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MIDSUMMER NIGHTS

DREAM.



Perfons represented^

Thefeus, Duke of Athens.

Lyfander, in lo^e nx^ith Hermla,
Demetrius, belo^'*d of Helena.

Egeus, Father to Hermia.
Philoilrate, Mafer of the Sports /^Thefeus.

Quince, the Carpenter i T S i

"1 ^'^^ Prologue,

Bottom, the lVea<ver\ \\'^ ^ i Pyramus, and
Flute, the BelIo^-ws-?nender'y 1 .i ( Thisbe

;

Snout, the Tinker; \\^^\
Snug, the Joiner; and 1 -S S \Licn, and
Starveling, the Tailor; | J Mcon-fiine.

Hippollta, Sl^een of /Z?^ Amazons,
Hermia.
Helena.

Oberon, King of the Fairies:

Titan ia, his i^een.

Puck, or, Robin Good-fel!ovv.

Pease-blofibm, Cob.veb, Moth,
Muftard-feed, ancl three other

Fairiesy atte?iding the ^een.

Other Fairiesy attending the King and ^een,

attendants upon Thefeus ^WHippolita.

Scene, Athens; and a Wood notfarfrom it^
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A MIDSVMMER NIGHTS DREAM.

SCENE I. Athens.

A State-Room in ThefeusV Palace.

E/iter Thesevs, ^WHippolita; Philoftrate,

^/7^/ Others, attending.

The, Now, f^xr HippoUta^ our nuptial hour

Draws on apace ; four happy days bring in

Another moon: but, o, methinks, how flow

This old moon wanes! flie lingers my desires.

Like to a ftep dame, or a dowager,

Long withering-out a young man's revenue.

Hip , Four days will quickly fteep themfelves in nights;.

Four nights will quickly dream away the time

;

And then the moon, like to a lilver bow
New bent in heaven, lhall behold the night

Of our folemnities.

The, Go, Philoftrate^

Stir up the Athenian youth to merriments

;

Awake the pert and nimble fpirit of mirth;
Turn melancholy forth to funerals.

The pale companion is not for our pomp.«^ {Exit Phi,
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Hippolita^ I woo'd thee with my fword.

And won thy love, doing thee injuries;

But I will wed thee in another key.

With pomp, with triumph, and with revelling.

Enter E G E u s , and his Daughter H E rm i a j

Lysander, Demetrius.
£g£. Happy be Thefeus^ our renowned duke!
The. Thanks, good What's the news with thee?

Ege. Full of vexation come I, with complaint

Againft my child, my daughter Eermia.

Stand iQxK\^y Demetrius\^My noble lord.

This man hath my confent to marry her:^
Stand forth, Lyjander \ ^'SSidi^ my gracious duke.

This hath bewitch'd the bosom, of my child:-.

Thou, thou, Lyfandery thou haft given her rimes.

And interchanged love-tokens with my child:

Thou haft by moon-light at her window fung,

With feigning voice, verfes of feigning love

;

And ftoln the impreflion of her fantafy

With bracelets of thy hair, rings, gawds, conceits.

Knacks, trifles, nose-gays, fvveet-meats; meflengers

Of ftrong prevailment in unharden'd youth :

With cunning haft thou filch'd my daughter's heart

Turn'd her obedience, which is due to me.

To ftubborn harfhnefs And, my gracious duke;,

Be it fo file will not here before your grace

Confent to marry with Demetrius,

J beg the ancient priviledge of Jthens'.

As fhe is mine, 1 may difpose of her:

Which ftiall be either to this
"f"

gentleman.

Or to her death; according to our law.

Immediately provided in that cafe.
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The. What fay you, Hermia? be advls'd, fair maid:

To you your father fliould be as a god;

One that composed your beauties ; yea, and one

To whom you are but as a form in wax.

By him imprinted, and within his power
To leave the figure, or diffigure it.

J)emetrius is a worthy gencleman.

Her, So \s Lyfander,

The, In himfelf he is:

But, in this kind, wanting your father's voice.

The other muft be held the worthier.

Her, I would, my father look'd but with my eyes.

The. Rather your eyes muft with his judgment look-

Her, I do entreat your grace to pardon me.
I know not by what power I am mi^de bold

;

Nor how it may concern my modefty.

In fuch a presence here, to plead my thoughts:

But I befeech your grace, that I may knovy

The worft that may befal me in this cafe.

If I refuse to wed Demetrius,

The, Either to die the death, or to abjure

for ever the fociety of men.
Therefore, fair Her?nia, queftion your desires.

Know of your youth, examine well your blood.

Whether, if you yield not to your father's choice.

You can endure the livery of a nun;
For aye to be in ftiady cloifter mew'd.
To live a barren fifter all your life,

Chanting f^iint hymns to the cold fruitlefs moon.
Thrice blefled they, that mafter fo their bloodj^

To undergo fuch maiden pilgrimage:

$!Ut earthly happier is the rose diftill'd.

3* earthlycr happy
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Than that, which, withering on the virgin thorn.

Grows, lives, and dies, in fingle bleffednefs.

H^R, So will I grow, fo live, fo die, my lord.

Ere I will yield my virgin patent up
Unto his lordfhip, to whose unwifh'd yoak
My foul confents not to give fovereignty.

Take time to pause: and, by the next new moor^v

(The fealing-day betwixt my love and me^
For everlafting bond of fellovvfhip)

Upon that (^ay either prepare to die.

For difobedience to your father's will

;

Or <?lfe to wed Demetrius^ as he would

;

Or on Diana's altar to proteft,

For aye, aufterity and fingle life.

Dem. Relent, fvveet Hermia-, And, Lyfunder^ yiel4?;

Thy crazed title to my certain right.

Zr5. You have her father's love, Demetrius

Let me have Her?nia^S'. do you marry him.

Ecz. ^QOYw^uX Lyfander! true, he hath my love;.

And what is mine, my love Ihall render him:
And fhe is mine; and all my right of her

I do eftate untoZ)^w-?/rn//.

Lrs. 1 am, my lord, as well deriv'd as he.

As well posseff'd ; my love is m.ore than his;

My fortunes every way as fairly rank'd,

Jf not with vantage, as Demetrius^

;

And, which is more than all these boafls can be^

I am belov'd of beauteous Hermia:

Why fhould not I then profecute my right?

Demetrius, I'll avouch it to his head.

Made love to Nedars daughter, Helena,

And won her foul; and fiie, fweet lady, dotes.
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Devoutly dotes, dotes 5n idolatry.

Upon this fpotted and inconftant man.

l^HE. 1 niuil confefs, that I have heard fo much.,^

And with Demetrius thought to have fpoke thereof;

But, being over-full of felf-affairs.

My mind did lose it— But, Demetrius^ come.
And come, Egeus; you Qiall go with me,

I have fome private fchooling for you both.

For you, {2i\r Hermia, look you arm yourfelf

To fit youx fancies to your father's will

;

Or elfe the law of Athens yields you up
(Which by no means we may extenuate)

To death, or to a vow of fingle life

Come, my Hippolita ; What cheer, my love?—
Demetrius, and Egeusy go along:

I mull employ you in Ibme businefs

Againft our nuptial; and confer with you
Of fomething, nearly that concerns yourfelves.

Ege, With duty, and desire, we follow you.

[Exeunt The. Hip.Ege. Dem. and Train.

,
Lrs, How now, my love r Why is your cheek fo pale?-

How chance the roses there do fade fo fad?

Her, Belike, for want of rain; which 1 could well

Beteem them from the tempell of mine eyes.

Lrs, Hermia, for ought that I could ever read.

Could ever hear by tale or hidory,

The courfe of true love never did run fmooth.

But either it was different in blood;

Her\ O crofs! too high to be enthralM to low!
Lrs, Or elfe mifgraffed, in refpecl of years;

Her. O fpite! too old to be engag'd to young!
Lrs. Or elfe it ilood upon the choice of ftiends:

29 to love.
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Her, O hell! to choose love by another's eye?

Lrs. Or, if there were a fympathy in choice.

War, death, or ficknefs, did lay fiege to it;

Making it momentary as a found.

Swift as a fliadow, fhort as any dream

;

Brief as the lightning in the colly'd night.

That, in a fpleen, unfolds both heaven and earth.

And ere a man hath power to fay,— Behold,

The jaws of darknefs do devour it up:

So quick bright things come to confusion.

Her. If then true lovers have been ever crolFd,

It ftands as an edidl in deftiny:

Then let us teach our trial patience,.

Because it is a cuftomary crofs;

As due to love, as thoughts, and dreams, and fighs.

Willies, and tears, poor fancy's followers.

Lrs, A good perfuasion ; therefore, hear me, Hermia.

I have a widow aunt, a dowager
Of great revenue, and (lie hath no child

:

From Athens is her houfe remote feven le^iguesj

And fhe refpe£ls me as her only fon.

There, gentle Hermia, may I marry thee;

And to that place-the (harp Athenian law
Cannot purfue us: If thou lov'il me then,.

Steal forth thy father's houfe to-morrow night;

And, in the wood, a league without the town^^

Where I did meet thee once with Helena^

To do observance to a morn of May,
There will L (lay for thee.

FIer. My good Lyfander!

I fvvear to thee, by Cupid' ^ ftrongeft bow;
By his bell arrow with the golden head;
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By the fimpliclty of F^^us^ doves;

By that which knitteth fouls, and profpers loves;

And by that fire which burn'd the Carthage queen.

When the falfe Trojan under fail was feen ;

By all the vows that ever men have broke,

In number more then ever women fpoke;—

"

In that fame place thou haft appointed me,
To-morrow truly will I meet with thee.

Lyz^ Keep promise, love: Look, here comes Helena*

Enter Helena.
Her. God fpeed, fzir Helena! Whither away?
Hel, Call you me fair? that fair again unfay,

Demetrius loves you^ fair: O happy fair!

Your eyes are load-ftars; and your tongue's fweet air

More tuneable than lark to fiiepherd's ear.

When wheat is green, when hauthorn buds appear.

Sicknefs is catching ; O, were favour fo

!

Your's would I catch, fair Hermia, ere I go;

My ear ftiould catch your voice, my eye your^ye,
My tongue fhould catch your tongue's fweet melody.
Were the world mine, Demetrius being bated,

The reft Til give to be to you tranflated.

O, teach me how you look ; and with what art

You fway the motion of Demetrius^ heart.

Her. I frown upon him, yet he loves me ftlll. [fkill!

Hel. O, that your frowns would teach my fmiles fuch

Her, I give him curfes, yet he gives me love.

Hel, O, that my prayers could fuch afFe6lion move!
Her. The more I hate, the more he follows me.
Hel, The more I love, the more he hateth me.
Her, His folly, Helena, is no fault of mine, [mine!
Hel. None, but your beauty; 'Would, that fault were

Your words I catch
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Her, Take comfort; he no more fnall fee my faces

hvjander and myfelf will fly this place

—

Before the time I did Lyfander fee,

Seem'd Athens as a paradife to me:
O then, what graces in my love do dwell.

That he hath tarn'd a heaven unto a hell ?

Zr5. Helen, to you our minds we will unfold:

To-morrow ni?ht, when Vkcsbe doth behold

Ker filver visage m the watry glafs,

Decking with liquid, pearl the bladed grafs,

(A time that lovers' flights doth flill conceal)

^Through Athens' gates have we devis'd to Ileal.

//£R. And in the wood, where often you and I

Upon faint piimrcse beds were wont to lye.

Emptying our besoms of their counfel fweet;

There my Lyfander and myfelf lhall meet:

And thence, from Athens, turn away our eyes,

To feek new friends and flranger companies.

Farewel, fweet play-fellow: pray thou for us.

And good luck grant thee thy Demetrius!

Keep word, Lyja^ider: we mufl: ftarve our flghc

P'rom lovers' food, 'till morrow deep mJdnight.

\^Exit Her MIA,.

Zr5. I will, my Hermia— Helena, adieu:

As you on him, Demetrius dote on you!

{Exit Lysander.
H-E.L. How happy fome, o'er other forae, can be?

Through Athens 1 am thought as fair as (he:

But what of that? Demetrius thinks not fo;

He will not know what all but he do know.
And as he errs, doting on Hermia*s eyes,

So I, admiring of his qualities.

15 fvveld : 18 ccir.panlons,
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Things bafe and vile, holding no quantity.

Love can tranfpose to form and dignity.

Love looks not with the eyes, bat with the mind

;

And therefore is wing'd Cz^^/c/ painted blind:

Nor hath love's mind of any judgment talie;

Wings, and no eyes, figure utiheeJy haite

:

And therefore is love faid to be a child.

Because in choice he is fo oft beguii'd.

As waggilh boys in gam.e themfelves forfwear,

So the boy love is perjur'd every where:

For ^xt Demetrius look'd on Hermiai eyen.

He haird down oa:hs, that he was only mine;

And when this hail feme heat from Hermia felt,

Lo, he dissolved, and Ihowers of oaths did melt.

I will go tell him of fair Hermia^ flight

:

Then to the wood will he, to-morrow night,

Purfue her; and for this intelligence

If I have thanks, it is a dear expence:

But herein mean I to enrich my pain,

—

To have his fight thither, and back again. \Exit,

SCENE IL The fame. A Room in Qmnzes Hou/s.

Enter Quince, Snug, Flute, Bottom,
Snout, St arveling.

Is all our company here ?

Box. You were beft to call them generally, man by

man, according to the fcrip.

Here "("is the fcrow! ofevery man's name, which

IS thought fit, through all Athens, to play in our inter-

lude before the duke and the dutchefs, on his wedding -

day at night.

Bor. Firft, gooiPeter ^Jnce, fay what the play treats

14 So he
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on; then read the names of the aftors; and fo grow to

a point.

Marry, our play is"-The moft lamentable co-

medy, and moft cruel death of Pyramus and Thisby*

BoT. A very good piece of work, I affure you, and a

merry—Now, good Pe/€r ^incey call forth your aftors

by the fcrowl :— Mailers, fpread yourfelves.

S^ui* Anfwer, as I call yoxx^^Nkk Bottom^ the weaver,

^or. Ready : Name what part I am for, and proceed.

You, Nick Bottom^ are fet down for Pyramus.

hot. What is Pyrajnus? a lover, or a tyrant?

^i. A lover, that kills himfelf moft gallant for love.

Bor. That will afe fomc tears in the true performing

of it: If I do it, let the audience look to their eyes; i

will move ftorms, I will condole in fome measure. To
the reft;—Yet my chief humour is for a tyrant; I could

play Ercles rarely, or a part to tear a cat in

:

—To make all fplit

The raging rocks;

And fliivering fliocks

Shall break the locks

Of prison gates;

And Phibbus' car

Shall fliine from far.

And make and mar
The foolifti fates.

This was lofty !i_Now name the reft of the players.^

This is Ercles* vein, a tyrant's vein; a lover is more
condoling.

/"r^zzraV the bellows-mender.

Flu. Here, Peter ^ince.

^^i. Flute, you muft take Thisby on you.
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Flu. What is ThisbyF a wandVing knight?

^i. It is the lady that Pyramus muil love.

Flu. Nay, 'faith, let not me play a woman; I have

a beard coming.

j^/. That's all one; you fliall play it in a ma{k,

and you may fpeak as fmall as you will.

Bor. An I may hide my face, let me play Thishy too:

ril fpeak in a monftrous little voice ;—Thisne, Thisne!

^/^h^ Pyramus, my lo^ver dear\ thy Thisby dear^ and lady

dear.

^1, No, no; you muft play Pyramus^ and, Flute^ you
rhishy,

Bor, Well, proceed.

Robin Starveling, the tailor.

Sta. Here, Peter ^i?ice.

^i. Robin Starvelings you muft play Thisby'*^ mo*
^tx.^Tc7n Snout, the tinker.

Sno. HevCy Peter ^ince.

^'2. You, Pyramus' father ; myfelf, Th{sby\ father;

Snug, the joiner, you, the lion's part: and, 1 hope, here

is a play fitted.

Snu, Hav^e you the lion's part written,? pray you, if

it be, give it me, for I am flow of ftudy.

You may do it extempore^ for it is nothing but

roaring.

Bor. Let me play the lion too: I will roar, that I

will do any man's heart good to hear me; I will roar,

that I will make the duke fay, Let him roar again^ let

him roar again.

^i. An you fhould do it too terribly, you would
fright the dutchefs, and the ladies, that they would
Ihriek; and that were enough to hang us all.

Vol. IIL B
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Clo. That would hang us every mother's fon.

Bor* I grant you, friends, if you fhould fright the

ladies out of their wits, they would have no more dif-

cretion but to hang us : but I will aggravate my voice

fo, that I will roar you as gently as any fucking dove;
I will roar an 'twere any nightingale.

You can play no part but Pyramus: for Pyramus
is a fweet-fac'd man ; a proper man, as one lhall fee in

a fummer's day; a moft lovely, gentleman-like man;
therefore you muft needs play Pyramus,

Bor. Well, t will undertake it. What beard were I

beft to play it in ?

Why, what you will. .

Bor, I will difcharge it in either your ftraw-colour

beard, your orange-tawny beard, your purple-in-grain

beard, or your i^r^/?^/&-crown-colour beard, your perfeft

yellow.

^i. Some of your French crowns have no hair at

all, and then you will play bare-fac'd—But, mafters,

here are your parts: and I am to entreat you, requeft

you, and desire you, to con them by to-morrow night

;

and meet me in the palace wood, a mile without the

town, by moon-light; there will we rehearfe: for if

we meet in the city, we fiiall be dog'd with company,
and our devices known. In the mean time, I will draw
a bill of properties, fuch as our play wants. I pray you,

fail me not.

Bor. We will meet; and there we may rehearfe moft
obfcenely, and courageoufly. Take pains; be perfeft;

adieu.

