But yon and I, Evadne

;
not to your Lord,

Though he be wife and noble, and a fellow

Dares ftep as far into a worthy aftion,

As the moft daring, 1 as far as Juftice.

Ask me not why. Farewell. (Exit Melantins.

Evad. Would I could Ty fo to my black difgrace.

Oh where have I been all this time ! how friended*

Thatl fhould lofe my felf thus defperately,

And none for pity (hew me how 1 wandred ?

There is not in the compafs of the Light

A more unhappy Creature; fure 1 am monflrous.

For I have done thofe follies, thofe mad mifchiefs

Would dare a woman. O my loaden Soul,

Be not fo cruel to me, choak not up {Enter Amintor-
The way to my Repentance. O my Lord,

Amin. How now ?

Evad, My
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Evad. My much abufed Lord !

Amin. This cannot be.

Evad. I do not kneel to live, I dare not hope it

;

The wrongs I did are greater ; look upon me,
Though I appear with all my faults.

Amin. Stand up.

This is no new way to beget more forrow
;

Heaven knows I have too many •, do not mock me ;

Though I am tame and bred up with my wrongs.

Which are my fofter- brothers, I may leap

Like a hand-wolfinto my natural Wildernefs,

And do an out- rage / prethee do not mock me.

Evad. My whole life is fo leprous, it infedts

All my Repentance •, l would buy your Pardon,.

Thougn at the higheft fee, even with my life
,

That flight Contrition, that's no Sacrifice

For what I have committed.

Amin

.

Sure I dazle,

There cannot be a faith in that foul Woman
That knows noGod more mighty than her Mifchiefsj

Thou doll ftiii woift, Rill number on thy faults,

To prefs my poor Heart thus. Can I believe

There’s any feed of Virtue in that Woman
Left to (hoot up, that dares go on in Sin

Known, and fo known as thine is, O Evadne 1

Would there were any fafety in thy Sex,

That I might put a thoufand forrows off,

And credit thy Repentance
;
but I muft not

;

Thou haft brought me to the dull calamity.

To thatftrange misbelief of all the 'world.

And all things that are in it, that I fear

I fhall fall like a Tree, and find my Grave,

Only remembring that I grieve.

Evad. My Lord,

Give me your Griefs
;
you are an innocent,

A Soul as white as Heaven
;

let not my Sins

Perifh your noble Youth
;

I do not fall here

To fhadow by dtflembling with my tears,

As all fay Woman can, or to make lefs

What my hot will hath done, which Heaven and you
Know to be tougher than the hand of time

Can cut from man’s remembrance; no I do not;

I do appear the fame, the fame Evadne,

Dreft in thefliames I liv’d in, the fame Monfter
But thefe are names of honour, to what I am ;
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I do prefent my felf the fouleft creature,

Mod poyfonous, dangerous, and defpifed of Men,

Lema e’re bred, or Nilus * I am hell,

Till you, my dear Lord, (hoot your light into me.
The Beams of your forgivenefs : I am Soul-fick,

And whether with the fear of one condemn’d.

Till I have got your Pardon.

Amin. Rife, Evadne
, ,

Thofe heavenly Powers that put this good into thee,

Grant a cantinuance of it
^ I forgive thee.

Make thy felf worthy of it, and take heed,

Take heed, Evadne ,
this be ferious /

Mock not the Powers above, that can and dare

Give thee a great example of their juftice

To all enfuing eyes, if thou play’d

With thy Repentance, the bed Sacrifice.

Evad. I have done nothing good to win belief,

My Life hath been fo faithlefs
^

all the Creatures

Made for Heavens honours have their ends, and good ones,

All but the couzening Crocodiles
,

falfe Women
;

They reign here like thofe plagues thofe killing fores

Men pray againd *, and when they die, like Tales

111 told, and unbeleiv’d, they pad away.

And go to dud forgotten
;

But, my Lord,

Thofe Ihort days I (hall number to my red,

(As many mud not fee me) (hall, though too late,
’

Though in my Evening, yet perceive a will,

Since I can do no good becaufe a woman,
Reach condantly at fomething that is near it •

I will redeem one minute of my Age,
Or like another Niobe, lie weep till I am water.

Amin. I am now diflolved :

My frozen Soul mdts : may each fin thou had,

Find a new mercy: Rife, I am at peace .*

Hadd thou been thus, thus excellently good,
Before that Devil King tempted thy frailty.

Sure thou hadd made a Star *,
give methy hand \

From this time I will know thee, and as far

As honour gives me leave, be thy Amintor \

When we meet next, I will falute thee fairly,

And pray the Gods to give thee happy days
)

My« charity (hall go along with thee,

Though my Embraces mud be far from thee.

I fhould ha’ kill’d thee, but this fweet repentance

Locks up ray vengeance, for which thus Ikifs thee
5
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Thelaft kifs wemuft take

}
and would to Heaven

The holy Prieft that gave our hands together,

Had given us equal Vertues
}
go Evadne

,

The Gods thus part our Bodies, have a care

My Honour falls no farther, l am well then.

Evad. All the dear joys here, and above hereafter

Crown thy fair Soul •, thus I take leave, my Lord,

And never (hall you fee the foul Evadne,

Till fh’ave tryed all honoured means that may
Set her in reft, and wafh her ftains away. (Exeunt.

Banquet^ Enter King, Calianax. (Hoboys flay within.

King. I cannot tell how I (hould credit this

From you that are his Enemy.
Cal. 1 am fure he faid it to me, and Pie juftify it.

What way he dares oppofe, but with my fword.

King. But did he break without all circumftance

To you his Foe, that he would have the Fort

To kill me, and then efcape ?

Cal. If be deny it, Tie make him blufh.

King. It founds incredibly. *

Call I, fo does every thing I fay of late.

King . Not fo, Calianax.

Cal. Yes, l fhould fit

Mute, whilft a Rogue with ftrong arms cuts your throat.

King. Well, 1 will try him, and if this be true,

Tie pawn my life, I’le find it
}

if’t befalfe,

And that you cloath your hate in fuch a lye,

You (hall hereafter doat in your own Houfe, not in the Court.

Cal. Why, if it be a lye, *

Mine ears are falfe; for Pie be fworn I heard it

:

Old men are good for nothing *, you were belt

Put me to death for hearing, and free him
For meaning of it }

you would a trufted me
Once, but the time is altered.

King. And will fliil where I may do with jultice to the World
}

You have no witnefs.

Cal. Yes, my felf.

King. No mtfre 1 mean there were that heard it.

Cal. How, no more? would you have no more? why, am not
I enough to hang a thoufand Kogues ?

King . But foyou may hang honeft men too if you pleafe.

Cal I may, ’cis like 1 will do fo} there are a hundred will fwear it

for a need too, if I fay it.

King. Such witnefles we need not.

Cal. And *tU hard if my word cannot hang a boifterous Knave.

Kwg. Enough^
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King

.

Enough
9
where’s Strato

Stra. Sir ! ( Enter Strato,

King. Why, where’s all the company ? call Amintor in.

Evadne, where’s my Brother, and Melantim ?

Bid him come too, and Diphilns
9

call all ( Exit Strato.

That are without there
9

if he fhould delire

The combate of you, ’tis not in the power
Of all our Laws to hinder it, unlefs we mean to quit ’em.

Cal. Why, if you do think

’Tis fit an old man and a Counfellor,

To fight for what he fays, then you may grant it.

Enter Amin. Evad Mel Diph. Lipfi. Cle. Stra. Diag.

King. Come, Sirs, Amintor, thou art yet a Bridegroom,

And I will ufe thee fo-, thou fhalt fit down
Evadne, fit, and you, Amintor

,
too •

This Banquet is for you. Sir.* Who has brought

A merry Tale about him, to raife laughter

Amongft our Wine ? Why, Strato
,
where art thou ?

Thou wilt chop out with them unfeafonably

When I defire ’em not.

Strato. ’Tis my ill luck. Sir, fo tofpend them then.

King. Reach me a Bowl of Wine : Melantius
3 thou art fad,

Amin. I Ihould be, Sir, the merrieft here,

But I ha’ ne’re a ftory of mine own
Worth telling at this time.

Xing. Give me the wine,

Melantius
,

I am now confidering

How eafie ’twere for any man we trufl

To poifonone ofus in fuch a Bowl,
Mel

.

I think it were not hard, Sir, for a Knave.
Cal. Such as you are.

King. I faith’twere eafie, it becomes us well

To get plain- dealing men about our halves.

Such as yon all are here Amintor
,

to thee

And to thy fair Evadne .

Mel. Have you thought of this*, Catianaxl (Afide,
Cal. Yes marry have I.

Mel. And what’s your refolution ?

Cal. Ye (hall have it foundly.

King. Reach to Amintor
,

Strato.

Amin. Here my love.

This Wine will do thee wrong, for'it will fet

Blulhes upon thy cheeks, and till thou'doR a fault, ’twere pity.
King. Yeti wonder much

Of the ftrange defparation of thefe men,
G That
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That dare attempt fuch a&s here in our State

}

He could not efcape that did it.

Me!. Were he known, impoflible.

King. It would be known, Melanim.
Mel. It ought to be, if he got then away,

He muft wear all our lives upon his fword,

He need not flie the illand, he mull leave no one alive.

King. No, I fhould think no man .

Could kill me and efcape clear, but that old man.
Cal. ButW Heaven blefs me *, I, fhould I, my Liege?
King. I do not think thou Would*#, but yet thou might’#,

For thou haft in thy hands the means to’fcape, •

By keeping of the Fort •, he has, Melantm
,
and he has kept it well.

Mel. From Cobwebs, Sir,

’Pis clean fwept
}

I can find no other art

In keeping of it now, twas ne’re befieged Cnee he commanded.
Cal. I fhall be fure of your good word,

But I have kept it fafe from fuch as you.

Mel. Keep your ill temper in,

I fpeak no malice
}
had my Brother kept it, I fhould ha

5
faid as much.

King. You are not merry, Brother
}
drink wine,

Sit you all ftill : Calianax,

I cannot truft thus • I have thrown out words
That would have fetcht warm blood upon the cheeks

Of guilty men, and he’s never mov’d, he knows no fuch thing.

Cal. Impudence may efcape, when feeble yertue is accus’d.

King. A muft, if he were guilty, feel an alteration

At this our whifper, whil’ft we point at him,

You fee he does not.

Cal. Let him hang himfelf,

What care I what he does •, this he did fay.

King. Melantm
,
you cannot eafily conceive

What I have meant : for men that are in fault

Can fubtly apprehend, when others aim

At what they do amifs; but I forgive

Freely before this man *, Heaven do fo too \

1 will not touch thee fo much as with (harae

Of telling it, let it be fo no more.

Cal Why, this is very fine.

Mel. I cannot tell

What’tis you mean, but am apt enough

Rudely to thruft into ignorant faulty

But let me know it.} happily ’tis nought

But mifconftru&ion, and where I am clear

I wilinot take forgiyenefs of the Gods, much Ids of you.

King. Nay,

>
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Kug. Nay, if yon Hand fo ftiff, I dial! call back my mercy.

Mel. I want fmoothnefs

To thank a man for pardoning a crime I never knew.

King. Not to inftruft your knowledge, but to (hew you my ears are

every where, you meant to kill me, and get the Fort to Tcape.

Mel. Pardon me, Sir, my bluntnefs will be pardoned
;

You prefet ve

A race of idle people here about you,

Eaters and Talkers, to defame the worth
Of thofe that do things worthy

;
the man that uttered this

Had perifht without food, be’t who it will,

But for this arm that fenc’t him from the Foe.

And if I thought you gave a faith to this.

The plainefs of my nature would fpeak more
;

Give me a pardon (for you ought to do’t)
To kill him that fpake this.

Cal. I, that will be the end of all,

Then I am fairly paid for all my care and fervice.

Mel. That old man who calls me enemy, and of whom I

(Though I will never match my hate fo low)
Have no good thought, would yet, I think, excufe me.
And fwear he thought me wrong’d in this.

Cal. Who I, thoulhamelefs fellow / didft thou not
Speak to me of it thy felf ?

Mel. O then it came from him.

Cal. From me ! who fhould it come from but from me?
Mel. Nay, I believe your malice is enough,

But 1 ha’ loft my anger. Sir, I hope you are well fatisfied.

King. Li/ip. chear Amintor and his Lady f there’s no found
Come from you; I wilLcome and do’t my felf.