J^7. At the duke's oak we meet:

Bor. Enough; Hold, or cut bow-ftrings. [Exeunt.
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Acr II.

SCENE I. A Wood near h\:\iens.

Emeryfrom opposite Sides, a Fairy, and Puck,
ory Robin Good-fellow.

Puc. How now, fpirit! whither wander you?
Fai, Over hill, over dale,

Thorough bufh, thorough briar.

Over park, over pale,

Thorough flood, thorough lire,

I do wander every where.

Swifter than the moon's fphere;

And I ferve the fairy queen.

To dew her orbs upon the green

:

The cowflips tall her penfioners be;

In their gold coats fpots you fee;

Those be rubies, fairy favours.

In those freckles live their favours:

I muft go feek fome dew-drops here anH i^tlZf

And hang a pearl in every cowflip's ear.

Farewel, thou lob of fpirits, I'll be gone;
Our queen and all her elves come here anon*

Puc. The king doth keep his revels here to-night;

Take heed the queen come not within his fight.

For Oberon is pafling fell and wrath.

Because that ihe, as her attendant, hath
A lovely boy, ftoln from an Indian king;
She never had fo fweet a changeling;

And jealous Oberon would have the child

Knight of his train, to trace the forefts wild:

B2
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But (he, perforce, withholds the loved boy.

Crowns him with flowers, and makes him all her joy:
And now they never meet in grove, or green.

By fountain clear, or fpangl'd flar-light Iheen,

But they do fquare; that all their elves, for fear.

Creep into acorn cups, and hide them there.

Fat, Either 1 miilake your fhape and making quite.

Or elfe you are that flirewd and knavifh fprite,

Caird Robin Gocd-felionjo : Are not you he,

That frights the maidens of the villag'ry

;

Skim milk; and fometimes labour in the quern.

And bootlefs m.ake the breathlefs huswife churn;
And fcmetime make the drink to bear no barm;
Miflead night-wanderers, laughing at their harm?
Those th2ii Hob -goblin call you, and fweet Puck^

You do their work, and they (hall have good luck:

Are not you he ?

Puc, Thou fpeakeft me aright;

I am that merry wanderer of ihe night.

I jeft to Obcron, and make him fiiiiie,

V/hen I a fat and bean-fed horfe beguile.

Neighing in likenefs of a filly foal:

And fometime lurk 1 in a goiTip's bowl.

In very likenefs of a roafted crab;

And, when fhe drinks, againll: her lips I bob.

And on her withered dew-lap pour the ale.

The Vv'iseft aunt, telling the faddell: tale.

Sometime for three>foot flcol miftaketh me;
Then flip I from her bum, down topples fte,

And rails, or cries, and falls into a cofFe;

And then the v\hole quire hold their hips, and lofFe,

And waxen in their mirth, and neeze, and fwear

30 And tailour cries
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A merrier hour was never wafted there.

—

But maJte room, fairy, here comes Oherofj,

Fai. And here my miftrefs

:

' Would, that he were gone

!

Enter the King of Fairies,

from one Si^e, ivith his Train ; and the Queen,

from the other, ivith hers,

Obe. Ill met by moon-light, proud Titania,

TiT, What, jealous OberonP Fairy, fkip hence,

I have forfvvorn his bed and company.
Obe. Tarry, rafti wanton; Am not I thy lord?

Tir, Then I muft be thy lady: But 1 know
When thou hail floln away from fairy land.

And in the lliape of Corin fat all day,

Playing on pipes of corn, and verfing love

To amorous Fhillida. Why art thou here,

Com.e from the fartheft (lep India?

But that, forfooth, the ho\xx\z\x\^ Ama%on,
Your bufkin'd miftrefs, and your warrior love.

To Thefeus muft be wedded; and you come
To give their bed joy and profperity.

Obe. How can ft thou thus, for fhame, Titania,

Glance at my credit, with Hippoiita,

Knowing I know thy love to Thefeus?

Didft thou not lead him through the glimmering night

From Perigenia, w hom he ravifned?

And make him with fair Egle break his faith.

With Ariadiie, and Antiopa?

Tir, These are the forgeries ofjealouly:

And never, iince that middle fummer's fpring.

Met we on hill, in dale, foreft, or mead.
By paved fountain, or by rufhy brook.

Or on the beached margent of the fea,

*^ Eagles i9 fir^ce the middle 3^ Or in

B3
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To dance our ringlets to the whiftling wind,

But with thy brawls thou haft difturb'd our fport.

Therefore the winds, piping to us in vain,

As in revenge, have fuck'd up from the fea

Contagious fogs ; which falling in the land.

Hath every pelting river made fo proud,

That they have over-born their continents.

The ox hath therefore ftretch'd his yoak in vain.

The ploughman loft his fweat; and the green corn

Hath rotted, ere his youth attain'd a beard:

The fold ftands empty in the drowned field.

And crows are fatted with the murrain ilock:

The nine-men's morrice is filPd up with mud;
And the quaint mazes in the wanton green,

For lack of tread, are undiftinguilhable.

The human mortals want their winter here.

No night is now with hymn or carol bleft.

Therefore the moon, the governefs of floods,

Pale in her anger, waflies all the air.

That rheumatick diseases do abound.

And, thorough this diftemperature, we fee

The feasons alter: hoary-headed frofts

Fall in the frefh lap of the crimson rose;

And on old Hyems* chin, and icy crown,

An odorous chaplet of fweet fummer buds

Is, as in mockery, fet. The fpring, the fummer.
The chiding autumn, angry winter, change

Their wonted liveries; and the 'mazed world,

By their encreafe, now knows not which is which

:

And this fame progeny of evils comes
From our debate, from our diffention;

We are their parents and original.

*7 childing
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OsjE. Do you amend it then; it Hes in you:

Why fhould Titania crofs her Oberon?

I do but beg a little changeling boy.

To be mv henchman.
Tit, Set your heart at reft.

The fairy land buys not the child of me.
His mother was a votrefs of my order:

And, in the fpiced Indian air, by night,

Full often hath fhe goflip'd by my fide;

And fat with me on NeptuKes yellow fands,

Marking the embarked traders on the flood

;

When we have lau^h'd to fee the fails conceive.

And grow big-belly'd, with the wanton wind:

Which fhe, with pretty and with fwimming gait,

Following (hfrr womb then rich with my young fquirc)

Would imitate; and fail upon the land.

To fetch m.e trifles, and return again.

As from a voyage, rich with merchandize.

But flie, being mortal, of that boy did die;

And, for her fake, do 1 rear up her boy

;

And, for her fake, 1 will not part with him.

Obe, How long within this wood intend you ftay?

TVr. Perchance, 'till after Thejeus" wedding-day.

If you will patiently dance in our round,

And fee our moon-light revels, go with us;

If not, Ihun me, and 1 will fpare your haunts.

Obe. Give me that boy, and 1 will go with thee.

Tit. Not for thy fairy kingdom Fairies, away:
We fliall chide down-right, if I longer ftay.

\_Exeunt Queen, and her Train,

Obb. Well,gothy way : thou fhalt not from this grove,

'Till I torment thee for this injury.

B4
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My gentle Puck^ come hither: Thou remember'ft

Since once I fat upon a promontory,

And heard a mermaid, on a dolphin's back.

Uttering fuch dulcet and harmonious breath.

That the rude fea grew civil at her fong

;

And certain flars Ihot madly from iheir fpheres.

To hear the fea-maid's musick.

Puc, I remember.

Obe, That very time, I fav/, (but thou could'fl not)

Flying between the cold moon and the earth,

Cupid 2i\\ arm'd: a certain aim he took

At a fair vefial, throned by the weft;

And ioof'd his love-fhaft fmartly from, his bow.
As it fhould pierce a hundred thousand hearts:

But I might fee young Cupid's fiery fhaft

Quench'd in the chaft beams of the watry moon;
And the imperial votrefs pafled on,

In maiden meditation, fancy-free.

Yet mark'd I where the bolt of Cupid fell

:

It fell upon a little weftern flower,

—

Before, milk-white; now purple with love's wound,

—

And m.aidens call it, love-in-idlenefs.

Fetch me that flower; the herb I fliew'd thee once;

The juice of it, on fleeping eye- lids iay'd.

Will miake or man or woman madly doat

Upon the next live creature that it fees.

Feich me this herb; and be thou here again,

Ere the leviathan can fwim a league.

Puc. ril put a girdle round about the earth

In forty minutes. \_Exit Puck.
Obe. Having once this juice,

I'll watch Tiiania when Cie is afleep.
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And drop the liquor of it in her eyes:

The next thing then fhe waking looks upon,

(Be it on lion, bear, or wolf, or bull,

On medling monkey, or on busy ape)

She fhall purfue it with the foul of love.

And ere 1 take this charm from off her fight,

(As I can take it with another herb)

ril make her render up her page to me.

But who comes here? I am invisible;

And I will over-hear their conference.

Enter Demetrius, Helena fallowing him.

Dem. I love thee not, therefore purfue me not.

Where is Lyfander, and fair Her?nia?

The one Til {lay, the other ilayeth me.

Thou toid'H me, they were iloln unto this wood;
And here am I, and wode within this wood.
Because I cannot meet my Hermia.

Hence, get thee gone, and follow me no more.

Hel. You draw me, you hard-hearted adamant;
But yet you draw not iron, for my heart

Is true as ileel : Leave you your power to draw.

And I fhall have no power to follow you.

Dem. Do f entice you : Do I fpeak you fair?

Or, rather, do I not in plained truth

Tell you— 1 do not, nor I cannot, love you ?

Hel, And even for that do 1 love you the more.

I am your fpaniel; and, Demetrius^

The more you beat me, I will fawn on you:

Use me but as your fpaniel, fpurn me, llrike me,
?segle6t me, lose me; only give me leave.

Unworthy as I am', to follow you.

What worfer place can 1 beg in your love.

14 ilay ^r.ayeth
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(And yet a place of high refpe6l with me)
Than to be used as you use your dog?
Dem, Tempt not too much the hatred of my fpirit

For 1 am fick, when I do look on thee.

Hel, And I am fick, when I look not on ycu.

Dem, You do impeach your modefty too much,
To leave the city, and commit yourfelf

Into the hands of one that loves you not;

7'o truH the opportunity of nighr,

And the ill counfel of a desert place,

With the rich worth of your virginity.

Hel, Your virtue is my priviledge: For that

It is not night, when \ do fee your face,

Therefore 1 think I am not in the night

:

Nor doth this wood lack worlds of company;
For ycu, in my refpecl, are all the world;
Then how can it be faid, I am alone.

When all the v/orld is here to look on me?
Dem. I'll run from thee, and hide me in the brak

And leave thee to the mercy of wild bealls.

Hel, The wildeil hath not fuch a heart as you.

Run when you will, the flory fhall be chang*d:

Jpcllc files, and Daphne holds the chace;

The dove purfues the griffin ; the mild hind

Makes fpeed to catch the tiger: Bootlefb fpeed !

When cowardice purfues, and valour flies.

Dem. I will not ftay thy queflions; let me go:

Or, if thou follow me, do not believe

But I (hall do thee mifchief in the wood.

Hel. Ay, in the temple, in the town, the field,

You do me mifchief. Fie, Demetrius!

Your v>'rongs do fet a fcandal on my fex:
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We cannot fight for love, as men may do

;

We fliould be woo'd, and were not made to woo.

[Demetrius breaks fro?n her^ and Exit^

ril follow thee, and make a heaven of hell.

To die upon the hand I love fo well. \Exit,

Ob e , Fare thee well, nymph : ere he do leave this grove.

Thou fhalt fly him, and he fhall feek thy love

—

Re-enter Puck.
Haft thou the flower there? Welcome, wanderer,

Puc, Ay, there ~i~ it is.

Obe. I pray thee, give it me.

I know a bank whereon the v^'ild thyme blows,

Where ox-lips and the nodding violet grows;

O'er-canopy'd with lufcious woodbine.

With fvveet mufli-roses, and with eglantine:

There fleeps Titaniay fome time of the night,

Lull'd in these flowers with dances and delight;

And there the fnake throws her enamel'd f/cin.

Weed wide enough to wrap a fairy m:
And with the juice of this"]" Til flreak her eyes,

And m.ake her full of hateful fantafies.

Take thouyfome of it, and feek through this grove:

A fweet Athenian lady is in love

With a difdainful youth: anoint his eyes

;

But do it, when the next thing he efpies

May be the lady: Thou lhalt know the man
By the Athenian garments he hath on.

Effedl it with fome care; that he may prove

More fond on her, than fhe upon her love

:

And look thou meet me ere the firft cock crow.

Puc» Fear not, my lord, your fervant fliall do fo.

[ Exeunt, Je^verallj.

14 Quite over-canopi'd
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SCENE II. Another Part of the Wood.
Enter Titania, Fairies.

T^ir. Come, now a roundel, and a fairy fong;

Then, for the third part of a minute, hencfe

:

Some, to kill cankers in the mufk-rose buds;

Some, war with rear-mice for their leathern wings.

To make my fmall elves coats ; and fome, keep back
The clamorous owl, that nightly hoots, and wonders
At our quaint fpirits: Sing me now afleepj

Then to your ofHces, and let me reft. SONG,
Firft Fairy.

T'ou jpottedfnakes^ nA)ifh double tonguey

thorny hedge-hogs^ he not feen ;

nen,vtSy and blind-^orms, do no ^ivrong\

come not near ourfairy queen:

Cho.
Philomel, njuith melody,

fing in our fiveet lullaby ;

lulla^ lulla, lullaby ; luLa, lulla^ lullaby :

nenjer harm, ncr Jpell, nor charmy

come our lo^vely lany nigh ;

foy good nighty <with lullaby.

Second Fairy.

Weauing fpiders, co?ne not here ;

hence, you long- leg^dfpinners, hence:

beetles black, approach not near ;

^orm, nor /nail, do no offence:

Cho.
Philomel, ^ith melody, &c.

1 , F. Hence, away ; now all is well

:

One, aloof, ftand centinel. \^Exeunt. TiU Jleeps.
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Enter O BE RON.

Os£. What thou fee'll, when thou doft wake,

\to /queening the Flouoer upon her Eye-lids

»

Do it for thy true love take

;

Love, and lano-uiHi for his fake:

Be it ounce, or cat, or bear,

Pard, or boar with briftrd hair.

In thy eye that fhall appear

When thou wak'll:, it is thy dear;

Wake, when Tome viie thing is near. \Exit,

Enter Lysander, ^WKermia.
irs. Fair love you faint with wand'ring in the wood

;

And, to fpeak troth, I have forgot our way:
We'll reft us, Hermiuy if you think it good.

And tarry for the comfort of the day.

Eer» Be it fo, Lyfa?tder: iind you out a bed.

For I upon this bank will reft my head.

Lrs. One turf fhall ferve as pillow for us both;

One heart, one bed, two bosoms, and one troth.

Her, Nay, good Lyfander\ for my fake, my dear.

Lye further off yet, do not lye fo near.

Ly^. O, take the fenfe, fweet, of my innocence;

Love takes the meaning, in love's conference.

I mean, that my heart unto yours is knit;

So that but one heart can we make of it:

Two bosoms interchained with an oath;

So then, two bosoms, and a fingle troth.

Then, by your fide no bed-room me deny

;

For, lying fo, Hermia^ I do not lie.

Her, Lyjander riddles very prettily:
—

Now much beihrew my manners, and my pride,

If Her?nia meant to fay, Lyjander ly'd.
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But, gentle friend, for love and courtefy

Lye further off; in human modefly

Such feperation, as, may well be laid.

Becomes a virtuous batchelor and a maid:

So far be diftant; and good night, fweet friend:

Thy love ne'er alter, 'till thy fweet life end!

Lrs, Amen, amen, to that fair prayer, fay I;

And then end life, when \ end loyalty!

Here is m.y bed : Sleep give thee all his reft!

Her. With half that wifh the wiiher's eyes be preff*d!

[they Jleep,

EnferVvCK.
Puc, Through the foreft have I gone;

But Athenian found f none,

On v.hose eyes I might approve

This flower's force in ftirring love.

Night and filence! who is here?

Weeds Athens he doth wear:
This is he, my mafier faid,

Defplsed the Athenian maid ;

And here the maiden, fleeping found.

On the dank and dirty ground.

Pretty foul, flie durft not lye

Near to this kill-courtefy.

Churl, upon thy eyes"]" I throw
All the power this charm doth owe:
\Vhen thou wak'ft, let love forbid

Sleep his feat on thy eye-lid.

So awake, w^hen I am gone;

For 1 muft now to Oberon, [Exit.

Enter Demetrius, and Helena, ru7ini7ig.

Hel. Stay though thou kill me, iv^tti Demetrius.

2-4' Neere this lack-love, this
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Df u, I charge thee, hence, and do not haunt me thus.

Hel. O, wiit thou darkling leave me? do not To.

Drm. Stay, on thy peril ; I alone will go.

\Exit Demetrius.
Hel, O, I am out of breath, in this fond chacel

The more my prayer, the lefler is my grace.

Happy is Hennia, wherefoe'er fhe lies;

For fhe hath blefTed, and attractive eyes.

How came her eyes fo bright? Not with fait tears:

If fo, my eyes are oftner wafh'd than hers.

No, no, I am as ugly as a bear;

For beafts, that meet me, run away for fear

:

Therefore, no marvel, though Demetrius

Do, as a monfter, fly my presence thus.

What wicked and diiTembling glafs of mine
Made me compare with Hermia's fphery eyen?"*
But who is here? Lyfander! on the ground!

Dead? or afleep? I fee no blood, no wound:—,
Lyfander^ if you live, good fir, awake.

Zr5. And run through fire I will, for thy fvveet fake.

\fwak2ngy andjlarting up.

Tranfparent ^/^/t?«^/ Nature ftiews art.

That through thy bosom makes me fee thy heart.

Where is Demetrius? o, how fit a word
Is that vile name, to perilh on my fword

!

Hel. Do not fay fo, Lyfander \ fay not fo:

What though he love your Hermias' Lord, what though ?

Yet Hermia ftill loves you : then be content.

Lys. Content with Hermia? No; I do repent

The tedious minutes I with her have fpent.

Not Hermia^ but Helena I love

:

Who will not change a raven for a dove?
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The will of man is by his reason fway'd :

And reason fays, you are the worthier maid.

Things growing are not ripe until their feason:

So 1, being young, 'till now ripe not to reason;

And touching now the point of human fkill.

Reason becomes the marfhal to my will,

And leads me to your eyes; where [ o'er-Iook

Love's ftories, written in love's richeft book.

//£X. Wherefore was I to this keen mockery born?
When, at your hands, did 1 deserve this fcorn?

Is't not enough, is't not enough, young man.
That I did never, no, nor never can,

Deserve a fweet look from De?netrius* eye.

But you muft flout my infcfficiency ?

Good troth, you do me wrong, good footh, you do.

In /uch difdainful manner me to woo.
But, fare you well: perforce 1 muft confefs,

I thought you lord of more true gentlenefs.

O, that a lady, of one man refus'd.

Should, of another, theref^ore be abus'd ! [Exit,

Lrs, She fees xiotHermia: Hermia, fleepthou there;

And never m,ay'ft thou come Lyjander nearl

P'or, as a furfeit of the fweetelt things

The deepeft loathing to the ftomach brings

;

Or, as the herefies, that men do leave.

Are hated moft of those they did deceive;

So thou, my furfeit, and my herefy.

Of all be hated; but the moft, of me:
And, all my powers, your love and might.

To honour tieien^ and to he her knight. {Exit.

Her. [ftarting.'] He]pme,Z.>y22z?^/^r,helpme!dothy beft

To pluck this crawling ferpent from my breaft!
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Ah me, for pity ! what a dream was here?

Lyfander^ look, how I do quake with fear:

Methought, a ferpent eat my heart away,

And you fat fmiling at his cruel prey:—
Ly fancier I what, remov'dr Lyfander I lord!

What, out of hearing? gone/' no found, no word?
Alack, where are you r fpeak, an if you hear;

Speak of all loves. I fwoon almofi: with fear.

No?— then I well perceive you are not nigh:

Or death, or you, I'll find immediately. \Exit,

Acr III.

SCENE L Thefame.
Queen cf Fairies afleep. Enter Quince, Snug,
BoTTOM, Flute, Snout, and Starveling.

Eor, Are we all met?

i^/. Pat, pat; and here's a marvels convenient place

for our rehearf«il : This green plot fhall be our llage,

tliis hauthorn brake our tyring-houfe ; and we will do
it in action, as we will do it before the duke.

Bor, Peter ^linee,
^i. What fay'ft thou, bully Bottom?
BoT, There are things in this comedy, of Pyra?nus

and Thisby, that will never please. Firli, Pyramus mufb
draw a fword to kill himfelf; which the ladies cannot
abide. How anfwer you that?

Sno. ByV-lakin, a par'Ious fear.

SrA, I believe, we muft leave the killing out, when
all is done.

Bar, Not a whit; I have a device to make all well.

Vol. nr. C
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Write me a prologue : and let the prologue feem to fay,

we will do no harm with our fwords ; and that Pyramus

is not kili'd indeed: and, for the more better afTurance,

tell them, thnt 1 Pyramus am not Pyramus, but Bottom

the weaver: This will put them out of fear.

i^/. Well, we will have fuch a prologue; and it fhall

be written in eight and fix.

Bor. No, make it two more; let it be written in

eight and eight.

Si^o, Will not the ladies be afeard of the lion?

SrA, I fear it, I promise you.

Bot:, Mailers, you ought to confider with yourfelves

:

to bring in, God fiiield us! a lion among ladies, is a

mofl: dreadful thing: for there is not a more fearful

wild-fowl, than your lion, living; and we ought to look

to't.

4Sivo. Therefore, another prologue muft te!I, he is not

a lion.

BoT. Nay, you muft name his name, and half his

face muft be feen through the lion's neck; and he him-
felf muft fpeak through, faying thus, or to the fame de-

fect,—Ladies, or, fair ladies, 1 VvOuld wif/i you, or, I

would requeft you, or, I would entreat you, not to fear,

not to tremble: my life for yours. If you think I come
hither as a lion, it were pity of my life: No, I am no
fuch thing; I am a man, as other men are: — and there,

indeed, let him name his name; and tell them plainly,

he is ^nug the joiner.

^i. VVell, it fljall be fo. But there is two hard

things; that is, to bring the moon-iight into a chamber :

for, you know, Pyamus and -1 hishy meet by moon-
light.
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S,}^u, Doth the moon (bine that night we playour play ?

BoT, A calendar, a calendar! look in the almanack;

find out moon-lhir;e, find out moon-ihine.

^c//. Yes, it doth fhine that night.

Bor, Why, then may you leave a casement of the

great chamber window where we play, open; avid the

moon may fhine in at the cabcment.

Ay; or elie one muft come in with a bufh of
thorns and a lanthorn/and fay, he comes to diffigure,

or to present, the perfon of moon-lhine. Then, there is

another thing: we muft have a wall in the great cham-
ber; for Pyramus and Thisby, fays the ftory, did talk

through the chink of a wall.

Snu. You can never bring in a wall—What fay you,

BottOf7l ?

Bor, Some man or other muft present wall : and let

him have fome plafter, or fome lome, or fome rough-

caft, about him, to fignify wall; or let him hold his

fingers thus ~[", and through that cranny fhall Pyramus
and Thisby whifper.

if that may be, then all is well. Come, fit down,
every mother's fon, and rehearfe your parts

—

Pyramusy

you begin : when you have fpoken your fpeech, enter

into that brake; and fo every one according to his cue.

EnterY\5QYi. [gering here,'*

Pvc. What hempen home-fpuns have we fwag-
So near the cradle of the fairy queen?"

" What, a play toward? f'll be an auditor;"

An a6lor too, perhaps, if I fee cause."

Speak, Pyramus: Thisby, ftand forth.

* Ptr, Thisby^ the flower of odious favours fvveet,—

Odours, odours.

3 1 flowers
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* Ptr, odours favours fweet:
* So doth thy breath, my dearefl Tbishy- dear.

* But, hark, a voice! flay thou but here a whit,

* And by and by I will to thee appear. [^Exk,

Puc, A flrangerP)'r^w//j than e'er play 'd here." [^A-zV.

Flu, Muft I fpeak now?
Ay, marry, niuft you: for, you mud under-

fland, he goes but to fee a noise that he heard, and is

to come again.
* Thi, Moft r2idhr\t Pyramz/Sy moft lilly-white of hue,
* Of colour like the red rose on triumphant brier,

* Moft brifky juvenal, and eke moft lovely y^<zv,

* As true as trueft horfe, that yet would never tire,

* I'll meet thee, Pjramus, at Ninny^s tojnb.

J^j. Ninus" tomb, man? why, you muft not fpeak

that yet; that you anfwer to Pyrmnus : you fpeak all

your part at once, cues and all Pynmusy enter; your

cue is paft; it is, ne'ver tire, [tire.

* l^ni, O, As true as trueft horfe, that yet would never

Re-enter Puck, and Bottom nx-ith an afs* Head.
* Pri2. If I were fair, Thisly^ I were only thine:—

O monftrous! o ftrange! we are haunted. Pray,

mafters! fly, mafters ! help ! ^Exeunt all the Clowns.
Pvc, ril follow you ; I'll lead you about a round,"
Through bog, throughbufli, through brake, through

Sometime a horfe I'll be, fometime a hound," [brier;'*

" A hog, a headlefs bear, fometime a fire;"

** And neigh, and bark, and grant, and roar, and burn,'^

Like horfe, hound, hog, bear, fire, at every turn." {^Extt,

Bot. Why do they run away? this is a knavery of

them, to make me afeard.

Re enter Snout.

* So hath thy 5 a whi!c>
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Sj^o. O Bottom^ thou art chang'd! what do I fee on

thee? [Exit,

Bot. What do you fee? you fee an afs' head of your

own; Do you?
Re-enter Quince.

Blefs Botioml blefs thee! thou art tranf-

lated. [Exit,

Bot. I fee their knavery: this is to make an afs of

me; to fright me, if they could. But I will not iHr from

this place, do what they can: 1 will walk up and down
here, and I will fing, that they fhall hear 1 am not

afraid. [f-^'g^-

The cu%el cock, fo black of hue,

^ith orange-tauony hilU

the throjUe ivith his note fo truey

the '-wren ^tuith little quill ;

Tit, What angel wakes me from my flow'ry bed?
Bo'T, thefinch^ thefparroiVy and the lark,

the plain-Jong cuckoo gray,

ivhose note full many a tnan doth mark,

and dares not anj^er, nav;
— for, indeed, who would fet his wit to fo foolifh a

bird? who woinld give a bird the lie, though he cry,

cuckoo, never fo?

Tit, I pray thee, gentle mortal, fing again:

Mine ear is much enamoured of thy note.

So is mine eye enthralled to thy fhape;

And thy fair virtue's force perforce doth move me,
On the firft view, to fay, to fvvear, I love thee.

Bor, Methinks, miilrefs, you fhould have little rea-

son for that: And yet, to fay the truth, reason and love

keep little company together novv-a-days : The more the
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pity, that fome honeft neighbours will not make them
friends. Nay, 1 can gleek, upon occasion.

Tir, Thou art as wise, as thou art beautiful.

Bot, Not fo, neither: but if I had wit enough to

get out of this wood, I have enough to ferve mine own
ttirn.

T'/r. Out of this wood do not desire to go;

Thou fnalt remain here, whether thou wilt or no.

I am 2 (pirit, of no common rate;

The fummer (till doth tend upon my ftate,

And I do love thee: therefore, go with me;
I'll give thee fairies to attend on thee;

And they fhall fetch thee jewels from the deep.

And fing, while thou on preffed flowers doft lleep:

And 1 will purge thy mortal groflhefs fo.

That thou lhalt like an airy fpirit go

—

Pease~bloj/om, Cob^vueby Moth, and Mujiard-Jeed!

EnterJour Fairies.

I. F. Ready. 2. And I. 3. and I. 4. and I.

alL Where fliall we go?

T/r. Be kind and courteous to this gentleman

;

Hop in his walks, and gambol in his eyes;

Feed him with apricocks, and dewberries.

With purple grapes, green figs, and mulberries;

The honey-bags fteal from the humble-bees.

And, for night tapers, crop their waxen thighs.

And light them at the fiery glow-worm's eyes.

To have my love to bed, and to arise;

And pluck the wings from painted butter-flies,

To fan the moon-beams from his fleeping eyes

:

Nod to him, elves, and do him courtefies.

I. F. Hail, mortal! 2. hail! 3. hail! 4. hail!

3* V. Nott,
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^BoT. \ cry your worfhips mercy, heartily._ I be-

feech, your worfnip's name ?

Cob. Cobweb.

Bor. I lliall desire you of more acquaintance, good
m2i\iQv Cobnjueb : If I cut my finger, I ihall make bold

with you Your name, honeft gentleman?

Pea. Pease-blojfom,

Bor. I pray you, commend me to miftrefs Squafh^

your mother, and to malter Pea/cod, yo'ir father. Good
mafter Pease- blojfom, I fhall desire you of more acquaint-

ance too Your name, I befeech you, fir?

Mus. Mufiard-jeed.

Bor . Good m2i'\\.QYMufiard-feed, T know your pat'ence

well: that fame cowardly, giant-like, ox- beef hath de-

voured many a gentleman of your houfe: i promise

you, your kindred hath made my eyes water ere now.

I desire you, more acquaintance, good mailer Mujlard"

Jeed.

Tir. Come, wa^ upon him; lead him to my bower.

The moon, methinks, looks with a watry eye;

And when Die weeps, weeps every little flower.

Lamenting fome enforced chaltity.

Tye up my love's tongue, bring him filently. [Exeufjt.

SCENE II. J^oiber Part of the Wood.
Enter Oberon.

Obe. I wonder, \i Tttania be awak*d;
Then, what it was that next came in her eye.

Which fne m*uil dote on in extremity.

Enter Puck.
Here comes my mefTenger How now, mad fpirit?

What night-rule now about this haunted grove?

^3 lovers

C4
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Pvc. My miftrefs with a monfter is in love.

Near to her clofe and confecrated bovver,

While fhe was in her dull and fleeping hour,

A qrew of patches, rude mechanicals,

That work for bread upon Athenian ftalls.

Were met together to rehearfe a play,

Intended for ^xQ2itThefeus^ nuptial day.

The fhalloweii thick-fkin of t-hat barren fort.

Who Pyramus presented, in their fport

Forfook his fcene, and enter'd in a brake :

When I did him at this advantage take.

An afs's nole 1 fixed on his head;

Anon, \\\sThisl>e muft be anfwered,

And forth my mimick comes: When they him fpy,

As wild-geefe, that the creeping fowler eye,

Or rufTet-pated choughs, many in fort.

Rising and cawing at the gun's report

Sever themftlves, and madly fvveep the Iky;

So, at his fight, away his fellows Sy:

And, at our ilamp, here o'er and o'er one falls;

He munher cries, and help from Athens calls.

Their fenfe, thus weak, loft with their fears, thus flrong,

Made fenfelefs things begin to do them wrong:
For briars and thorns at their apparel fnatch ;

Some, fleevcs ; fome, hats : from yielders all things catch.

I led them on in this dillra6led fear,

And left fweet Pyramus tranflated there:

When in that moment (fo it came to pafs) -

Titania wak'd, and ftraitway lov'd an afs.

Obe. T his falls out better than 1 could devItC.

But hail thou yet lech'd the Athenian % eyes

With the love-juice, as I did bid thee do r

31 lacht
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Tvc, T took him fleeping,— that is finilh'd too,

—

And the Atheniayi woman by his fide;

That, when he wak'd, of force fhe muft be ey'd.

Enter Demetrius, and Hermi a.

Obe. *' Stand clofe; this is the fame Athenian^

Puc. This is the woman, but not this the man."
Dem, O, why rebuke you him that loves you fo?

Lay breath fo bitter on your bitter foe.

Her. Now I but chide, but I Ihould use thee worfe;

For thou, I fear, haft given me cause to curfe.

Jf thou haft flain Lxfander in his fleep,

Being o'er fhoes in biood, plunge in the deep,

And kill me too.

The fan was not fo true unto the day,

As he to me: Would he have ftoln away
From ^tt^\x\gHermia? Til believe as foon.

This whole earth may be bor'd; and that the moon
May through the center creep, and fo difplease

Her brother's noontide with the antipodes.

it cannot be, but thou haft murther'd him;
So fhould a murtherer look, fo dead, fo grinx,

Dem, So fiiould the murther'd look ; and fo (hould I,

Pierc'd through the heart with your ftcrn cruelty:

Yet you, the murtherer, look as bright, as clear,

As yonder Venus in her glim.mering fphere.

Her, What's this to my Lyfander? where is he?

Ah, good Demetrius^ wilt thou give him me?
Dem, I had rather give his carcafs to my hounds
Her, Out, dog I out, cur! thou driv'ft me paft the

bounds
Of maiden's patience. Haft thou flain him then ?

Henceforth be never number'd among men!
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O, once tell true, tell true, even for my fake;

Durft thou have look'd upon him, being awake,

j^nd haft thou kilt'd him fleeping? O brave touch!

Could not a worm, an adder, do fo much?
An adder did it; for with doubler tongue

Than thine, thou ferpent, never adder ftung.

Dem, You fpend your pafiion on a mifpriz'd mood:
I am not guilty q{ Ly/anders blood;

Nor is he dead, for ought that I can tell.

Her, 1 pi'ay thee, tell me then that he is well.

Dem. An if I could, what fhould 1 get therefore?

Her. a priviledge, never to fee me more.

And from thy hated presence part I fo:
—

See me no more, whether he be dead, or no. [Exit.

Dem. There is no following her in this fierce vein;

Here, therefore, for a while I will remain.

So forrow's heavinefs doth heavier grow.

For debt that bankrupt deep doth forrow ow^e;

Which now in feme flight measure it will pay.

If for his tender here I make foine (la/. \_lies donvn.

Obe. What hail thou done rlhou haft miftai^ en quite.

And lay'^d the love-juice on fome true-love's fight:

Of thy mifprision muft perforce enfue

Some true love turn'd, and not a falfe turn'd true.

Puc Then fateo'er-ru!es; that, oneman holding troths

A million fail, confounding oath on oath.

Obe. About the wood go fwifter than the wind.

And Helena of Athens look thou find :

All fancy-fick fhe is, and pale of cheer

With fighs of love, that co(h the frefn blood dear:

By fome illusion fee thou bring her here;

rii charm his eyes, againft ftie do appear.

i8 fiippe <3otk
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Puc, I go, I go; look, how I <>o;

Swifcer than arrow from the Tartr.r% bow.
Qbe, Flower of this purple dye.

Hit with Cupid's archery.

Sink "["in apple of his eye:

When his love he doth efpy.

Let her fhine as glorioufly

As the Venus of the (ky

—

When thou wak'il, if ihe be by.

Beg of her for reinedy.

Re-enter Puci:.

Tuc. Captain of our fairy band,

Helena is here at hand

;

And the youth, midook by me.
Pleading for a lover's fee;

Shall we their fond pageant f:^e?

Lord, what fools these mortals be!