Amin . You have done already. Sir, for me, I thank you
King. Melant'm

,
I do credit this from him,

How flight foe’re you mak’t.

Cal.
5
fisftrange you fhould.

Mel. ’Tis ftrange he fhould believe an old mans word,
That never lied in his life.

Mel. I talk not to thee
;

Shall the wild words of this diftempered man,
Frantick with age and forrow, make a breach

Betwixt your Majefty and me ? ’twas wrong
To hearken to him

;
but to credit him

As much, at leaft, as I have power to bear.

But pardon me, whilft I (peak only truth,

1 may commend my felf -— I bavebeftow’d

Mv careiefs bloo.d with you, and fhould be loth

G 2
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To think an aftion that would make me lofe

That, and my thanks too : when I was a Boy,

I thruft my felf into my Countries caufe,

And did a deed that pluckt five years from tkne.

And fliled me Man then ; and for you, my King,

Your Subje&s all have fed by virtue of my arm.

This Sword of mine hath plow'd the ground,

And reap the fruit in peace
;

And you your felf have liv’d at home in eafe

:

So terrible I grew, that without Swords
My name hath fetch you conqueft, and my heart

And limbs are Hill the fame
; my will is great

To do you fervice, let me not be paid

With fuch a Arrange diftruft.

King. Mdantius
,

I held it great injuftice to believe

Thine Enemy, and did not
\

if I did,

I do not, let that fatisfie .* what (truck

With fadnefs all ? More wine 1

Cal. A few fine words have overthrown my truth,

A, th’art a Villain.

Mel. Why, thou wer’t better let me have the Fort,

Dotard, I will difgrace thee thus for ever
; ( Jfidt.

There (hall be no credit lie upon thy words •,

Think better and deliver it.

Cal. My Liege, he’s at me now again to do it
;

fpeak.

Deny it if thou canft *, examine him
Whilft he’s hot, for he’ll cool again, he will forfwear it.

King. This is Lunacy, 1 hope, Mdantius.

Mel. He hath loft himfe
;

l/

Much fince his Daughter mift the happinefs *

My Sifter gain’d , and though he call me Foe, I pity him.

Cal. Pity! a pox upon you.

King . Mark his diford ered words, and at the Mask.

Mel . Diagoras knows he raged, and railed at me.

And call'd a Lady whore, fo innocent

She underftood him not
,

but it becomes

Both you and me too, to forgive diftrafrion^

Fardon him as I do.

Cal. fie not fpeak for thee, for all thy cunning; if you will be fafe;

chop cfF his head, for there was never known fo impudenta RafcaJ.

King. Some that love him, get him to bed: why, pity (houid not let I

age make it felf contemptible
;
we muft be all old, have him away.

Mtl. Calianax
,
the King believes you ;

come you (hall go
Heme, and reft; you ha’ done well

; you’ll give it up
When £ ha

5

us'd you thus a month, .1 hope.

Cat, Now* i

i

;

<

'
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Cal. Now, now, ’tis plain. Sir, he does move me ftill

He fays he knows He give him up the Fort,

When he has ufed me thus a month : I am mad,
Am I not ftill ?

Onines. Ha, ha, ha !

Cal. I Ihall be mad indeed, if you do thus
^

Why would you truft a fturdy fellow there

(That has no vertue in him, alfs in his Sword)
Before me ? do but take his weapons from him,

And he’s an Afs, and I am a very Fool,

Both with him, and without him, as you ufe me,
Onines. Ha, ha, ha !

King. Tis well, Calianax
j
but if you ufe

This once again, I (hall intreat fome other

To fee your Offices be well difcharged.

Be merry, Gentlemen, it grows fomewhat late.

jimintor^ thouwouldft be a bed again.

uiwin. Yes, Sir.

King. And you, Evadne
^

let me take thee in my Arms, Melantius,
and believe thou art as thou deferveft to be, my friend ftill, and for

ever. Good Caltana.v.

Sleep foundly, it will bring thee to thy felf. (Exeunt Omnes.

Manent Mel. and Gal.

Cal. Sleep foundly ! I fleep foundly now, I hope,
I could not be thus elfe. How dar’ft thou ftay

Alone with me, knowing how thou haft ufed me?
Mel. You cannot blaft me with your Tongue,

And that’s the ftrongeftpart you have about you.

Cal. I do look for fome great Punifhment for this,

For I begin to forget all my hate.

And tak’t unkindly that mine Enemy
Should ufe me fo extrordinarily fcurvily.

Mel. 1 (hall melt too, if you begin to take

Unkindneffes
^ I never meant you hurt,

Cal. Thou’lt anger me agen
}
thou wretched Rogue,

Meant me no hurt / difgrace me with the King
Lofe all my Offices ! this is no hurt,

Is it ? I prethee what doft thou call hurt,

Mel. To poyfon menbecaufe they love me not

To call the credit of mens wives in queftion
,

To murder Children betwixt me and Land this is all hurt
Cal. All this thou think’ft is fport

j

For mine is worfe
}
but ufe thy will with me *,

For betwixt Griefand Anger I could cry.

Mel. Be wife then, and befafe* thou may’ft revenge,'

CaL l
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Cal. I oth. King 3 1 would revenge of thee.

Mel. That you muft plot your felf.

Cal. I am a fine Plotter.

Mel. The Ihort is, I will hold thee with thee King
Jn this perplexity, till peevilhnefs,

And thy difgrace have laid thee in thy Grave :

But if thou wilt deliver up the Fort,

Tie take thy trembling body in my arms,

And bear thee over dangers
^
thou lhalt holdthy wonted fiate.

Cal. If 1 Ihould tell the King, canft thou deny’t again ?

Mel. Try and believe.

Cal. Nay, then thou canfl bring any thing about
\

Thou (halt have the Fort.

Mel. Why well, here let our hate be buried, and
This hand (hall right us both

;
give me thy aged Breaft

To compafs.

Cal. Nay, Ido not love thee yet
^

I cannot well endure to look on thee •,

And if I thought it were a courtefle.

Thou fhould’ft not have it
\
but I am difgrac’d ;

My Offices are to be tane away •

And if 1 did but hold this Fort a day,

1 do believe the King would take it from me.
And give it thee, things are fo ftrangely carried

;

Ne’re thank me for’t ; but yet the King (hall know
There was fome fuch thing in’c I told him of *,

And that I was an honeft man. N

Mel . He’ll buy that knowledge very dearly : f Enter Diphilus,
Whatnews with thee?