Obe. Stand afide: the noise, they make.
Will cause Demetrius to awake.

Puc. Then will two, at once, woo one;

That mull needs be fport alone:

And those things do beft please me.

That befal prepoileroufly.

E?iter Lysander, and Helena.
Lrs, Why (hould you think,that I Qiould woo infcorn?

Scorn and derision never come in tears:

Look, when I vow, 1 weep; and vows fo born.

In their nativity all truth appears.

How can these things in me feem fcorn to you.

Bearing the badge of faith to prove them true?

Hel. You do advance your cunning more and more.

When truth kills truth, o deviliih-holy fray!

39

[Exit,
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These vows are Hermia^s ; Will you give her o'er ?

Weigh oath with oath, and you will nothing weigh:
Your vows, to her and me, put in two fcales,

Will even weigh ; and both as light as tales.

Lys, I had no judgment, when to her 1 fwore.

Hel. Nor none, in my mind, now you give her o'er.

Lrs, Demetrius loves her, and he loves not you.

Dem. O Helen, [Jiartifig up.] goddefs, nymph, perfedl,

To what, my love, (hall 1 compare thine eyen ? [divine

!

Chriftal is muddy. O, how ripe in ftiow

Thy lips, those kiffing cherries, tempting grow

!

That pure congealed white, high Taurus^ fnow,

Fan'd with the eaflern wind, turns to a crow.

When thou hold'ft up thy hand: o, let me kifs

This princefs of pure white, this feal of blifs!

Hel, O fpite! o helll I fee, you all are bent

To fet againft me, for your merriment.

If you were civil, and knew courtefy.

You would not do me thus much injury.

Can you not hate me, as [ know you do.

But you mull join, in fouls, to mock me too?

If you were men, as men you are in fhovv.

You would not use a gentle lady fo;

To vow, and fvvear, and fuperpraise my parts,

When I am fure you hate me with your hearts.

You both are rivals, and love Hermia ;

And now, both rivals, to mock Helena:

A trim exploit, a manly enterprize.

To conjure tears up in a poor maid's eyes,

With your derision* none, of noble fort.

Would fo offend a virgin; and extort

A poor foul's patience, all to make you fport.

/
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Zrs. You are unkind, Demetrius', be not fo;

For you love Hermia; this you know I know:
And here, with all good will, with all my heart,

Jn Hermia's love I yield you up my part;

And yours oiHele7ia to me bequeath.

Whom I do love, and will do to my death.

//fi. Never did mockers waile more idle breath,

Dem. Lyfayider, keep thy Hermia ; I will none:

If e'er 1 lov'd her, all that love is gone.

My heart with her but, as gueil-vvise, fojourn'd;

And now to Helen is it home return'd.

There to remain.

Lrs. Helen^ it is not fo.

Z)£Af. Difparage not the faith thou doft not knovf.

Left, to thy peril, thou aby it dear.—

Look, where thy love comes; yonder Is thy dear.

Enter Hermia.
feis. Darknight, that from the eye his fun£lion takes.

The ear more quick of apprehenfion makes;
Wherein it doth impair the feeing fenfe,

It pays the hearing double recompence:

Thou art not by mine eye, Lyfander, found

;

Mine ear, I thank it, brought me to thy found.

But why unkindly didft thou leave me ib?

Zr5, Why fhould he ftay, whom love doth prefs to go?
Her, What love could prefs Lyfander from my fide?

Zrs. Lyfander''^ love, that would not let him bide,

YzM Helena-^ who more engilds the night

Than all yon' fiery o's, and eyes of light.

Why feek'ft thou me? could not this make thee know,
The hate I bare thee made me leave thee fo?

Hek, You fpeak not as you think, it cannot be.

10 heart to her
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Hel, Lo, fhe is one of this confedVacy

!

Now 1 perceive they have conjo-n'd, all three,

To faibion this falie fport in fpite of me.

] rj u riou s Hermia ! mo It ungra tefu 1 maid!

Plave you ccnfpir'd, have vou with these contrived.

To bait me with this foul derision?

]s ajl the coqniel that we two hrive ffiar'd.

The finer vows, the hours that we have fpent.

When v.e have chid the hafty-footed time

For parting us,— o, and is ali forgot?

AW Ichooi-day friendfcip, childhood innocence?
We, Her?Kia, like two artiRcial gods,

Have with our needies created both one flower.

Both on one fampler, fitting on one cufhion,

Both warbling of one fong, both in one key;

As if our haiids, and fid^es, voices, and minds,

Had been incorporate. So we grew together.

Like to a double cherry, feeming parted ;

But yet a union in partition,

Two lovely berries molded on one ftem :

So, with two feeming bodies, but one heart;

Two of the iiril:, iike coats in heraldry,

Due but to one, and crowned with one creft.

And will you rent our ancient love afunder.

To join with men in fcorning your poor friend?

It is not friendly, 'tis not maidenly:

Our fex, as well as I, may chide you for it;

Though 1 alone do feel the injury.

Hlr. I am am.azed at your pafTionate words:

1 fcorn you not; it feems, that you fcorn me.

Hel» Have you not {tl Lyjaf?der^ as in fcorn,

To follow me, and praise my eyes and face?

2 rafters II fchcoldaies £rft life coat*



A MUfummer K'lghPs Dream. 43

And made your other love, Donetriusy

(Who even but now did fpurn me with his foot)

To call me goddefs, nymph, divine, and rare.

Precious, celeiiial? Wherefore fpeaks he this

To her he hates? and wierefore doth Lyfander

Deny your love, fo fich within his foul.

And tender me, forfjoth, aion;

But by your fetting on, by your confent?

What though i be not fo in grace as you.

So hung upon with loves, fo fjrtunate;

But miserable mod, to love unlov'd?

This you iliould pity, rather than defplse.

HuR, I underl^and not what you mean by this.

Uel, Ay, do, perfever, counterfeit fad looks.

Make mouths upon me when I turn my back,

W'^ink each at other, hold the fweet jefl: up:

This fport, well carry'd, fnall be chronicrd.

If you have any pity, grace, ot* manners.

You would not make me fuch an argument.

Bat, fare ye well: 'tis partly mine o>vn fault;

Winch death, or abfence, fooa lhall remedy.

Zrs. Stay, gentle Hdlena; hear my excufe;

My love, my life, my foul, fair Helena!

Hel. O excellent!

Her, Sweet, \io Lyf] do not fcorn her fo.

Dem. If Ihe cannot entreat, [ can compel.

Lrs. Thou cauft compel no more than ihe entreat;*

Thy threats have no more ilrength, than her weak pray 5,

Heleriy I love thee; by my life, I do;

I fvvear by that which 1 will lose for thee,

To prove him falfe, that fays I love thee not.

Dem. I fay, I love thee more than he can do.

10 love, weakc praife.
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Lrs, If thou fay fo, withdraw, and prove it too.

Dem, Quick, come,

—

Her, Lyfander, whereto tends all this?

Lys. hw^y, yow Ethiop!

Dem. No, no; he'll not come.—
Seem to break loofe; take on, as you would follow;

But yet, come not: You are a tame man, go!

I^rs, Hang oiF, thou cat, thou bur : vile thing, let loofe

;

Or I will fhake thee from me, like a ferpent.

Her, Why are you grown.fo rude : what change is this,

Sweet love ?

Lrs. Thy lover out, tawny Tartar, out!

Out, loathed med'cine! hated potion, hence I

Her , Do you not jell ?

Hel, Yes, 'footh; and fo do you.

Lrs, Demetrius, I will keep my word with thee.

Dem, I would, 1 had your bond: for, I perceive,

A weak bond holds you ; Til not trull your word;

Lrs, What, (hould 1 hurther, ftrikeher, kiliherdead ?

Although I hate her, Til not harm her fo.

Her. What, can you do me greater harm, than hate?

Hate me! wherefore? O me! what news, my love?

Am not I Hermia? Are not you Lyjander?

I am as fair now, as [ v/as erewhile.

Since night, you lov'd me; yet, fince night, you left me:
Why, then you left me,— O, the gods forbid!

—
In earneft, Ihall 1 fay ?

Ly^, Ay, by my life;

And never did desire to fee thee more.

Therefore, be out of hope, of queftion, doubt.

Be certain, nothing truer, 'tis no jefl,

That I do iiate thee, and love Helena,

13 6 bated 3o of dcubt
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Htk, O me!_You jugler, vou! you canker-bloffom!

You thief of love! what, have you come by night.

And ftoln my love's heart from him ?

Hel. Fine, i'faith!

Have you no modefty, no maiden fliame.

No touch of baftifuluefs? What, will you tear

Impatient anfvvers from my gentle tongue ?

Fie, fie I you counterfeit, you puppet, you!

Her, Puppet! why fo?— Ay, that way goes the game.
Now I perceive that fhe hath made compare
Between our ftacures, fhe hath urg'd her height;

And with her perfonage, her tall perfonage,

Her height, forfooth, flie hath prevail'd with him.—i
And are you grown fo high in his elleem,

Because 1 am fo dwarfifti, and fo low ?

How low am I, thou painted may-pole? fpeak;

How' low am 1 ? I am not yet fo low.

But that my nails can reach unto thine eyes.

Hel. I pray you, though you mock me, gentlemen,
Let her not hurt me: 1 was never curft;

1 have no gift at all in fhrewiftmefs;

I am a right maid for my cowardice;

Let her not ftrike me: You, perhaps, may think.

Because (he's fomething lower than myfelf.

That I can match her.

Her, Lower! hark, again.

Hel* Good Her?7iiay do not be fo bitter with me.
I evermore did love you, Hermia,

Did ever keep your counfels, never wrong'd you;
Save that, in love unto Demetrius,

1 told him of your ftealth unto this wood.
He foUow'd you j for love, I foUow'd him.

Vol. IIL
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But he hath chid me hence; and threaten'd me
To ftrike me, fpurn me, nay, to kill me too

:

And now, fo you will let me quiet go,

To Athens will I bear my folly back,

And follow you no further: Let me go:

You fee how fimple and how fond I am.
Her . Why, get you gone : Who is't that hinders you?
Hel. a foolifh heart, that 1 leave here behind.

Her. What, Lyfancier

P

Hel. With Demetrius.

Lrs. Be not afraid; fhe fhall not harm thee, Helena,

Dem, No, fir; Ihe fliall not, though you take her part,

Hel. O, when flie's angry, fhe is keen and ftirewd

:

She was a vixen, when Ihe went to fchool

;

And, though fhe be but little, fhe is fierce.

Her. Little again? nothing but low, and little?.^

Why will you fufFer her to flout me thus t

Let me come to her.

Lrs, Get you gone, you dwarf;

You minimus, of hind'ring knot-grafs made

;

You bead, you acorn.

Dem. You are too officious,

In her behalf that fcorns your fervices.

Let her alone; fpeak not of Helena i

Take not her part: for if thou doft intend

Never fo little fhew of love to her.

Thou fhalt aby it.

Lrs. Now fhe holds me not;

Now follow, if thou dar'ft, to try whose right.

Of thine or mine, is mofl in Helena.

Dem, Follow? nay, Til go with thee, cheek by jowl.

[E;(eunt Lysander, Demetrius.
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Her. You, miftrefs, all this coil is 'long of you:

Nay, go not back.

Hel, 1 will not truft you, I;

Nor longer ftay in your curll company.
Your hands, than mine, are quicker for a fray;

My legs are longer though, to run away. [Exit.

Her, I am amaz'd, and know not what to fay.

Obe, This is thy negligence: ftill thou miftak*ft.

Or elfe commit"!! thy knaveries wilfully.

Puc. Believe me, king of fhadows, I miftook.

Did not you tell me, I fliould know the man
By the Athenian garments he had on ?

And fo far blamelefs proves my enterprize.

That I have 'nointed an Athenian^ eyes

:

And fo far am 1 glad it fo did fort,

As this their jangling I efteem a fport.

Obe. Thou fee'ft, these lovers feek a place to fight

:

Hye therefore, Robin, overcaft the night

;

The ftarry welkin cover thou anon
With drooping fog, as black as Acheron y

And lead these telly rivals fo aftray.

As one come not within another's way.
Like to Lyfander fometime frame thy tongue.

Then Demetrius up with bitter wrong

;

And fometime rail thou like Demetrius ;

And from each other look thou lead them thus,

'Till o'er their brows death-counterfeiting fleep

With leaden legs and batty wings doth creep

;

Then crufh this
=f=

herb into Lyfander*^ eye;

Whose liquor hath this virtuous property.

To take from thence all error, with his might.
And make his eye-balls rowl with wonted fight.

D 2
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When they next wake, all this derision

Shall feem a dream, and fruitlefs vision;

And back to Athens fhall the lovers wend.
With league, whose date 'till death fhall never end.

Whiles I in this affair do thee employ,

ni to my queen, and beg Indian boy;

And then I will her charmed eye releafe

From monfter's view, and all things fhall be peace.

Fvc, My fairy lord, this muft be done with hafte;

For night's fwift dragons cut the clouds full faft.

And yonder Ihines Auroral harbinger;

At whose approach, ghofts, wand'ring here and there.

Troop home to church-yards: damned fpirits all.

That in crofs-ways and floods have burial.

Already to their wormy beds are gone

;

For fear left day ftiould look their fliames upon.

They wilfully themfelves exile from light.

And muft for aye confort with black-brow'd night*

Obe, But we are fpirits of another fort

:

I with the morning's love have oft made fport

;

And, like a forefter, the groves may tread.

Even 'till the eaftern gate, all fiery red.

Opening on Neptune with fair blefled beams.

Turns into yellow gold his falt-green ftreams.

But, notwithftanding, hafte; make no delay:

We may effeft this businefs yet ere day. \Exit*

Puc. Up and down, up and down,
I will lead them up and down

:

I am fear'd in field, and town

;

Goblin, lead th^m up and down.
Here comes one.

jE«/^r Lysander.
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Lrs,. Where art thou, ^ro\xdi Demetrius P fpeak thou

now.
Puc. Here,villain; drawn and ready. Where art thou?

Lrs, I will be with thee ftraight.

Puc. Follow me then [feems to gooff.

To plainer ground. {^ExithY s.asfolloivifjgthe Foice^^hich

Enter Demetrius.
Dem, Lyfander! fpeak again.

Thou runaway, thou coward, art thou fled?

Speak. In feme bufh? Where doft thou hide thy head?

Puc. Thou coward, art thou bragging to the ftars.

Telling the bufhes that thou look'll for wars,

And wilt not come? Come, recreant; come, thou child;

I'll whip thee with a rod : He is defil'd.

That draws a fvvord oa thee.

Dem. Yea; art thou ther^?

Puc. Follow my voice; we'll try no manhood here.

\^Exeunt Puck, and Demetrius.
Re-ent£r Lysander.

Zr5. He goes before me, and ftill dares me on;
When T come where he calls, then he is gone.

The villain is much lighter heel'd, than i:

I follow'd faft, but fafter he did fly;

That fall'n am I in dark uneven way,

And here will rell: me. \lie5 do^?i] Come, thou gentle day!

For if but once thou Ihew me thy grey light,

I'll find Demetrius, and revenge this fpight. \^Jleeps.

Re-enter Puck, and Demetrius.
Puc, Ho, ho; ho, ]f?o! coward, why com'fl: thou not ?

Dem, Abide me, if thou dar'ft: for well I wot.

Thou run'ft before me, fhifting every place ;

And dar'ft not ftand, nor look me in the face.

»o Speake ia

D3
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Where art thou now ?

Pvc. Come hither; I am here. [dear,

Z)em. Nay, then thou mock'ft me. Thou lhalt buy this

If ever I thy face by day-light fee:

Now, go thy way Faintnefs conftraineth me
To measure out my length on this cold bed. \ltes ^^o^vn.

By day's approach look to be visited. \^JIcep5,

Enter Helena, and throuus herfelf donvn,

Hel, O weary night, o long and tedious night.

Abate thy hours ; fhine, comforts, from the eaft;

That I may back to Jthens, by day-light.

From these that my poor company deteft:

And, fleep, that fometime ftiuts up forrow's eye.

Steal me a while from mine own company. [feefs.

Puc, Yet but three ? come one more;
Two of both kinds makes up four.

Here fhe comes, curft, and fad;—
C«//Vis a knavifli lad,

Thus to make poor fem.-iles mad.
Enter H E r m i a .

HiR, Never fo weary, never fo in woe,

Bedabbrd with the dew, and torn with briers;

I can no further crawl, no further go;
My legs can keep no pace with my desires.

Here will 1 reft me, [lies doivn] 'till the break of day.

Heavens ftiield Lyfander^ if they mean a fray! \feeps.

Pvc. On the ground
[to Lyfander, ijohose Eyes he ano'mtu

Sleep t!)ou found

:

I'll apply

'^To your eye.

Gentle lover, remedy.
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When thou vvak'ft

il^ejct, thou tak'll

True delight

In the fight

Of thy former lady's eye:

And the country proverb known,
That every man fhould take his own.
In your waking fhall be (hown

:

Jack fiiall havey///;

Nought lhall go ill

;

The man ftiall have his mare again, and all lhall be well,

\^Exit. Scene closes upon the Sleepers,

ACT IV.
SCENE I. Thefame.

7he Louersy at a Dijiance, ajleep.

Enter Queen of Fairies^ Bottom, Fairies

attending ; O B

E

r o N, behind^ unfeen.

Tir. Come, fit thee down upon this flow'ry bed,

[feating him on a Bank*

While I thy amiable cheeks do coy,

And ftick mufk-roses in thy fleek fmooth head.

And kifs thy fair large ears, my gentle joy.

Bor. ^htre s Pease- hloJJomP

Pea. Ready.

Bor. Scratch my head, Pease-hlof/im.^'^htxt's moun-
fieur Coh-ojeh?

Cob. Ready.
Bor. Mounfieur Cob^eh ; good mounfieur, get your

^weapons in your hand, and kill me a red-hipt humble-

D4
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»

bee, on the top of a thiftle ; and, good mounficur, bring

me the honey-bag. Do not fret yourfelf too much in

the aftion, mounfieur : and, good mounfieur, have a

care the honey- bag break not; I would be loth to have
you over-flown with a honey-bag, fignior... Where's
mounfieur Muftard-feed?

Mus, Ready.
BoT, Give me your neafe, mounfieur Muftard-feed,

Pray you, leave your courtefy, good mounfieur.

MuB. What's your will ?

Bor. Nothing, good mounfieur, but to helpcavalero

Cobweb to fcratch. I mull to the barber's, mounfieur;

for, methinks, I am marvels hairy about the face: and
I am fuch a tender afs, if my hair do but tickle me, I

muft fcratch.

TIT. Whatjwilt thou hear fom.e musick, my fweet love ?

BoT, I have a reasonable good ear in musick: Let

us have the tongs, and the bones.

Tit. Or, fay, fweet love, what thou desir'ft to eat.

BoT. Truly, a peck of provender ; I could munch
your good dry oats. Methinks, I have a great desire to

^ bottle of hay: good hay, fweet hay, hath no fellow.

TiT, I have a venturous fairy, that ihall feek

The fquirrei's hoard, and fetch thee t!)ence new nuts.

BoT. I had rather have a handful, or two, of dry'd

pease. But, I pray you, let none of your people ftir me;
i^have an exposition of fleep come upon me.

Tit, Sleep thoQ. and 1 will wind thee in my arms.

Fairies, be gone, and be all ways away. [Exeunt Fciirics^

So doth the wood- bine, the fweet honifucklc.

Gently entwift, the female ivy fo

pnring, the barky fingers of the elm.

^9 ^Iwaies 3^ Enrings
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O, how I love thee! how I dote on thee! \,they Jleep.

Oberon ad'Va?2ces. Entsr Puck.
Ob e . Welcome,good Robin. See'll thou this fweet fight?

\^JJoe^joing the ^eeriy and Bottom.

Her dotage now I do begin to pity.

For meeting her of late, behind the wood,
Seeking fweet favours for this hateful fool,

I did upbraid her, and fall out with her:

For fne his hairy temples then had rounded
With coronet of frefli and fragrant flowers;

And that fame dew, which fometime on the buds

Was wont to fwell, like round and orient pearls.

Stood now within the pretty flouriets' eyes.

Like tears, that did their own difgrace bewail.

When I had, at my pleasure, taunted her.

And fhe, in mild terms, beg'd my patience,

I then did afk of her her changeling child;

Which ftraight fhe gave me, and her fairy fent

To bear him to my bower in fairy land.

And, now 1 have the boy, I will undo
This hateful imperfeclion of her eyes.

And, gentle Puck, take this tranfformed fcalp

From off the head of this Athenian fwain

;

That he awaking when the other do,

May all to Athens back again repair,

And think no more of this night's accidents.

But as the fierce vexation of a dream,

jput firft I will releafe the fairy queen.

Be, as thou wail; v/ont to be ;

{^touching her Eyes ^'ith an Herh,

See, as thou wail: wont to fee

:

Dia-as bud o'er Cupid's flower

3 a budde, or Cufidi
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Hath fuch force and blefled power*

Now, my Titania-, wake you, my fweet queen.

TiT, My Oheron! what visions have I feen!

Methought, I was enamour'd of an afs.

Obe. There lies your love.

Tit. How came these things to pafs ?

O, how mine eyes do loath his visage now!
Obe, Silence, a while Robitiy take off this head.

Titaniay musick call; and ftrike more dead
'I'han common fleep of all these five the fenfe.

STir. Musick, ho, musick; fuch as charmeth fleep!

Fuc, Nov/, when thou wak'fl, with thine own fool's

eyes peep.

Obe. Sound, musick. \ftill Musick,] Come, my queen,

take hands with me,
And rock the ground whereon these fleepers be.

Now thou and 1 are new in amity

;

And will, to-morrow midnight, folemnly.

Dance in duke The/ens' houfe triumphantly.

And blefs it to all fair profperity:

There lhall the pairs of faithful lovers be

Wedded, with Thejeusy all in jollity.

Puc. Fairy king, attend, and mark;
1 do hear the morning lark.

05£. Then, my queen, in filence fad.

Trip we after the night's fliade:

We the globe can compafs foon.

Swifter than the wand'ring moon.
Tir. Come, my lord ; and, in our flight.

Tell me how it came this night.

That I fleeping here was found.

With these mortals, on the ground. [^EMHtiS* ,

thcfc, fine the
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Horns n.vind nxuthin.

f/z/tT Theseus, Hippolita, Eg^us, and
Train

»

The. Go, one of you, find out the forefter;

For now our observation is perform'd

:

And llnce we have the vavvard of the day.

My love fhall hear the musick of my hounds—
Uncouple in the weftern valley ; go:

Difpatch, \ fay, and find the forefter

—

We will, fair queen, up to the mountain's top,

And mark the musical confusion

Of hounds and echo in conjunction.

Hip , I was with Hercules, and Cadmus^ once.

When in a wood of Crete they bay'd the boar

With hounds of Sparta: never did I hear

Such gallant chiding; for, befides the groves.

The fkies, the fountains, every region near

Seem.'d all one mutual cry : I never heard

So musical a difcord, fuch fweet thunder.

The. My hounds are bred out of the Spartan kind.

So flew'd, fo fanded, and their heads are hung
W^ith ears tliat fwcep away the morning dew;
Crook -knee'd, and devv-lapt like Th/jjldian bulls;

Slow in purfuit, but match'd in moutn like bells.

Each under each. A cry more tuneable

Was never halloo'd to, nor cheer'd with horn.

In Crete y in Sparta, nor in TheJTaly

:

Judge,when you hear. Bur, foft ; ^y^jceing the Lczfers.] \vh<

nymphs are these ?

Ege, My lord, this is my daughter here aileep;

And this, Ly/ander; this De?neirius is

;

This, HeltnOi old Nedars Helena:

8 V, Note, »4 the Eeare^
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I wonder at their being here together.

The. No doubt, they rose up early, to observe

The rite of May; and, hearing our intent.

Came here, in grace of our folemnity.

But, fpeak, Egeus ; is not this the day
That Hermia fhould give anfwer of her choice ?

Ege, Jt is, my lord. [horns.

Tee. Go, bid the huntfmea wake them with their

Horns ^ and Shout, <within:

Demetrius, Lysander, Hermia, Helena,
^ake andJiart up,

The. Good-morrow, friends. Sd!mt Valentine is paft;

Begin these wood-birds but to couple now ?

Pardon,my lord. [He^dndthe reji, kneeltoTYitknz.

The, I pray you all, ftand up.

T know, you two are rival enemies

;

Hovv' comes this gentle concord in the world.

That hatred is fo far from jealoufy.

To fieep by bate, and fear no enmity?

Zr.5. My lord, 1 fhall reply amazedly,

Half 'fleep, half waking : But as yet, I fwear,

T cannot truly fay how I came" here.

Bur, as I think, (for truly would I fpeak ;

—

*4nd, now I do bethink me, fo it is ;)

I came with Eennia hither : our intent

Was, to be gone from Athens^ where we might be

Without the peril of the Athenian law.

Ege, Enough, enough, my lord ; you have enough;
I beg the law, the law, upon his head

—

They would have floln away, they would, De?netriusy

Thereby to have defeated you and me :

You, cf your wife ; and me, of my confent;

* wonJer of their
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Of my confent that flie fhould be your wife.

Dlm. My lord, faAx Helef2 told me of their ftealth.

Of this their purpose hither, to this wood;
And I in fury hither follow'd them;

Fair Helena in fancy following me.

But, my good lord, I wot not by what power,

(But by fome power it is) my love to Hermiay

Melted as tJotl) the fnow, feems to me now
As the remembrance of an idle gawd,
Which in my childhood I did doat upon:
And all the faith, the virtue, of my heart.

The obje6l and the pleasure of mine eye,

Is only Helena. To her, my lord.

Was I betrothed ere I tlili fee Hermia:

But, like a ficknefs, did I loath this food:

But, as in health, come to my natural tafte.

Now do I wiih it, love it, long for it.

And will for evermore be true to it.

The. Fair lovers, you are fortunately met: x

Of this difcourfe we will hear more anon
Egeusy I will over-bear your will;

For in the temple, by and by with us.

These couples fnall eternally be knit.

And, for the morning now is fometliing worn,

Our purpos'd hunting fhall be fet afide

Away, with us, to Athens: Three and three.

We'll hold a feail in great folemnity.

Come, \Xi2 Hippolita, [Exeunt Th £. Hi p. Eg E. ancl Train,

Dem, These things feern fmall, and undiilingulihable^

Like far-olF mountains turned into clouds.

Her. Methinks, I fee these things with parted eye.

When every thing feems double.
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Hr.L, So methinks:

And I have found Deinetrtus like a Ofemel.

Mine own, and not mine own.
Dbm, "But are you fure

That we are fcarll awake? it feems to me,

That yet we fieep, we dream Do not you thinks

The duke was here, and bid us follow him:
Her, Yea; and my father.

He l. And Hippolira.

Lrs. And he did bid us follow to the temple.

Dem. V/hy then, we are awake: Let's follow him;

And, by the way, let us recount our dreams. \^Excuf2t.

As they go cut y Bottom ^ujakes,

Bo't. When my cue comes, call me, and I will an-

fwer: my next is, Mc>fty^/rPyramus.— Hey, ho !"~P^/^r

^ince! Fluie^ the bellows-mender! Snout^ the tinker!

Star^veling! God's my life! ftoln hence, and left me
afleep ! 1 have had a moll rare vision. I have had a

dream,~paft the wit of man to fay, what dream it was:

Man is but an afs, if he go about to expound this dream.

Methought I was'~"tliere is no m.an can tell what. Me-
thought i was, and methought I had,— But man is but

a patched fool, if he will ofi'er to fay what m.ethought

I had. The eye of man hath not heaid, the ear of man
hath not feen ; man's hand is not able to tafte, his tongue

to conceive, nor his heart to report, what my dream
uas. 1 v/ill get Peter ^lince to write a ballad of this

dream: it lhall be call'd, Bottcrns Dream, because it

liath no bottom ; and I will fing it in the latter end of a

play, before the duke: Perad venture, to m.ake it the

more gracious, I fliall fmg it after death. [Exit.

a a jcwell 5' fing it at her death
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SCENE II. Athens. A Room in Quince'j Hcufe.

Enter QuiNCEf Flute, Snout, Starve ling.

j^/. Have you fent to Bottom's houfe? is he come
home yet?

Sr^i. He cannot be heard of. Out of doubt, he is

tranfported.

Flu, If he come not, then the play is mar'd ; It goes

not forward, doth it?

It is not pofiible: you have not a man, in all

jithensy able to dAfoh^rgt Pyramus , but he.

Flu» No; he hath fimply the beft wit of any handy-

craft man in Athens.

^fi. Yea, and the beft perfon too : and he is a very

paramour, for a fweet voice.

Flu. You muft fay, paragon: a paramour is, God
blefs us! a thing of naught.

Enter Snug.
Snu. Mafters, the duke is coming from the temple,

and there is two or three lords and ladies more marry'd:

If our fport had gone forward, we had all been n^ade

men.
Flu, O fweet bully Bottom / Thus hath he loft fix-

pence a day, during his life; he could not have 'fcap'd

iixpence a day: an the duke had not given him fixp^ncs

a day for playing Pyramusy I'll be hang'd; he would have
deserv'd it: fixpence a day, in Pyramus, or nothing.

Enter Bottom,
£or. Where are these lads? where are these hearts?

Bottom!—O moft courageous day! O moft hap-

py hour! \^AIl croud about hi?n^

BoT. Mafters, I am to dlfcourfe wonders : but afk

me not what^ for if I tell you, 1 am no true Aihcnicur^
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I tvill tell you every thing, right as it fell out.

J^L^j. Let us hear, fweet Bottom.

Bor. Not a word of me. All that I will tell you, is^

that the duke hath dined: Get your apparel together;

good firings to your beards, new ribbands to your

pumps, meet presently at the palace, every man look

o'er his part; for, the fhort and the long is, cur play

is prefer'd. In any cafe, Itt^hishy have clean linnen;

and let not him, that plays the lion, pare his nails, for

they fhall hang out for the lion's clawG. And, moft

dear aftors, eat no onions, nor garlick, for we are to

utter fweet breath ; and I do not doubt but to hear

them fay, it is a fweet comedy. No more words ; away,

go, away. [Exeunt.

JCTV.
SCENE I. ne/a?^e,

A State-Room in Thefeus'j Palace,

EnterTuESLvs, Hippolita, Philostrate, a/ia

Attendants,

Hip . 'Tis firange, vc\yThefeus,th^i these lovers fpeak of.

The, More ftrange than true. I never may believe

These antiqiie fables, nor these fairy toys.

Lovers, and madmen, have fuch feething brains.

Such fhaping fantafies, that apprehend
More than cool reason ever comprehends.
The lunatick, the lover, and the poet,

Are of imagination all compact

:

One fees more devils than vaft hell can hold;

That is, the madman; the lover, all £^ frn^t^ck,
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Sees Htlenh beauty in a brow of Egypt :

The poet's eye, in a fine frenzy rowling,

Doth glance from heaven to earth, from earth to heaven;
And, as imagination bodies forth

The forms of things unkriovvn, the poet's pen
Turns them to fhapes, and gives to airy nothing

A local habitation, and a name.

Such tricks hath ftrong imagination:

That, if it would but apprehend fome joy.

It comprehends fome bringer of that joy;

Or, in the night, imagining fome fear.

How easy is a bufh fuppos'd a bear?

Hip. But all the ftory of the night told over.

And all their minds tranffigur'd fo together,

More witnefleth than fancy's images.

And grows to fomething of great conftancy

;

But, howfoever, ftrange, and admirable.

jf^/frLY sAND E R, Demetrius, Her MI a,^;?^Hel EN A.
The. Here come the lovers, full ofjoy and mirth.

Joy, gentle friends! joy, and frefti days of love,

Accompany your hearts

!

Lrs. More than to us

Wait on your royal walks, your board, your bed! [have.
The. Come now; what malks, what dances lhall we

To wear away this long age of three hours.

Between our after-fupper, and bed-time?
Where is our usual manager of mirth?
What revels are in hand ? Is there no play^

To ease the anguifti of a torturing hour?
Call Philoftrate,

Phi. Here, mighty Thefeus.

The. Say, what abridgment have you for this evening?

a 3 waite in your

Vol. III. £
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What mafk, what muskk? How fhall we beguile

The lazy time, if not with feme delight?

Phi. There is a brief, how many fports are ripe;

[ presenting a Paper

»

Make choice of which your highnefs will fee firft.

The. The battle with the Centaurs^ to be fung

By an Athenian eunuch to the harp.

We'll none of that: that have I told my love.

In glory of my kinsman Hercules,

The riot of the tipfy Bacchanals

^

Tearing the Thracian finger in their rage.

That is an old device; and it was play'd

When I from Thebes came laft a conqueror.

The thrice three muses mourning for the death

Of learning, late deceaft in beggary.

That is fome fatire, keen, and critical.

Not forting with a nuptial ceremony.

A tedious brief fcene of young Pyramus^

And his love This be-, very tragical mirth.

Merry, and tragical ? Tedious, and brief?

That is, hot ice; and wondrous ftrange ilac& fnow.«-^

How lhall we find the concord of this difcord?

Phi, a play it is, my lord, fome ten words long;

Which is as brief as I have known a play

;

But by ten words, my lord, it is too long;

Which makes it tedious : for in all the play

There is not one word apt, one player fitted*

And tragical, my noble lord, it is

:

For Pyrainus therein doth kill himfelf.

Which, when I faw rehearft, I muft confefs.

Made mine eyes water; but more merry tears

The paflion of loud laughter never Ihed.

»J Play there Is
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TwE. What are they, that do play it?

Fhi, Hard-handed men, that work in Athens here,

Which never laboured in their minds 'till now;
And now have toil'd their unbreath'd memories
With this fame play, againfl your nuptial.

The, And we will hear it.

?Hi, No, my noble lord,

It is not for you: 1 have heard It over.

And it is nothing, nothing in the world;

Unlefs you can find fport in their intents,

Extreamly ftretch'd, and con'd with cruel pain.

To do you fervice.

The, I will hear that play:

For never any thing can be amifs.

When fimplenefs and duty tender It.

Go, bring them in;-_and take your places, ladles.

\^Exit Philostrate.
H/p. I love not to fee wretchednefs o'er-charg'd.

And duty in his fervice periihing.

The, Why, gentle fweet, you lhall fee no fuch thing.

Hip, He fays, they can do nothing in this kind.

The , The kinder we, to give them thanks for nothing.

Our fport (hall be, to take what they miftake:

And what poortoilling duty cannot do.

Noble refped takes it in might, not merit.

Where I have come, great clerks have purposed

To greet me with premeditated welcomes

;

Where I have feen them fhiver, and look pale.

Make periods in the midft of fentences.

Throttle their pradlis'd accent in their fears.

And, in conclusion, dumbly have broke off.

Not paying me a welcome ; Truft me, fweet,

Ez
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Out of this filence, yet, I pkkM a welcome^
And in the modelly of fearful duty

I read as much, as from the rattling tongue

Of faucy and audacious eloquence.

Love, therefore, and tongue-ty'd fimpHcity,

In leaft, fpeak moft, to my capacity.

Re-enter Phi lost rate.
Phi, So please your grace, the prologue Is addreff.