Diph. This were a night indeed to do it in
;

The King hath fent for her.

Mel. She (hall perform it then go, Diphilus
,

And take from this good man, my worthy friend,

The Fort
^

he’ll give it thee.

Diph. Ha’ you got that ?

Cal. Art thou of thefame breed ? canft thou deny
This to the King too ?

Diph. With a Confidence as great as his.

Cal. Faith, like enough.

Mel. Away and, ufe him kindly.

Cal. Touch not me, 1 hate the whole fkrain : if thou follow me a great
way off, Pie give thee up the Fort •, and hang yom felves.

Mel. Begone.

Difh. He’s finely wrought. {Exeunt Cal. Diph.
Mel. This is a night in fpigbt of AHronomers

To
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To do the deed in

;
I will wafh the ftain

That refts upon our houfe, off* with his blood.

Enter Amintor.

Amin. Melantius
,
now aflift me if thou beeft

That which thou fayeft, aflift me; I have loft

All my diftempers,and have found a ragefo pleafijig; help me.

Mel. Who can fee him thus.

And not fwear vengeance ? what’s the matter, Friend ?

Amin. Out with thy Sword
;
and hand in hand with me

Rufli to the Chamber of this hated King,

And fink him with the weight of all his fins to Hell for ever.

Mel. ’Twere a rafh attempt,

Not to be done with fafety
;

let your reafon

Plot your revenge, and not your paflions.

Amin. If thou refufeft me in thefe extreams.

Thou art no friend : he fent for her to me ;

By Heaven to me; my felf; and I muft tell ye

I love her as a ftranger
;

there is worth
In that vile woman, worthy things, MeUntins ;

And flie repents. Fie do’t my felf alone.

Though I be flain. Farewell.

Mtl. He’ll overthrow my whole defign with madnefs

:

Amintor,
think what thou doft ; 1 dare as much as

w
valour

;

But ’tis the King, the King, the King, Amintor,

With whom thou fighteft •, I know he’s honeft

;

And this will work with him.

Amin. I cannot tell

What thou haft laid ! but thou haft charm’d my Sword
Out of my hand, and left me (haking here defencelefs.

Mel. I will take it up for thee.

Amin. What a wild beaft is nncolleded man !

The thing that we call Honour bear us all

Headlong unto fin, and yet it felf is nothing.

Mel. Alas, how variable are thy thoughts ?

Ajn'w. Juft like my Fortunes; I was run to that
I purpofed to have chid thee for.

Some plot I did difturft thou hadft againft the King
By that old fellows carriage

;
but take heed

;

There is not the leaft limb growing to a King
But carries thunder in it.

Mel. I have none againft him.

Amin. Why? come then, and ftill remember we may not
Think reyenge.

M$l. I will remember.

ACT,
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, boofo siri n J i v il? .*

A C T. V.

;oi

* EritW FVctdiie and a Gentlehan.

Evad. CMr, is the King abed?

Gent . Madam, an hour ago.

Evad

.

Give me the Key then, and let none be near •

’Tis the King’s pleafure .•

Gem . I underftand you, Madam, would. ’twerc 'mine:

I mull not wifh good reftunto* your* Ladyihip.; :: si

Evad. You talk, you talk.
c

Gent . ’Tis all I dare do/Madam ^
but the King will wake.

And then.

Evad

.

Saving your imagination, pray good night. Sir.

Gent. A good night be it then, and a long one, Madam •,

I am gone.

Evad. The night grows horrible, and all about me
* Like my black purpofe • Oh the confcience {King abed.

Of a loft Virgin *, whither wilt thou pull me?
To what things difmal, as the depth of Hell,

Wilt thou provoke me? Let no man dare
From this hour be difloyal

;
if her heart

Be flelh, if fhe have blood * and can fear, ’tis a daring

Above that defperate Fool that left his peace,

And went to Sea to fight •, ’tis fo many fins

An Age cannot prevent ’em *, and fo great.

The Gods want mercy for *, yet I moft through ’em.

1 have begun a (laughter on my honour,

And I muft end it there • afleeps, good heavens 1

Why give you peace to this untemperate Bead- 1

That hath fo long trangreffed you? I rauft kill him.
And I will do’t bravely .* the meer joy

Tellsme I merit in it
-

7
yet I muff not jL*

Thus tamely do it 'as he fleeps that were
To rock him to another World

^
my vengeance

Shall take him waking, and then lay before him
The number of his wrongs and punifbments.

l’le (hake his fins like Furies, till I waken
His evil Angel, his fick Confcience *,

And then Heftrike>him dead ; King,by your leave
; (Ties his arms to the bed.

I dare not trufl your ftrength *, your grac.e and f

Muft grapple upon even terms no more
7

So
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So, if he rail me not from my refolution,

I fhal! be ftrong enough.

My Lord the King, my Lord, afleeps

As if he meant to wake no more, my Lord j

is he not dead already •, Sir, my Lord.

King. Who’s that?

Evad, O you fleep foundly, Sir !

King
,
My dear Evadne

,

I have been dreaming of thee
;
come to bed.

Evad, 1 am come at length. Sir, but how welcome ?

King , What pretty new device is this, Evadne ?

What do you tye me to you by my love ?

This is a quaint one: come, my dear, and kifs me *

Tie be thy Mars, to bed, my Queen ofLove \

Let us be caught together, that the Gods may fee.

And envy our embraces.

Evad, Stay, Sir, flay*,

You are too hot, and I have brought yon Phy lick

To temper your high veins.

King. Prethee to bed then •, let me take it warm.
There you Ihall know the ftate of my body better,

Evad, I know you have a forfeited foul Body,

And you mull: bleed.

King, Bleed /

Evad, I, you Ihall bleed
^

lye ftill, and if the Devil,

Your lull: will give you leave, repent^ this fteel

Gomes to redeem the honour that you ftole,

King, my fair name, which nothing but thy death

Can anfwer to the world.
.

King, How’s this, Evadne ?

Evad . I am not fhe
^
nor bear I in this breafc

So much cold fpirit to be call’d a woman
j

I a Tyger *, I am any thing

That knows not pity
;

ftirnot, ifthoudoft,

I’le take thee unprepar’d *, thy fears upon thee.