The* Let him approach. [Trumpets*

Pyramus, and Thisbe. An Interlude.

Enter Prologue.
* Pro. If we oiFend, it is with our good will.

* That you fhould think, we come not to offend^

* But with good will. To Ihew our fimple Ikill,

* That is the true beginning of our end.
* Confider then, we come but in defpight.

* We do not come, as minding to content you^
* Our true intent is. All for your delight,

* We are not here. That you fhould here repent you>
* The a6lors are at hand: and, by their fhow,
* You fhall know all, that you are like to know.

The. This fellow doth not ftand upon points.

Lrs. He hath rid his prologue, like a rough colt;

he knows not the flop. A good moral, my lord : It is

not enough to fpeak, but to fpeak true.

- Hip, Indeed, he hath play'd on this prologue, like a
child on a recorder; a found, but not in government.

The. His fpeech was like a tangFd chain; nothing
impaired, but all diforder'd. Who is next?

Enter Vyvlamvs^ a?id Thisbe, Wall, Moon-fhine,

and Lion, as in dumb Shoi^v.

* Pro. Gentks, perchance, you wond«r at this Ihow:
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But wonder on, 'till truth make all things plain.

This
"I"
man is Pyramus^ if you would know ;

This"]" beauteous lady Thisby is, certain.

This man,"!" with ^^^^ rough-cafl:, doth present

Wall, that vile wall which did these lovers funder :

And through wall's chink, poor fouls, they are content

To whifper ; at the which let no man wonder.

This man, "j" with lanthorn, dog, and bufh of thorn,

Presenteth moon-fhine: for, if you will know.
By moon-fhine did these lovers think no fcorn

To meet at Ninus' tomb, there, there to woo.
This grizly beafl:,"[" which by name lion hight.

The trufty Thisby, coming firft by night.

Did fcare away, or rather did affright

;

And, as fhe fled, her mantle fhe did fall;

Which lion vile with bloody mouth did flain :

Anon comes Pyramusy fvveet youth, and tall,

And finds his trufly Thisby% mantle flain:

Whereat, with blade, with bloody blameful blade.

He bravely broached his bvoiling bloody breait;

And Thisby, tarrying in mulberry fhade.

His dagger drew, and dy'd. For all the reft.

Let lion, moon-fhine, wall, and lovers twain,

At large difcourfe, while here they do remain.

\_Exeunt Prologue, This be. Lion, Moon-fhine.
The, I wonder, if the lion be to fpeak.

Dem. No wonder, my lord : one lion may, when ma-
' affes do.

WaL In this fame interlude, it doth befal.

That T, one Snout by name, present a wall:

And fuch a wall, as I would have you think,

That had in it a crany'd hole, or chink,

I* Lyon hight by name)
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* Through which the lovers, Pyramus and Thishyy

* Did whifper often very fecretly.

^ This lome, this rough-caft, and this ftone, doth fhow
* That I am that fame wall ; the truth is fo :

* And this the crany is right and finifter,

* Through which the fearful lovers are to whifper.

^HE, Would you desire lime and hair to fpeak better?

Dem. It is the wiitieft partition, that ever 1 heard dif-

courfe, my lord.

The, Pyramus draws near the wall: filence.

* Ptr . O grim-look'd night, o night with hue fo black,
* O night, which ever art, when day is notj
* O night, o night, alack, alack, alack,
* 1 fear my Thisbys promise is forgot.

And thou, o wall, o fweet, o lovely wall,

* That lland'il between her father's ground and mine,
* Thou wall, o wall, o fweet and lovely wall, [eyen.
* Show me thy chink, to blink through with mine

[Wall holds up his Fingers,

Thanks, courteous wall : Jo^e fliield thee well for this

!

* But what fee I ? No Thisby do I fee.

* O wicked wall, through whom. I fee no blifs,

CurPd be thy ftones for thus deceiving me!
THE. The wall, methinks, being fenfible, fhould curfe

'again.

BoT. No, in truth, fir, he fliould not. Deceiving me^

is Thisby^s cue; fhe is to enter now, and I am to fpy her

through the wall. You (hall fee, it will fall pat as 1 told

you : yonder Ihe comes.

Enter This be.
* Thi, O wall, full often hail: thou heard my moans,
* For parting my fair Pyramus and me

:
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My cherry lips have often kiff'd thy ftones

;

* Thy ftones with lime and hair knit up in thee.

* pYR, 1 fee a voice: now will I to the chink,
* To fpy an I can hear my Thisby's face.

* Thisby!
* Thi, My love: thou art my love, I think.

* PrR. Think what thou wilt, I am thy lover's grace:
* And like Limander am I trufty ftill.

* TiT/. And I like Helen^ 'till the fates me kill.

^ Pyr, Not Shafalus to Procrus was fo true.

* Thi, As Shafalus to Prectus, 1 to you.
* Pyr, O, kifs me through the hole of this vile wall.

* Thi, 1 kifs the wall's hole, not your lips at all.

Pyr. Wilt thou at Ninny'' s tomb meet me ftraitway?

* Thi, 'Tide life, 'tide death, I come without delay.

* WaL Thus have T, wall, my part difcharged fo

;

* And, being done, thus wall away doth go.

\^Exeunt Wall, Pyramus, ^sWThisbe.
The. Now is the mural down between the two neigh-

bours,

Dem. No remedy, my lord, when walls are fo wilful

to rear without warning.

Hip. This is the fillieft fluff that ever I heard.

The. The beij in this kind are but fhadovvs: and the

vvorft are no worfe, if imagination amend them.

Hip . 1 1 mufl be your imagination then, and not theirs.

The. If v/e imagine no worfe of them, than they of

themfelves, they may pafs for excellent men. Here come
two noble beafts in, a man, and a lion.

Enter Lion, and Moon-fhine,
* Lio, You, ladies, you, whose gentle hearts do fear

* The fmalleft monftrous moufe that creeps on floor,

19 morall a* to heare

E4
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* May now, perchance, both quake and tremble herCi
* When lion rough in wildeft rage doth roar,

* Then know, that I one Snug the joiner am;
* No lion fell, nor elfe no lion's dam

:

* For if I fliould as lion come in ftrife

* Into this place, 'twere pity on my life.

The, a very gentle beaft, and of a good confclence.

Dem, The very beft at a beaft, my lord, that e'er I faw.

Lrs. This lion is a very fox for his valour.

The, True; and a^oofe for his difcretion.

Dfiif . Not fo, my lord: for his valour cannot carry

his difcretion ; and the fox carries the goofe.

. The. His difcretion, I am fure, cannot carry his va-

lour; for the goofe- carries not the fox.— It is well:

leave it to his difcretion, and let us Hften to the moon.
* Moo. This lanthorn doth the horned moon present.

Dem. He fhould have worn the horns on his head.

The, He is no crefcent, and his horns are invisible

within the circumference.
* Moo, This lanthorn doth the horned moon present;
* Myfelf the man i' the moon do feem to be

:

The. This is the greateft error of all the reft: the

man fhould be put into the lanthorn; How is it elfe the

man i' the moon ?

Dem, He dares not come there for the candle: for,

you fee, it is already in fnufF. [change!

Hip, I am aweary of this moon: 'Would, he would
The, It appears, by his fmall light of difcretion, that

he is in the wane : but yet, in courtefy, in all reason,

we muft ftay the time.

Lrs, Proceed, moon.
Sta. All that I have to fay, is, to tell you, that the

4 A Lyon
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Janthorn Is the moon; I, the man i' the moon; this

thorn-bufh, my thorn-bufh; and this dog, my dog.

Dem. Why, all these fhould be in the lanthorn ; for

they are in the moon. But, filence; here comtsThisbe.

Enter This be.
* Thi, This is old iV/^/y/'s tomb: Where is my love?
* Lio. Oh.— \roars, Thisbe runs qffl

Dem, Well roar'd, lion.

The. Well run, Thisbe.

Hip, Well fhone, moon.— Truly, the moon fhines

>vith a good grace.

The, Well mous*d, Hon.

[Lion Jhakes TYiisbt*s Mantle^ and Exit,

Dem. And then came Pyra?nus:

Lrs. And fo the lion vanifh'd.

E?2ter Pyr AMUS.
* PrR. Sweet moon, I thank thee for thy funny beams;
* 1 thank thee, moon, for Ihining nov;' fo bright;
* For, by thy gracious, golden, glittering ftreams,
* I truit to taile of truefl 'Jhisbys fight.

* But ftay;—O fpightl—
* But mark;— Poor knight,
* What dreadful dole is here?
* Eyes, do you fee?

* How can it be?
* O dainty duck! O dear!
* Thy mantle good,
* What, llain'd with blood ?

* Approach, ye furies fell

!

* O fates, come, come;
* Cut thread and thrum;
* Quail, crufh, conclude, and quell!
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Tee, This paffion, and the death of a dear friend,

would go near to make a man look fad.

Hip, Befhrevv my heart, but I pity the man.
* Pyr. O, wherefore, nature, didft thou lions frame?
* Since lion vile hath here deflour'd my dear:
* Which is— no, no— which was the faireft dame,
* That liv'd, that lov'd, that lik'd, that look'd, with
* Come, tears, confound ; [cheer.

* Out, fword, and wound
* The pap of Pyramus:

Ay, that left pap,
* Where heart doth hop:—
* Thus die I, thus, thus, thus.

* Now am I dead,
* Now am I fled ;

* My foul is in the ^ky:
* 'Tongue, lose thy light!

Moon, take thy flight!

* Now die, die, die, die, die.

[dies. -Ejc"// Moon fhine.

Dem, No die, but an ace, for him; for he is but one.

Lrs, Lefs than an ace, man; for he is dead; he is

nothing.

The. With the help of a furgeon, he might yet re-

cover, and prove an afs.

Hip, How chance moon-fiilne Is gone, before Thisbe

come backs and finds her lover?

The . She will find him by flar-light. Here flie comes

;

Enter Th isbe.

and her paffion ends the play.

Hip . Methinks, ftie fhould not use a long one, for

fach a Pyra?nui : I hope, Ihe will be brief.
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1

Dtm. a moth will turn the balance, which Pyramus^

which Thisbe^ is the better.

Lrs. She hath fpyed him already, with those fvveet

eyes.

Dem, And thus fhe moans, 'videlicet.

* Thi, Afleep, my love ?

* What, dead, my dove ?

* O Pyramus^ arise,

* Speak, -fpeak. Quite dumb?
* Dead, dead ? A tomb
* Muft cover thy fvveet eyes.
* These lilly lips,

* This cherry nose,
* These yellow cowflip cheeks,
* Are gone, are gone :

* Lovers, make moan

!

* His eyes were green as leeks.

* O fillers three,

* Come, come, to me,
* With hands as pale as milk;
* Lay them in gore,
*

. Since you have fhore
* With fhears his thread of filk.

* Tongue, not a word :
—

* Come, trufty fword

;

* Come, blade, my breafl: imbrue

:

* And farewel, friends:—
* Thus Thisby ends:
* Adieu, adieu, adieu. [^/V/.

The. Moon-fhine and lion are left to bury the dead.

Dem. Ay, and wall too.

Mq^* No, I alTure you ; {/larting «/.] the wail is down

5 meanes



72 A Midfummer Nighfs Dream.

that parted their fathers. Will it please you to fee the

epilogue, or to hear a bergomafk dance between two of

our company ?

No epilogue, I pray you ; for your play needs

no excufe. Never excuse; for when the players are all

dead, there need none to be blamed. Marry, if he that

writ it had play'd Fyramus^ and hang'd himfelf in This-

^^'s garter, it would have been a fine tragedy : and fo it

is, truly; and very notably difcharg'd. But, come, your

bergomafk : let your epilogue alone.

\Dance: and Exeunt Cloix)ns*

The iron tongue of midnight hath told twelve:.^

Lovers, to bed ; 'tis almoft fairy time.

I fear, we (hall out-fleep the coming morn.
As much as we this night have over-watch'd.

This palpable- grofs play hath well beguil'd

The heavy gait of night. Sweet friends, to bed.

A fortnight hold we this folemnity.

In nightly revels, and new jollity. [Exeu?!t.

SCENE II. The fame.
Enter Puck.

Pvc. Now the hungry lion roars,

And the wolf behowls the moon

;

Whilft the heavy ploughman fnores.

All with weary tafk fore-done.

Now the wafted brands do glow,

Whilft the fcritch-owl, fcritching loud,

Puts the wretch, that lies in woe,
In remembrance of a ftiroud.

J^ow it is the time of night,

That the graves, all gaping wide,

*4 beholds
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Every one lets forth his fpright,

In the church-way paths to glide:

And we fairies, that do run

By the triple Hecate*^ team

From the presence of the fan.

Following darknefs like a dream.

Now are frolick ; not a moufe
Shall difturb this hallow'd houfe

:

1 am fent, with broom, before.

To fweep the dull behind the door.

nter King and Queen of Fairies^ nvith their Train*

Obe. Through the houfe give glimmering light.

By the dead and drowzy fire:

Every elf, and fairy fpright.

Hop as light as bird from brier;

And this ditty, after me.
Sing, and dance it trippingly.

Tit. Firft, rehearfe your fong by rote

:

To each word a warbling note.

Hand in hand, with fairy grace.

Will we fing, and blefs this place.

SONG, and DANCE,
Obe, Now, until the break of day.

Through this houfe each fairy ftray.

To the beft bride-bed will we.

Which by us (hall bleffed be;

And the iffue, there create.

Ever fhall be fortunate.

So fhall all the couples three

Ever true in loving be :

And the blots of nature's hand
Shall not in their iffue ftand

;
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Never mole, hare-Hp, nor fear.

Nor mark prodigious, fuch as are

Defpised in nativity.

Shall upon their children be.

With this field dew confecrate.

Every fairy take his gate

;

And each feveral chamber blefs,

Through this palace, with fweet peace

:

Ever fhall it fafely reft.

And the owner of it bleft.

Trip away

;

Make no ftay

;

Meet me all by break of day.

\^Exeunt King, Queen, and Train.

Puck, advancing.

If <ihe JhadoiAjs ha^ve offended,

Think but thisy (and all is mended

)

Thatyou ha've hutJlumher^d herey

While these visions did appear.

And this ^eak and idle theme.

No more yielding hut a dream.

Gentles, do not reprehend ;

Ifyou pardon, nioe wuill mend.

And, as Tm an honejl Puck,

If woe ha^e unearned luck

Nonx) to fcape theferpenfs tongue^

We nxjill make amencls, ere lo?ig :

Elfe the Puck a liar call.

So, good night untoyou all,

Gi've meyour hands, ifive hefriends.

And Robin Jball rejiore atnends. \Exit^

9 in fafety reft
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AIERCHJNT ofVENICE.

jcr I.

SCENE I. Venice. J Street.

Enter Antonio, Solanio, and
Salerino.

jltjr. In footh, I know not why I am fo fad;

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

What fluff 'tis made of, whereof it is born,

I am to learn

:

And fuch a want-wit fadnefs m^kes of me.
That I have much ado to know myfelf.

Saj^, Your mind is toffing on the oceap;

There Avhere your argofies, with portly fail,^

Like iigniors and rich burgers on the flood,

Or as it were the pageants of the fea,

—

Do over-peer the petty traffiquers,

That curt'fy to them, do ihem reverence.

As they fly by them with their woven wings.

Sol, Believe me, fir, had I fuch venture forth.

The better part of my afFe(^tions would

Vol. Ill,
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Be with my hopes abroad. I ihould be flill

Plucking the grafs, to know where fits the wind;
Peering in maps, for ports, and peers, and roads:

And every obje^l, that might make me fear

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

Sal. My wind, cooling my broth.

Would blow me to an ague, when 1 thought

What harm a wind too great might do at fea.

I fliould not fee the fandy hour-glafs run,

Eut I fhoufd think of (hallows, and of flats ;

And fee my wealthy Andrew dock'd in fand.

Vailing her high top lower than her ribs.

To kifs her burial. Should 1 go to church.

And fee the holy edifice of ftone,

And not bethink me fcraio-ht of dano-erous rocks?

Which touching but my gentle veiTei's fide.

Would fcatter all her fpices on the ftream

;

Enrobe the roaring waters with my filks;

And, in a word, but even now worth this,

And now worth nothing? Shall I have the thought

To think on this; and fhall I lack the thought,

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

But, tell not me; I know, Antonio

Is fad to think upon his merchandizs.

Aut:* Believe me, no: I thank my fortune for it.

My ventures are not in one Bottom trulied.

Nor to one place; nor is my whole ertate

Upon the fortune of this present year:

Therefore my merchandize makes me not fad,

Sal. Why, then you are in love.

Aur. Fie, he!

li docks
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Eal. Not in love neither ? Then let us fay, you are fad,

Because you are not merry: and 'twere as easy

iFor you, to laugh, and leap, and fay, you are merry.

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

Nature hath fram'd ftrange fellows in her time :

Some that will evermore peep through their eyes.

And laugh, like parrots at a bag-piper;

And other of fuch vinegar afpedt,

That they'll not Ihew their teeth in way of fmile.

Though NeJIor fvvear the jeft be laughable.

Enter Bassanio, Lorenzo, and
G R A T I A N o

.

Sol, Here comes Bajfanioy your mofLnoble kirsinan,

Gratia?zOy and Lorenzo: Fare you well;

We leave you now with better company.
Sal, I would have ftay'd 'till [ had made you liierry^

If worthier friends had not prevented me.
^nT. Your worth is very dear in my regard.

I take it, your own businefs calls on you,

And you embrace the occasion to depart,

Sal, Good morrow, my good lords, [when?
Bas, Good figniors both, when fhall we laugh? fay.

You grow exceeding ftrange; Muft it be fo?

Sal, We'll make our leisures to attend on yours,

[Exeunt Sal ER I NO, and Solai^io* .

Lor. My lord BaJJanio, fince you have found Antonio^

We two will leave you; but, at dinner-timiC,

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

Ba^. I will not fail you.

Gra, You look not well, figmox Antonio

\

Vou have too much refpecl upon the worlds

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

F 2
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Believe me, \^ou are marveloufly chang'd.

Ai^r. J hold the world but as the world, Gratiam^

A flage, where every man mufl play a part,

And mine a fad one.

Gra. Let me play the fool:

With mirth and laughter let old wrinkles come;
And let my liver rather heat with wine.

Than my heart cool with mortifying groans.

Why fliould a man, whose blood is warm within.

Sit like his grandfire, cut in alabafter?

Sleep when he wakes? and creep into the jaundice,

By being peevifh? I tell thee what, Antonio^—
I love ihee, and it is. my love that fpeaks;—
There are a fort of men, whose visages

Do cream, and mantle, like a Handing pond;
And do a wilful ftilnefs entertain.

With purpose to be drefl in an opinion

Of wisdom, gravity, profound conceit;

As who (houid fay, / amJir Oracle,

And^ <when I ope ?ny lips^ let no dog hark :

O, my A77tomo^ I do know of these,

That therefore only are reputed wise.

For faying nothing; who, I am very fure.

If they fhould fpeak, would almoil damn those ears.

Which, hearing them, would call their brothers, fools,

I'll tell thee more of this another time:

But fifh not, with this melancholy bait,

For this fool gudgeon, this opinion.

Come, goodi Lore?i'zo : Fare ye well a while;

ril end my exhortation after dinner.

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

I muit be one of these fame dumb wise men,

*J when I ^4 dam
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For Graiiano never lets me fpeak.

Gr-a, Well, keep me company but two years more,

Thou fhalt not know the found of thine own tongue.

Jnt, Farewel: Til grow a talker for this gear.

Gra. Thanks, i'faith; for filence is only commendable
In a neat's tongue dry'd, and a maid not vendable.

[Exei/Nt G RAT I A NO, a^^/ Lorenzo.
JnT. Is that any thing now ?

Bas. Gratia?7o fpeaks an infinite deal of nothing,

more than any man in all Venice: His reasons are as two
grains of wheat hid in two bufhels of chaff; you (hall

leek all day ere you find them; and, when you have
them, they are not worth the fearch.

Ant, Well ; tell me now, what lady is the fame.

To whom you fwore a fecret pilgrimage,

That you to-day promised to tell me of?

Bas. 'Tis not unknown to you, Antonio^

How much I have difabl'd mine eflate,

By fome thing fhowing a more fwelling port

Than my faint means would grant continuance:

Nor do I now make moan to be abridged

From fuch a noble rate; but my chief care

Js, to come f^iirly off from the great debts,

W'''herein my time, fomething too prodigal.

Hath left me gag'd: To you, Antonio,

I owe the moft, in money, and in love;

And from your love I have a warranty

To unburthen all my plots, and purposes,

How to get clear of all the debts 1 owe.

Jnt, i pray you, good Baffanio^ let me know it;

And, if it Hand, as you yourfelf ftill do.

Within the eye of honour, be afiur'd,

8 Atit It is that

F3
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My parfe, my perfon, my extreameil means,

Lye all unlockM to your occasions.

Bas^, In my fchool days, when [ had loft one fl:iai%

I Ihot his fellow of the felf-fame flight

The felf-fame way, with more advised watch.

To find the other; and, by adventuring both,

I oft found both: I urge this childhood proof.

Because what follows is pure innocence.

I owe you much ; and, like a wilful youth.

That which 1 owe is loft : but if you please

To fhoot another arrow that felf way
Which you did fhoot the firft, I do not doubt.

As 1 will watch the aim, or to find both, /

Or bring your latter hazard back again,

And thankfully reft debtor for the firft.

y^VT*. You kriow me well ; and herein fpend but time.

To wind about my love with circumftance;

And, out of doubt, you do me now more v/rong.

In making queftion of my uttermoft,

Than if you had made wafte of all I have:

Then do but fay to me what I fhould do.

That in your knowledge may by me be done,

And I am preft unto it: therefore, fpeak.

Bas, In Behnont is a lady richly left.

And (he is fair, and, fairer than that word.

Of wondrous virtues; fometime from her eyes

1 did receive fair fpeechlefs meflages:

Her name is Portia ; nothing undervalu'd

To Catoh daughter, Brutus' Portia.

Nor is the wide world ignorant of her worth;

For the four winds blow in from every coaft

Renowned fuitors: and her funny locks

6 Qther for:h_) and fometimes
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Hang on her temples like a golden fleece;

Which makes her feat of Belmont Colchos' llrond,

And many Jcijons come in queft of her.

0 my Antonio, had f but the means
To hold a rival place with one of them,

1 hav^e a mind prefages me fuch thrift.

That 1 ihould quellionlefs be fortunate.

y^ivr. Thou know'ft, that all my fortunes are at fea ;

Neither have [ money, nor commodity
To raise a present fum : therefore, go forth,

Try what my credit can in Venice do ;

That lhall be racked, even to the uttermoft.

To furnilTi thee to Belmont, to fair Portia.

Go presently enquire, and fo will 1,

Where money is ; and I no queftion make.
To have it of my truft, or for my fake. \^Exeunt.

SCENE II. Belmont. J J^oom in PortiaV Houfe.

Enter Portia, and Neriss a.

For. By my troth, Nerijfuy my little body is aweary

of this great world.

A^£/?. You would be, fweet madam, if your miseries

were in the fame abundance as your good fortunes are:

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

with too much, as they that ftarve with nothing : it is

no mean happinefs therefore, to be feated in the mean;
fuperfluity comes fooner by white hairs, but competency
lives longer.

PoK, Good fentences, and well pronounc'd.

Ner, They would be better, if well foUow'd.
PoR. If to do were as easy as to know what were

good to do, chapels had been churches, and poor men's

F4
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cottages princes' palaces. It Is a good divine, that fol-

lows his own inftrudions : I can easier teach twenty

what were good to be done, than be one of the twenty

to follow mine own teaching. The brain may devise

laws for the blood; but a hot temper leaps o'er a cold

decree: fuch a hare is m.adnefs the youth, to fi^ip o'er

the meflies of good counfel the cripple. But this rea-

soning is not in the fafhicn to choose me a husband:

—

O me, the word choose ! I may neither choose whom I

would, nor refuse whom I dillike; fo is the will of a

living daughter curbed by the will of a dead father:—
Is it not hard, NeriJ/hy that I cannot choose one, nor re-

fuse none ?

N^R* Your father was ever virtuous; and holy men,
at their death, have good infpirations ; therefore, the

lottery, that he hath devised lA these three cherts, of
gold, iilver, and lead, (whereof who chooses his m,ean-

ing, chooses you) will, no doubt, never be chosen by
any rightly, but one who you fhall rightly love. But
what warmth is there in your affedion tovv'ards any of

these princely fuitors that are already come?
PoR, I pray thee, over-name them; and as thcu

nnmeft them, I will defcribe them; and, according to

my defcription, level at my afFedion,

Ner, Firil, there is the Neapolitan prince.

PoR. Ay, that's a colt, indeed, for he doth nothing

but talk of his horfe ; and he makes it a great appro-

priation to his own good parts, that he can Ihoe him
himfelf : I am much afeard, my lady his mother play'd

falfe with a fmith.

Ner, Then, is there the county Palatitie.

PoR, He doth nothing but frown ; as who (hould fay.
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An you ivill not ha^ve 7/je, choose: he hears merry tales,

and fmiles not : 1 fear, he will prove the weeping phi-

lofopher when he grows old, being lb full of unman-
nerly fadnefs in his youth. I had rather be marry'd to a

death's head with a bone in his mouth, than to either of

these ; God defend me from these two!

Ner, How fay you by French lord, monficur leBon?

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

a man. In truth, I know it is a fm to be a mocker;
But, he ! why, he hath a horfe better than the Neapoli-

tan %\ a better bad habit of frowning than the count

Palatine: he is every man in no man: if a throftle fing,

he falls ftraight a cap'ring; he will fence widi his own
fhadow: if I fhould marry him, I fhould marry twenty

husbands: If he would defpise me, 1 would forgive

him ; for if he love me to madnefs, I (hall never requite

him.

Ner. What fliy then to FauconhriJge, the young ba-

ron of England?

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

derflands not me, nor 1 hini : he hath neither Latin^

French^ nor Italian \ and you will come into the court,

and fwear, that I have a poor penny-worth in the Eng-
lijh. He is a proper man's pidure; But, alas, who can

converfe with a dumb-lliow ? How odiy he is fuited? I

think, he bought his doublet in Italy, his round hose ia

France^ his bonnet in Germany^ and his behaviour every-

where.

Ner, What think you of the Scoitifi lord, his neigh-

bour ?

For. That he hath a neighbourly charity in him ;

for he borrowed a box of the ear of the Englijhman^ and

12 a Trafiell



1 2 ^he Merchant of Venice.

fwore he would pay him again, when he was able: T

think, the Frenchman became his furety, and feal'd un-

der for another.

Ner. How like you the young German^ the duke of
Saxony ^ nephew ?

PoR, Very vilely in the morning, when he is fober;

and mofh vilely in the afternoon, when he is drunk:
when he is bell, he is a little worfe than a man ; and
when he is worft, he is little better than a beaft : an the

word fall that ever fell, I hope I lhall make fhift to go
without him.

Nlr. If he fhould offer to choose, and choose the

Tight cafKet, you fhould refuse to perform your father's

will, if you fliould refuse to accept him.

For. Therefore, for fear of the worll, I pray thee,

> fet a deep glafs of Rhenijh v^ine on the contrary calket

;

for, if the devil be within, and that temptation vvithour,

I knov/ he will choose it. I will do any thing, NcriJJay

ere I will be marry'd to a fpunge.

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

minations: which is, indeed, to return to their home,
and to trouble you with no more fuit; unlefs you may
be won by fome other fort than your father's impo£:ik)n,

depending on the cafkets.

For, If I live to be as old as Sibylla, I will die as

chaft as Diana, unlefs 1 be obtained by the manner of

my father's will : I am glad this parcel of wooers are fo

reasonable; for there is not one among them but I doat

on his very abfence, and I pray God grant them a fair

departure.

Ner, Do you not remember, lady, in your father's
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lime, a Venetian^ a fcliolar, and a foldier, that came hi-

ther in company of the marquis of Mcntferrat?

foR. Yes, yes, it was Bnjjanio ; as 1 think, fo was he

called.

iVii/?. True, madam; he, of all the men that ever my
fooHQi eyes looked upon, was the belt deserving a fair

lady.

PoR. T remember him well; and \ remember him
worthy of thy praise— How now ! what news?

Enter a Servant.

^er. The four llrangcrs feek for you, madam, to

take their leave : and there is a fore-runner come from

a fifth, the prince of Morocco; who brings word, the

prince, his mafier, will be here to-night.

PoR* If I could bid the fifth welcome with fo good
heart as I can bid the other four farewel, I fhould be

glad of his approach : if he have the condition of a faint,

nnd the complexiori of a devil, I had rather he fhould

fiirive me than wive me Come, NeriJJ'a: Sirrah, go
before. Whiles we fnut the gate upon one wooer, an-

other knocks at the door. [^Exeunt,

SCENE III. Venice. A pubUck Place.

Enter Bassanio, ^z;/^ Sh vlock.
^HY. Three thousand ducats,— well.

Bji^, Ay, fir, for three months.
^RY. For three mcnths,~vvell.

Bas. For the which, as I told you, Antonio (hall be
bound.

Sky, Antonio {hM become bound,— well.

Bas, May you flead me? Will you pleasure me?
Shall I know your anfvver ?
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^HY. Three thousand ducats, for three months, and
Antonio bound.

Ba^, Your anfwer to that.

Set. Antonio is a good man.
Bas . Have you heard any imputation to the contrary ?

^RY. Ho, no, no, no, no ; m.y meaning, in faying

he is a good man, is, to have you underftand me— that

he is fuiiicient : yet his means are in fupposition : he

hath an argofy bound to Tripolis, another to the Indies ;

I underftand moreover upon the Ryalto^ he hath a third

at Mexico, a fourth for Engla^zd^^znd. other ventures he

hath, fquander'd abroad: But fhips are but boards, fai-

lors but men : there be land rats, and water rats, water

thieves, and land thieves ; I mean, pirats ; and then

there is the peril of waters, winds, and rocks : The man
is notwithilanding fufficient;-" three thousand ducats;—
I think, I may take his bond.

£as. Be afTur'd, you may.
Shy, I will be affur'd, I may; and, that I may be af-

fur'd, I will bethink me : May I fpeak with Antonio F

Bas. If it please you to dine with us.

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

which your prophet the Nazarite conjur'd the devil in-

to : I will buy with you, fell with you, talk with you,

walk with you, and fo following; but I will not eat

with you, drink with you, nor pray with you. What
iiew>s on the RyaltoP—Who is he comes here ?

Enter Antonio,
Bas, This is fignior y^;;/^?;//^7.

Shy. *^ How like a fawning publican he looks !"

I hate him for he is a chriftian

** But more, for that, in low fimpliclty,'*
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He lends out money gratis, and brings down"
The rate of usance here with us in FeniceJ^

If I can catch him once upon the hip/'
*' I will feed fat the ancient grudge I bear him.'*

He hates our facred nation ; and he rails,"

Even there where merchants moH do congregate,"

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

Which he calls intereft : Curfed be my tribe/*

If I forgive him
Bas. Shylock, do you hear ?

Sht, I am debating of my present ftore ;

And, by the near guefs of my memory,
1 cannot inftantly raise up the grofs

Of full three thousand ducats : What of that ?

Tubaly a wealthy Hebreuu of my tribe,

Will furnifti me: But, foft ; How many months
Do you desire? Reil you fair, good fignior ;

Your worfnip was the laft man in our mouths.

Jnt, Shy/ock, albeit I neither lend, nor borrow.

By taking, nor by giving of excefs.

Yet, to fupply the ripe wants of my friend,

I'll break a cuilom :_Is he yet posseft.

How much you would ?

Sht, Ay, ay, three thousand ducats^

AnT, And for three months.

Sht. I had forgot,— three months, yoa told me fo.

Well then, your bond ; and, let me fee,~"3ut hear yo
Methoughts, you faid, you neither lend, nor borrow.

Upon advantage.

Jnt. I do never use it.

Shy. When Jacob graz'd his uncle Lahans (heep,-

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

The third posseffor ; ay, he was the third.

Mr. And what of him r did he take intereft :

6*Hr. No, not take intereft ; not, as you would fay^

DIre6l]y intereil : mark what Jacob did.

When Laban and himfelf were compromis'd,

—

That all the eanlings, which were llreak'd, and py'd..

Should fall as Jacot's hire, the ewes, being rank,

In end of autumn turned to the rams :

And when the work of generation was

Between these wooly breeders in the a6r,

The Ikilful fhepherd piTd me certain wands.

And, in the doing of the deed of kind.

He ftuck them up before the fulfome ewes;

Who, then conceiving, did in eaning time

Fall party-colour'd lambs, and those were JacoFs.
This was a way to thrive, and he was bleft ;

And thrift is bleffing, if men (leal it not.

j^NT, This was a venture, fir, t\mt Jacob ferv'd for;

A thing not in his power to bring to pafs,

But fway'd, and faflnon'd, by the hand of heaven.

Was this inferted to make intereft good ?

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

Shy. I cannot tell; 1 make it breed as faft;"^

But note me, fignior.

j^h^r, Mark you ihis^ BaJ/anto,

The devil can cite fcripture for his purpose.

An evil foul, producing holy witnefs,

Is like a villain with a fmiling cheek

;

A goodly apple rotten at the heart

:

O, what a goodly outfide falfiiood hath !

Sur. Three thousand ducats^-^'tis a good round fuiri*
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Three months from twelve, then let me fee the rate.

Am. VVell, Shylock, fliall we be beholding to you
Sht, Signior Antnnio, many a time and ofc

In the Ryalto you have rated me
About my monies, and my usances:

Still have I born it with a patient fhrug;

For fufFerance is the badge of all our tribe:

You call me— milbeliever, cut-throat dog,

And fpet upon my Je^ljh gaberdine,

And all for ufe of that w'lich is mine own.
Well then, it now appears, you'need my help:

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

Shy lock, ^ould have monies \ You fay fo;

You, that did void your rheum upon my beard.

And foot me, as you fpurn a ftranger cur

Over your threfhold ; monies is your fuit.

What fhould I fay to you? Should I not fay.

Hath a dog money ? is it fopble^

A cur can lend three thousand ducats ? or

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

With 'bated breath, and whifpVing humblenefs,

Say this, FairJlr^ you fpet on me ^ednefday lafl\

Youfpurn d me fuch a day ; another time

You calVd me -~ dog ; andfor these courtefies

ril lendyou thus 7?iuch monies.

Ant. I am as like to call thee fo again.

To fpet on thee again, to fpurn thee too.

If thou wilt lend this money, lend it not

As to thy friends ; (for when did friendfhip take

A breed for barren metal of his friend?)

But lend it rather to thine enemy

;

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

2i QT me on Wed—
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Exaft the penalty.

Sey, Why, look you, how you florm ?

J would be friends with you, and have your love.

Forget the fliames that you have flain'd we with,

Supply your present wants, and take no doit

Of usance for my monies, and you'll not heaj me;
This is kind I oiFer.

Baz* this were kindnefs.

Set, This kindnefs will I fhow:

Go with me to a notary, feal me there

Your fingle bond; and, in a merry fport.