That make thy fins look double, and fo fend thee

(By my revenge I will) to look thofe torments
Prepar’d for fuch black Souls.

King, Thou doft not mean this
^

5
tis impoflible ^

Thou art too fweet and gentle.

Evad, No, I am not

;

I am as foul as thou art, and can number
As many fuch Hells here : I was once fair •

Once I was lovely
^
not a blowing rofe

More chaftly fweet^ till thou, thou, thou, foul canker,
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(Stir not) didft poyfon me ; I was a World of vertue.

Till your curd Court and you (Hell blcfs you for’t)

With yonr temptations on temptations

Made me give up mine honour ,
for which (King)

1 am come to kill thee.

King. No.
Evad* lam.
King. Thou art not.

I prethee fpcak notthefe things ? them art gentle,

And wert not meant thus rugged.

Evad. Peace, and hear me.

Stir nothing but your tongue, and that fbr mercy,
To thofe above us

^
by whofe lights I vow,

Thofe blefTed fires that (hot to; fete our fin.

If thy hot foul had fubdance with thy blood,

I would kill that too, which being pad my fteel.

My tongue fhall teach : Thou art a fhamelefs Villain,

A thing out of the overchange of nature
;

Sent like a thick cloud to difperfe a plague

Upon weak catching wbmen •, foch a Tyrant,
That for his luff would fell away his Subjeftsr
I, all his heaven hereafter.

King. Hear, Evadpey

Thou Soul of fweetnefs / hear, I am thy King.

Evad. Thou art my fhame • lieftill, there’s none about you*
Within your cries

;
all promifes of fafety

Are but deluding dreams
j

thus, thus, thou foul Man,
Thus I begin ray vengeance. (Stabs hitf i

King. Hold, Evadnt 1

I do command thee hold.

Evad. I do not mean, Sir,

To part fairly with you \ we mud change

More of thefe Love-tricks yet.

King. What bloody Villain

Provok’t thee to this murther ?

Evad. Thou, thou Monfter.

King. Oh

!

Evad. Thou kept’ft me brave at Court, and whor’d me y
Then married me to a young noble Gentleman * King :

And whor’d me Hill.

King. Evadne, pity me.
Evad . He’ll take me then *> this for my Lord Amivtor

,

This for my noble Brother *, and this (broke

For the mod wrong’d of women. (Kills Wm,
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Evad. Dye all our faults together
; I forgive thee.' (Exeunt.

Enter two of the Bed-chamber.

!. Come now foe’s gone, let's enter, the King expefts it, and will

be angry.

2. ’Tis a fine wench, we’ll have a fnap at her one of thefe nights as

foe goes from him;

1. Content :.how quickly he had done with her/ I fee Rings can do

no more that way than other mortal people.

2. How faftheis / l cannot hear him breathe.

i. Either the Tapers give a feeble light, or he looks very pale.

l. Andfo he does, pray heaven he be well.

Let’s look •* Alas, he’s ftiff, wounded and dead .*

Treafon, treafon!

1 . Run forth and call. (Exit Gent.

2. Treafon, treafon !

i. This will be laid on us : who can beleive

A woman could do this ?

Enter Cleon and Lifippus. i

Cleon. How now, where’s the Traytor ?

i. Fled, fled away* but there her woful aft lies flilL

Cle. Her aft ! a woman !

Lif. Where’s the body ?

i. There.

Lif. Farewell, theujworthyman ^
there were two bench

That ityed our lp-ves, a Brother .and a Jiimg •,
.

The leaft of which might fetcht a flood of tears :

But fuch the mifery of greatnefs is.

They have no time to mourn ^ then pardon me.
Sirs, which way went foe ? fEnterStxato,

Strut. Never follow her, -

For foe, alas, was but theinftrument '
>

News is now brought in, th tit Mtlantw ->*"'

Has got the Fort, and Hands upon the waH ;

And with a loud voice calls thofe few that pafs

At this dead time of night, delivering \

The innocent of this aft.

Lif. Gentlemen, I am your King,
Strut. We do acknowledge it.

Lif I would I were not : follow all $ for this mutt have
A fudden Hop. (Exeunt.

Enter Melant.. Diph. Cal. on the Wall.
Md. If the dull people can believe I am arm’d.

Be conftant, Diphilus

\

now we have time.

Either to bring our banifot honours home
H 2
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Or create new ones in oar ends.

’

'C . 7
Dtph. \ fear not $5 i

My fpirit lyes not that way. Courage, Calianax'.

Cal. Would I had any, you fliould quickly know it.

Mel. Speak to the people* thou art eloquent.

Cal. ’Tis a fine eloquence to come to the gallows.

You were born to be my end
; the Devil take you.

Now muft I hang- for company *, ’tisdrange

i fiiould be old, and neither wife nor valiant.

Enter Li (Ip. Diag. Cleon. Strat . Guard
Li/tp, See where he ftands as boldly confident,

As if he had his full command about him,

Strat. He looks as if he had the better caufe
0

Sir*

Under your gracious pardon let me fpeak it
^

Though he be mighty fpirited and forward
To all great things to all things of that danger,

Worfemen (hake at the telling of*, yet certainly

I do believe him noble, and this a&ion
Rather pull’d on than fought.,; his mind was even
As worthy as his hand. - -

* f
'

Lif. ’Tis my fear too y
'

* r \ 'v:ri? rrid ,.v 7 ./

Heaven forgive all: fummon him, Lord Cleon. ‘
• •

• fS-C
j

Cleon. Ho from the walls there.

Mel. Worthy Cleon9
welcome

^

We could have wilht you here. Lord y you, are honfcft.

Cal. Well, thou art as flattering a Knave, though I dare not tell thee
io. i, : (

Lif. Melantm. .

' A 7t : >
' 7 ;n: .

*
r

Mel. Sir. rr jovj ottii ouj cA wf
Lif. I am forry that we meet thus

^
our old Love <

Never requir’d fuch diftance
;
pray heaven ’irto'A .«»

You have not left your felf, and fought this fafety :
f ;

More put of fear than honour
;
you have loft //Oj f

A noble Mader, which your faith, Melantius
,

•

•

Some think might have preferv’d y yet you know5 belt. •

r

/ ’

; {

Cal. When time was I was mad
j
fame that dares

Fight I hope will pay this Rafcal.

Mel. Royal young man, whofe tears look lovely on thee
,

Had they been fhed for a deferving one, •

They had been lading monments. Thy Brother,

Whilft he was good, I call’d him King, and ferv’d him •

With that drong faith, that mod unwearied valour \
Pull’d people from the fartheft Sun to fee k him y

’

And by his friendlhip, I was then his Souldier y
But finee his hot pride drew him to difgrace me.

And
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And brand my noble aftions with his luft,

(That never cur’d difhonour of my Sifter 7

Bafe ftain of Whore
?
and which is worfe,

The joy to make it ftill fo) like my felf ,

Thus have I flung him off with my Allegiance,

And ftand here mine own juftice to revenge

What I have fuffered in him *, and this old man
Wrong’d almoft to Lunacy.

Cal. Who I ? you wouM draw me in : I have had no wrong,

I do difclaim ye all.

Mel. Thefhort is this ,

’Tis no ambition to lift up my felf,

Urgeth me thus 7 I do defire again

To be a Subjeft, fo I may be freed
;

If not, I know my ftrength, and will unbuild

This goodly Town j be fpeedy, and be wife, in a reply.

Strato . Be fudden, Sir, to tye

All again 7 what’s done is paft recal.

And paft you to r.evenge and there are thoufands

That wait for fuch a troubled hour as this ^

Throw him the blank.

Lif. Mtlantius
7
write in that thy choice ?

My Seal is at it.

Mel. It was our honour drew us to this aft.

Not gain 7 and we will only work our pardon.

Cal. Put my name in too.

Dlph. You difclaim’d us but now, Calianaxl
Cal. That’s all one •,

lie not be hang’d hereafter by a trick \

I’le have it in.

Mel. You lhall, you (hall

:

Come to the back Gate, and we’ll call you King)
And give you up the Fort.

Lif. Away, away.
.

{Exeunt Qmnes.

Enter Afpatia in Mans Apparel.

Afp. This is my fatal hour } heaven may forgive
My ralh attempt, that caufelefly hath laid

Griefs on me that will never let me reft
^

And put a Womans heart into my breaft *
It is more honour for you that I die \

For (he that can endure the Mifery
That I have on me, and be patient too,

Godfaveyou, Sir. {Enter Servant.
Ser. And you, Sir

j what’s your Bufinefs ?

Afp

.

With
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Jfp. With you, Sir, now, to dome the office

To help me to your Lord.

Scr. What, would you ferve him ?

Jfp. 1’le do him any fervice
^ but to hafte,

For my affairs are earneft, Tdcfire to fpeak with him.'

Scr. Sir, becaufe you are in fuch hafte, I would be loath

To delay you any longer .* you cannot.

Jfp. It lhall become you though to tell your Lord.
Scr . Sir, he will fpeak with no body.

Jfp. This is moft ftrange : art thou Gold-proof ?

There's for thee
^
help me to him.

Ser. Pray be not angry, Sir, Vie do my bell. ( Exit.

Jfp. How ftuhbornly this Fellow anfwered me •

There is a vile dilhoneft trick in Man,
More than in Women : all the Men I meet
Appear thus to me, are hai (hand rude,

And kave a fubtilty in every thing,

•Which love could never know
^
but we fond Women

‘Harbour the eafieft and fmootheft thoughts.

And think all fhall go fo; it is.unjuft

That Men and Women (hould be match t together.

Enter Amintor and his Man.
Jmin. Where is he!

Scr. There, my Lord.

Jmin. What would you. Sir ?

Jfp. Pleafe it your Lordftiip to command your man
Out of the room *, I fhall deliver things

Worthy your hearing.

Jmin. Leave us.

Jfp. O that that fliape (hould bury falihood in it. >(

Jmin. Now your will. Sir. ; Y .

Jfp. When you know me, my Lord, you needs mu ft guefs
My budnefs *, and I am not hard to know

;
.

• r.

For till the change of War mark’d this fraooth face

With thefefew blemilhes, people would call me
My Sifter’s Pifture, and her mine j

in (hort,

I am the Brother to the wrong’d Jfpatia.

Jmin. The wrong’d Jfpatia -

7
would thou weet fo too

Unto the wrong’d Jmintor j let mekifs

That hand of thine in honour that I bear

Unto the wrong’d Afpatia ,
here Iftand

That did it*, would he could not
^
gentle youth.

Leave me, for there is fomething in thy looks

That calls my (ins in a moft hideous form

Into
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Into my mind ;
and I have grief enough

Without thy help.

A/p. I would I could with credit :

Since I was twelve years old, I had not feen

My Sifter till this hour
7

I now arriv’d
^

She fentfor me to fee her Marriage,

A woful one *, but they that are above,

Have ends in every thing
*

(he us’d few words.

But yet enough to make me underftand

The bafenefs of the injury you did her -

7

That little training l have had, is War *

I may behave my'felf rudely in peace -

7

I would not though i 1 (hall not need to tell you

I am but young • and you would be loth to loofe

Honour that is not eafily gain’d again
7

Fairly I mean to deal -

7
the age is ftrid

For (ingle combates, and we (hall beftopt

If.it be publilh’c -

7
if you like your fword,

Ufe it
-

7
if mine appear a better to you,

#

Change*, for the ground is this, and this the time

fTo end our difference.

Amin . Charitable youth,

If thon be’ft fuch, think not I will maintain

So ftrange a wrong -

7
and for thy Sifter’s fake.

Know that 1 could not think that defperate thing

I durfl: not do
7
yet to enjoy this world

I would not fee her * for beholding thee,

I am I know not what *, if I haye ought

That m3y content thee, take it and be gone :

For death is not fo terrible as thou

}

Thine eyes (hoot guilt into me.

A/p. Thus fhe fwore
Thou would’ft behave thy felf, and give me words
That would fetch tears into mine eyes, and fo

Thou doft indeed -

7
but yet (he bade me watdr.

Left I were couzen’d, and befure to fight e
J

re I return’dc

Amin . That muft not be with me -

7

For her ITc die direftly, but againft her will never hazard it.

A/p . You muft: be urg’d
^

I do not deal uncivilly with
Thofe that dare to fight*, but fuch a one as you
Muft be us’d thus. (5kfinks him

Amin . Prethee, Youth, take heed '

7

Thy Sifter is a thing to me fo much
Aboye mine honour, that lean endure
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All this

;
good Gods a blow I can endure ;

But flay not, left thou draw timely death upon thy felf.

Afp. Thou aitfome prating Fellow,

One that has ftudyed out a trick to talk

. And move foft-hearted people; to be kickt.

Thus to be kickt why fhould he be fo flow

In giving me my death ?

Amin, A man can bear

No more and keep his flelh
;
forgive me then

;

1 would endure it yet, if I could.; now fhew
The Spirit thou pretendeft, and underftand

Thou baft no honour to live :

What doft thou mean ? thou canft not fight

The blows thou mak’ft at me are quite befides

;

And thofe I offer at thee, thou fpred’ft thine arms,
'

And tak’ft upon thy bread, alas, defencelefs.

Afp. I have got enough.

And my defire
;
there’s no place fo fit for me to die as here {Enter Evad.

Evad, Amintor
,

I am loaden with events

That flie to make thee happy ; l have joys

That in a moment can call back thy wrongs,. {Her hands bloody with a Knife]

And fettle thee in thy free date again
;

It is Evadne Hill that follows thee, but not her mifehiefs.

Amin. Thou canft not fool me to believe agen;

But thou haft looks and things fo full of news, that I am ftay’d.

Evad . Noble Amintor,
put of thy amaze

;

Let thine eyes loofe, and fpeak, Am I not fair ?

Looks not Evadne beauteous with thefe rites now ?

Were thofe hours half fo lovely in thine eyes,

When our hands met before the holy man ?

I was too foul within to look fair then
;

SinceTknew ill, I was not free till now.

Amin. There is prefage of fome importrnt thing

About thee, which it feems thy tongue hath loft ;

Thy hands are bloody, and thou haft a Knife.

Evad . In this confifts thy happiaefs and mine ;

joy to Amintor
,
for the King is dead.

Amin. Thofe have mod power to hurt us that we love,

We lay our fieeping lives within their arms.

Why? tkouhaft rais’d up mifciiief to this height,

And found out one to out-name thy. other faults

;

Thou haft no intermiffion of thy fins,

But all thy life is a continual ill

;

Black is thy colour now, difeafe thy mature.

( She kicks him.

{Afide.

{ Theyfight.
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Joy to Jmntor
^
thou hall touch’d a life,

The very name of which had power to chain

Up all my rage, and calm my wildeft wrongs.

Evad. ’Tis done
;
and (Ince I could not find a way

To meet thy love fo clear, as through his life,

I cannot now repent it.

Amn. Could’ft thou procure the Gods to fpeak to me.

To bid me love this woman, and forgive,

I think I (hould fall out with them
;
behold

Here lies a Youth, whofe wounds bleed in my bread.

Sent by his violent Fate, to fetch his death

From my flow hand : and to augment my woe.

You now are prefent ftain’d with a Kings blood

Violently fhed : this keeps night here.

And throws an unknown wildernefs about me.

Afp. Oh, oh, oh !

Amin. No more, purfue me not.

Evad. Forgive me then, and take me to thy bed.

We may not part.

Amin . Forbear, be wife, and let my rage go this wayc

Evad. ’Tis you that I would ftay, not it.

Amin. Take heed, it will return with me.

Evad. If it mull be, 1 (hall not fear to meet it
;
take me home.

Amin.. Thou Monfter of cruelty, forbear.

Evad. For Heavens fake look more calm
;

Thine Eyes are (harper than thou can’ll make thy Sword.
Amin. Away, away, thy knees are more to me than violence.

I am worfe than fick to fee knees follow me
For that 1 mud not grant

;
for heaven’s fake Hand.-

Evad. Receive me then.

Amin. I dare not ftay thy language

;

In midft of all my anger and my grief.

Thou doft awake fomething that troubles me.
And fays, I lov’d thee once; I dare not ftay ;

There is no end of Womans reafoning. *

(Leaves her,

Evad. Amintory thou (halt love me once again
;

Go I am calm
;
farewell ; and peace for ever,

Evadne
,
whom thou hat’ll will die for thee. ( Kills her felf*

Amin . I haye a little human nature yet

That ’s left for thee, that bids me ftay thy hand. {Returns,

Evad. Thy hand was welcome, but came too late ;

Oh I am loft ! the heavy deep makes hafte. * {She dyes0

Afp. Oh, oh, oh

!

Amin. This earth of mine doth tremble, and I feel

A dark affrighted motion in my blood

1 My
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My Soul grows weary of her houfe, and I ?
All over am a trouble to my felf

7 .

.

There isfome hidden power in thefe dead things

That calls my ftefh into ’em ! 1 am cold -

7

Be refolute, and bear ’em company.
There’s fomething yet, which I am loth to leave.

There’s man enough in me to meet the fears

That Death can bring, and yet would it were done i

I can find nothing in the whole difcourfe

Of Death, I durft not meet the boldeft way -

7

Yet (till betwixt the reafon and the ad.

The wrong I to Afpat i

a

did Hands up 7

I have not fiich a fault to anfwer •,

Though (he may juftly arm with fcorn

And hate of ir e, my foul will part lefs troubled,

When 1 have paid to her in tears my forrow ;

I will not leave this aft unfatisfied,

If all that’s left in me can anfwer it.

Aft. Was it a dream ? there Hands Amintor Hill
7

Or 1 dream Hill.

Amin. How do’H thou? fpeak, receive mydove, and help ^
Thy blood climbs up to his old place again -

7

There’s hope of thy recovery

Jft. Did you not name Aftatia ?

Amin . 1 did.

Aft . And talk’t of tears and forrow unto her;

Amin, ’Tis true, and till thefe happy figns in thee

Did Hay my courfe, ’twas thither I was going.

Aft. Th’art there already, and thefe wounds are hers

.

Thofe threats I brought with me fought not revenge.

But came to fetch this bleffing from thy hand, I am Aftatia yet\

Amin. Dare my Soul ever look abroad agen ?

Aft. I {hall live, Amintor 7 ham well;

A kind of healthful joy wanders within me.
Amin. The world wants lines to excufe thy lofs

;

Come let me bear thee to fome place of help.

Aft. Amintor
,
thou mu ft Hay, I muH reft here,

My ftrengtn begins to difobey my will.

How doft thou, 'my belt Soul l 1 would fain live

Now if I could ; wouldft thou have loved me then ?

Amin. Alas; all that I am’s not worth a hair from thee.

Aft. Give me thy hand, mine hands grope up and down,
And cannot find thee

;
I am wondrous lick :

Have I thy hand, Amintor ?

Amin, Thou greateft bleffing of the world, thou haft.
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Afp. I do believe thee better than my ftnfe.

Oh, f muft go, faiewel.

Amin* Shefwounds: Afpatia y
help,for heaven’s fake,water

*

Such as may chain life for ever to this frame.

Afpatia, fpeak: what no help? yet I fool.

He chafe her temples, yet there’s nothing ftirs

,

Some hidden Power, tell her that Amintor calls.

And let her anfwer me : Afvatiay
fpeak,

1 have heard, if there be lire, but bow
The body thus, and it will (hew it lelf.

Oh Ihe is gone / I will not leave her yet.

Since out of juftice we muft challenge nothing
Pie call it mercy if you’!l pity me,
You heavenly powers, and lend forfome few years.

The blefied Soul to this fair feat again.

No comfort comes, the Gods deny me too.

Pie bow the body once again .* Afpatia !

Thy Soul is fled for ever, and I wrong
My felf, fo long to loofe her company.
Muft I talk now ? Here’s to be with thee, love.

(Kills himfelf.

Enter Servant.

Ser. This is a great grace to my Lord, to have the new King come to
him * I muft tell him he’s entring. O heaven ! help, help/

Enter Lyfip. Melant. Cal. Cleon. Diph. Strato

Lyf. Where’s Amintor r

Strat. O there, there.

Lyf. How ftrange is this /

Cal. What fliould we do here ?

MeL Thefe deaths are fuch acquainted things with me,
That yet my heart dilTolves not. May I ftand

Stiff here for ever -

y eyes call up your tears -

7

This is Amintor : heart, he was my friend 5
Melt, now it flows *, A?nintor

y
give a word

To call me to thee,

Amin. Oh !

Mel. MeUntius calls his friend Amintor \ oh thy arms
Are kinder to me than thy tongue

y

Speak, fpeak,

Amin. What ?

Mel. That little word was worth all the founds
That ever 1 (hall hear again.

Diph. O Brother, here lies your Sifter flain^

You loofe your felf in forrow there.

Mel. Why, Diphilus
,

it is

A thing to laugh at in refpett of this
\

1 2 Here



64 The MAIDS
Here was my Sifter, Father, Brother, Son *,

All that I had
\
fpeak once again

\

What Youth lies flain by thee ?

*Tis jQfpatia.

My fenfes fade, let me give up my foul

Into thy bofom.

Cal. What’s that ? what's that? Jffpatia !

Mel. 1 never did repent the greatnefsof my heart till now *,

It will not burft at need.

Cal. My daughter dead here too ! and you have all fine

new tricks to grieve
^
but I ne’re knew any but dire& crying*

Mel. I am a pratler, but oo more.

Uiph. Hold, brother.

Lyf. Stop him.
Diph. Fie

^
how unmanly was this offer in you

!

Does this become our ftrain ?

Cal. I know not what the matter is, but I am
Grown very kind, and am friends with you

;

You have given me that among you will kill me
Quickly

$
but Tie go home, and live as long as I can.

Mel. His fpirit is but poor that can be kept
From death for want of weapons. - ^

Is not my hand a weapon good enough
To flop my breath ? or if you tye down thole,

I vow, Jmintor, 1 will never eat,

Or drink, or deep, or have to do with that

That may preferve life
;
this I fwear to keep.

Lyf. Look to him tho’, and bear thofe bodies im
May this a fair Example be to me, ^

To rule with temper • for on luftful Kings

^Jnlookt for fuddcn deaths from heaven are fent *

But curft is he that is their inftrument.
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* Plain Dealer. Sacrifice. MafTacre of Paris.

Brutus ®f A-lba. Sir Martin Marr-all. Mixer.

London Cuckolds. State of Innocence, Miferies ofCivil Wars-
Sir Courtly Nice. Traytor. Hland Princefs.

* Earl of Etf x. Virtue betray’d. Mulberry Garden.

Squire of Alfatia. Wild Gallant. Conftantine.

All for Love. Emprefs of Morocco. Miftaken Husband.

Devil of a Wife. Love and a Bottle. Nero
* Cleomenes. Herod the Great. Othello.

Don Sebaftion. Way of the World. Provok’d Wife.

Eunuch. Town Fop. Pfyehe.

Henry the Second, or the Innocent Miftrefs. Reformation.

Death of Rofamund. Importer defeated. Regulus.

Oroonoko* Alribiades, Richard the Second.

Abdelazar. Amazon Queen. Richmond Heirefs*

Paftor tide. Ambitious Statefman* Rival Sifters.

Roya4;
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Scornful Lady.

'Scowers.

Sertorius.

Sham Lawyer.

Siege of Babylon.

Siege of Conftantinople.
Sophonisba.

Soldiers Fortune.

Squire Oldfap.

Strange Difcovery.

Suceisful Strangers.

Tarugo’s Wiles.

Timoleon.
Treacherous Brother.

Triumphs of Virtue.

True Widow.
Tyrannick Love.

Vertuous Wife.

Unhappy Kindnefs.

Unnatural Mother.
Spaniih Fryar.

Counterfeits.

King Arthur.

Prophetcfs.

Aureniebe.
Secret Love, or Maiden
Queen.

* -flLfop.

Richard the Third.

Generous Choice.
* Humour of the Age.
The Double Diftrefs.

* Fatal Marriage.

Trip to the Jubilee.

* Love Triumphant.
* Double Dealer.

Epfom Wells.

Virtuofo.

King Lear.

Rinaldo Arroida.

Friendship Improv’d.

Valentinian.

Gent Cully

Mourning Bride.

Love for Love.

Love without Intereft*

Ambitious Stepmother*

Sir Courtjy Nice.

Cyrus the Great.

Boadicea.

Falfe Friend.

Generous Conqueror.
Marriage Alamode.
Married Beau.

Madam Fickle.

Tamerlane.

Where yott way be fnrmjhed with all Sorts of Hijloty
,

Novels
}
and flays.
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