If you repay me not on fuch a day,

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

ExpreiT'd in the condition, let the forfeit

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

In what part of your body pleaseth me.

Ai^r, Content, i'faith; Til feal to fuch a bond.

And fay, there is much kindnefs in the Je^M.

Bas. You fhall not feal to fuch a bond for me,
I'll rather dwell in my necefiity.

/f^r. Why, fear not, man; I will not for.^eit it;

Within these two months, that*s a month before

This bond expires, I do expeft return

Of thrice three times the value of the bond.

Set, O father Abraham^ what the chrillians are ;

Whose own hard dealing teaches them fufpedl

The thoughts of others !__-Pray you, tell me this.

If he ftiould break his day, what ihould 1 gain
By the exaftion of the forfeiture I

A pound of man's flefh, taken from a man.
Is not fo eftimable, profitable neither.
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As flefti of muttons, beefs, or goats. I fay^

To buy his favour, I extend this friendlhip:

If he will take it, fo; if not, adieu;

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

AnT, Yes, Shylcck, I will feal unto this bond.

Sht. Then meet me forthwith at the notary's}

Give him diredlion for this merry bond

:

And I will go and purfe the ducats ftraight;

Look to my houfe, left in the fearful guard

Of an unthrifty knave; and presently

I will be with you.

Jnt, Hyc thee, gentle y^Tt;._- \^Exit Shylock.
The Hebrevj will turn chrillian, he grows kind.

Bas, 1 like not fair terms, and a villain's mind.

Ant, Come on ; in this there can be no difmay,

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

jcr 11.

$CE NE I. Belmont. A Room in Portia's Hou/e.

Enter Prince of Morocco, and Train, n.viih Port i a ;

Neriffa, and Others^ attending.

MoR, Miflike me not for my complexion.
The fhadow'd livery of the burnilh'd fun.

To whom I am a neighbour, and near bred

:

Bring me the faireft creature northward born.
Where Phoebus' fire fcarce thaws the ificles.

And let us make incision for your love.

To prove whose blood is reddeft, his, or min^*
I tell thee, lady, this afpe£l of mine
Hath fear'd the valiant; by my love I fwear>

Vol. IIU G
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The bed regarded virgins of our clime

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

Except to ileal your thoughts, my gentle queen.

PoK, Tn terms of choice 1 am not folely led

By nice diredion of a maiden's eyes:

Befides, the lottery of my deftiny

Bars me the right of voluntary choosing:

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

His wife, who wins me by that means I told youj^

Ycunelf, renowned prince, then Rood as fair.

As any comer I have look'd on yet,

For my aiFedlion.

MoiJ. Even for that I thank you \

Therefore, I pray you, lead me to the cafkets.

To try my fortune. By this fcymitar,

—

That flew the fophy, and a Ferfean prince.

That won three fields of fultan Solymany—
I would o'er-flare the ilernefl eyes that look,

Out-brave the heart mofi daring on the earth,

Pluck the young fucking cubs from the flie bear.

Yea, mock the lion when he roars for prey.

To win thee, lady: But, alas the while 1

If Hercules, and Lychas, play at dice

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

So is Alcides beaten by his page;

And fo may I, blind fortune leading me,

Mifs that which one unvvorthier may attain.

And die with grieving.

For. You muft take your chance;

And either not attempt to choose at all.

5> bis wit to the Lady 27 his rage
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Of fvvear, before you choose,— if you choose wrongs

Never to fpeak to lady afterward

In way of marriage; therefore be advls'd.

MoR, Nor will not; coitie, bring me unto my chance.

For. Firft, forward to the temple; after dinner

Your hazard fhall be made.

MoR, Good fortune then!

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

SCENE IL Venice. J Streef.

Enter Launcelot Gobbo, the Clonvn,

CIo. Certainly, my confcience will ferve me to run

from this yeiv my mafter : The fiend is at mine elbow;

and tempts me, faying to me,—Gobbo, Launcelot Gob-
bn, gooc^ Launcelot, or good Gobbo, or good Launcelot

Gobbo, use your legs, take the Jiart, run aivay : my con-

fcience fays,— noy take heed, honejl Launcelot; take heed,

honeji Gobbo, or, as aforefaid, Launcelot Gobbo;
do hot run, /corn running 'vjith thy heels : Well, the moft

couragious fiend bids me pack; via, fays the fiend; a-

fOjay, fays the fiend, for the hea-vens; rouse up a hrave

mind, fays the fiend, and run : well, my confcience, hang-
ing about the neck of my heart, fays very wisely to me,

?ny honejl friend Launcelot, ieing an honeft mans fon,"^

or rather an honefi: woman's fon ; for, indeed, my father

did fomething fmack, fomething grow to, he had a kind
oftafte;— well, my confcience fays,— Launcelot, houg&

not', houge^ fays the fiend; bouge not, fays my confcience:

Confcience, fay T, you counfel well; fiend, fay I, you
counfel well : to be rul'd by my confcience, I fhould Hay
with the je-w my mafier, who, God blefs the mark, is

a kind of devil ; and, to run away from the Jeiv, I

»9 V. NoU,
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(hoald be ruled by the fiend, who, faving your reverence^

is the devil himfelf: Certainly, the 'Je^ is the very de-

vil incarnation; and, in my confcience, my confciencc

is but a kind of hard confcience, to offer to counfel me
to ftay with the jT^w.- the hend gives the more friendly

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

Eitier old Gobbo, his Father^ <with

a Bajhet.

Tat. Mailer young man, you, I pray you, which is

the way to mafter Je<vo^^ ?

CU, O heavens, this is my true-begotten father!*'

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

knows me not: I will try confusions with him."
Fat, Mailer young gentleman, I pray you, which is

the way to maftery^iv's?

CJo. Turn up on your right hand, at the next turn-

ing, but, at the next turning of all, on your left; marry,

at the very next turning, turn of no hand, but turn

down indireftly to the Jeivs houfe.

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

Can you tell me whether one Launceloty that dwells with

him, dwell with him, or no?

Clo, Talk you ofyoung mader Launcelot P^^^ Mark"
me now; now will I raise the waters:" Talk you of

young mailer Launcelot P

Fat, No mafter, fir, but a poor man's fon ; his fa-

ther, though I fay it, is an honell exceeding poor man,
and, God be thanked, well to live.

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

young mailer Launcelot,

Fat, Your worfliip's friend, and Launcelot^ fir.
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CIo. Bat, I pray you, ergOy old man, trg$y I befeech

you; Talk you of young mailer Z,^»;;rf/c/.^

Fat, Of Launcelot, an't please your mafterfhip.

Clo. YjVgo.mdiiitT LauncelotyXdXk not of mailer

celot, father; for the yoong gentleman (according to

fates, and dedinies, and fuch odd fayings, the fillers

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

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

heaven.

Fat, Marry, God forbid ! the boy was the very flaff

of my age, my very prop,

Clo, Do I look like a cudgel, or a bovel-pofl, a ftafF,

or a prop: Do you know me, father?

Fat, Alack the day, I know you not, young gen-

tleman : but, I pray you, tell me, is my boy (God left

his foul !) alive, or dead ?

Clo, Da you not know me, father?

Fat. Alack, fir, I am fand-blind, I know you sot.

Clo. Nay, indeed, if you had your eyes, you might
fail of the knowing me: it is a wise father, that knows
his own child. Well, old man, I will tell you news of
your fon : give me your blelUng: truth will come to

light; murther cannot be hid long, a man*s fon may;
but, in the end, truth will out.

Fat, Pray you fir, Hand up; I ami fure, you are not
Launcelot my boy.

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

but give me your bleffing; I am Launcelot ^ your boy
that was, your fon that is, your child that fhall be.

Fat. I cannot think, you are ray fon,

Clo, \ know not what i fliall think of that: but I

W Launceloty the T^-iv's man; and, I am fure^ Mcsrgerjj,

G3
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your wife, Is my mother.

Fat, Her name is Margery, indeed: FIl be fworn, 5f

thou Launcelot, thou art mine own flefh and blood.

Lord worfliip'df he be, what a beard haft thou got! thou

haft got more hair on thy chin, than Dobbin my fil-horfc

has on his tail.

Clo, It fhould feem then, that Dobbin'' s tail grows
backward; 1 am fure, he had more hair of his tail, than

I have of my face, when T laft faw him.

Fat, Lord, how art thou chang'd! How doft thou

and thy mafter agree ? 1 have brought him a present

;

How 'gree you now?
Clo, Well, well; but, for mine own part, as I have

fet up my reft to run away, fo I will not reft 'till I have

run fome ground : My mafter's a vevyjeuc. Give him a

present! give him a halter: I am famifh'd in his fervice;

you m.ay tell every finger I have with my ribs. Father,

I am glad you are come ; give me your present to one

mafter Bajfanio, who, indeed, gives rare new liveries

;

if 1 ferve not him, I will run as far as God has any

ground—0 rare fortune! here comes the man : to him,

father; for 1 am a Jeuo, if I ferve the 'Jeuo any longer.

Enter Bassanio, ^ith a Servant, and
other Follouoers,

Bas, You may do fo; but let it be fo hafted, that

fupper be ready at the fartheft by five of the clock: Seq

these
=f=

letters deliver'd ; put the liveries to making ; and
desire Gratia?io to come anon to my lodging.

[to a Follonjjer^ n;jho bo'vjs^ and goes cut.

Clo. To him, father.

Fat, God blefs your Vv'orfhip!

B^-S* Gramcrcy; Would'ft thou ought with me J
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Fc\ Here's my fon, fir, a poor boy,—
do. Not a poor boy, fir, but the rich Je-zu^s man

;

that would, fir, as my father Ihall fpecify.

Fat. He hath a great infedion, fir, as one would
fay, to ferve

C/o. Indeed, the fhort and the long is, I ferve the

jfe^f and have a desire as my father ftiall fpecify.

Fat, His mailer and he (faving your worfhip's reve-

rence) are fcarce cater-cousins

:

CIo. To be brief, the very truth is, that the jfeiVt

having done me wrong, doth cause me, as my father,

being 1 hope an old man, fhall fruitify unto you.

Fat, I have here a diili of doves, that I would be-

ftow upon your worfiiip ; and my fuit is,

—

CIo, In very brief, the fuit is impertinent to myfelf,

as your worfliip ihail know by this honeft old man ;

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

Bjis. One fpeak for both; What would your
CIo. Serve you, fir.

Fat, "^l hat is the very defecl of the matter, fir.

BuiS. I know thee well, thou haft obtained thy fuit:

Shykck^ thy mailer, fpoke with me this day.

And hath prefer'd thee; if it be preferment.

To leave a rich Jcn.us fervice to become
The follower of fo poor a gentleman.

CIo, The old proverb is very well parted between
my mafter Shylock and you, fir; you have the grace of

God, fir, and he hath enough.

Bas, Thou fpeak'il it well : Go, father, with thy fon;

Take leave of thy old mafter, and enquire

My lc>dging out: — give him a livery
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More gardeJ than his fellows; fee it done.

Clo. Father, in : I cannot get a fervice, no; T have

ne'er a tongue in my head* Well, if any man in Italy

have a fairer table, which doth offer to fwear upon a

book, I fhall have good fortune,—Go to, here's a Am-
ple line of life! here's a fmall trifle of wives : alas, fif-

teen wives is nothing; eleven widows, and nine maids,

is a fimple coming in for one man : and then, to 'fcape

drowning thrice; and to be in peril of my life v/ith the

edge of a feather-bed ; here are fimple 'fcapes! Well, if

fortune be a woman, fhe's a good wench for this geer .

Father, come; Til take my leave of the Jeiv in the

twinkling of an eye. {^Exeunt Clown, atid Father,

Bas, I pray thee, goodi Leonaraoy think on this;

These things being bought, and orderly bellow'd.

Return in hafle, for I do feaft to-night

My beft-efteem'd acquaintance; hye thee, go.

Ser. My beft endeavours fhall be done herein,

Etiter Gratia MO.
Gra, Where is your mailer?

Ser, Yonder, fir, he walks, [^Exit Servant.

Gra, Signior Bajfanioy
—

'

Ba^, Gratiam!
Gra, I have a fuit to you.

Bas, You have obtained it.

Gra. i^tJaj?% you muft not deny me; I muft go
With you to Be/mont,

Bas, Why, then you muft : But hear thee, Gratiano\

Thou art too wild, too rude, and bold of voice;""

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

;

put where thou art not known, why, there they fliow
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Something too liberal;— pray thee, take pain

To allay with fome cold drops of modefty

Thy (kipping fpirit ; left, through thy wild behaviour,

I be mifconftru'd in the place 1 go to.

And lose my hopes.

Gra, Signior BaJ^anio, hear me:
If I do not put on a fober habit,

Talk with refped, and fwear but now and then.

Wear prayer-books in my pocket, look demurely;

Nay more, while grace is faying, hood mine eyes

Thus"!" with my hat, and figh, and fay amenj
Use all the observance of civility.

Like one well ftudy'd in a fad oftent

To please his grand am, never truil me more.

Bas. Well, we (hall fee your bearing.

Gra, Nay, but I bar to-night ; you (hall not gage mc
By what we do to-night.

Bas, No, that were pity;

I would entreat you rather to put on

Your boldcft fuit of mirth, for we have friends

That purpose merriment ; But fare you well,

I have fome businefs.

Gra. And I mull: to Lore?izo, and the reft;

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

SCENE III. The fame. A Room in S\\y\ock's Hou/e.

Enter Jessica, anc^ Clown.
Ji:s» t am forry, thou wilt leave my father fo;

Our houfe is hell, and thou, a merry devil,

Didft rob it of fome tai^e of tedioufnefs

:

But fare thee well; there is a ducat fory thee.

And, Launceloty foon at fupper lhalt thou fe^
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Lorenzoy who is thy new mafter's gueft;

Give him this
=f=

letter, do it fecretly.

And ib farewel; 1 would not have my father

See me in talk with thee.

Clo, Adieu ; tears exhibit my tongue ; moft beautiful

pagan, moft {wttijenju! if a chriftian did not play the

knave, and get thee, 1 am much deceived: but, adieu;

these foolifh drops do fomething drown my manly fpi-

jit; adieu !

Jes. Fnrewe], good Launcelof, [Exit Clov/n^

Alack, what heinous fin is it in me,
To be afham'd to b-: my father's child!

But though T am a daughter to his blood,

I am not to his manners : O Lorenzo,

]f thou keep promise, I fhall end this ftrife;

Become a chriftian, and thy loving wife. {Exit.

SCENE lY.Thefame. A Street.

Enter Gratiano, Lorenzo, Solanio, and
Salerino.

Lor, Nay, we will flink away in fupper-time;

Difguise us at my lodging, and return

All in an hour.

Cra. We have not made good preparation.

^'AL. V/e have not fpoke us yet of torch-bearers.

6oz,. 'Tis vile, unlefs it may be quaintly order'd;

And belter, in my mind, not undertook.

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

To furnifh us: Yxxexidi LauiKelct, what's the news?
Enter Clown, f<.vith a Letter.

^ CIo. An it fhall please you to break up this \t.

fhall ftem fignify.
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Lor, I know the hand: in faith, 'tis a fair hand ;

And whiter than the paper it writ on.

Is the fair hand that writ.

Gra, Love-news, i* faith.

Clo. By your leave, fir.

Lor. Whither go'ft thou ?

Clo, Marry, fir, to bid my old mailer the Je^ to

fup to-night with my new mafter the chriftian.

Lor. Hold here, take^this: tell gentle ^/f^^r^,

I will not fail her ; fpcak it privately; go.

Gentlemen, \^E\it Clown.
Will you prepare you for this mafque to-night?

1 am provided of a torch-bearer.

^AL. Ay, marry, I'll be gone about it ftraight,

Sol. And fo will I.

Lor. Meet me, and Grafiano,

At Gratiano*s lodging fome hour hence.

Sal. 'Tis good we do fo. [^Exeunt Sal. and Sol*
Gra. Was not that letter from ^dirJcJJJcaP

Lor. I mull needs tell thee all: fhe hath directed

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

What gold, and jewels, fhe is furniQi'd with;

V/hat page's fuic ihe hath in readinefs.

If e'er the yc-iv her father come to heaven,

It will be for his gentle daughter's fake:

And never dare miifortune crofs her foot,

Unlefs fhe do it under this excufe,

—

That fhe is ifTue to a faithlefs Jezv.

Come, go with me; peruse this"^, as thou go'fl:

F'dir jFeJ/ica fhall,be my torch- bearer. [Exefffit.

\

—— — '
'

'

•—

^

Scene v. rhefa?ne. Before Shy\ozk'sLi(ior.
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JF^^/^r Shy LOCK, and Clovin,

Set. Well, thou fhalt fee, thy eyes fhall be thy ]\iig^^

The difference of old Shylock and Bajfavjo:

V/hat, 'JeJJica! Hiak not gormandize,

-As thoa haAl done with me; Vv'hat, yefficaf

i^nd ileeD, and fnore, and rend apparel out;,

Why,7#r^, Ifay!

CIo. Why, J#r^/
Set. Who bids thee call ? I do not bid thee call.

CIo. Your worfhip was wont to tell me, I could

nothing without bidding.

Enter Jessica.

Jes. Call you? What is your will?

Sur, I am bid forth to fupper, JeJ/ic€i%

There are my keys: .But wherefore Ihould I go?
I am not bid for love ; they flatter me

:

But yet ril go in hate^ to feed upon
The prodigal chrifiian. Jefficay my girl.

Look to my hoiife: I am right loth to go

;

There is feme ill a brewing towards my refl.

For 1 did dream of money-bags to-night.

Clo. 1 befeech you, fir, go ; my young mailer doth

cxpedt your reproach:

Smt, So do I his.

Clo, And they have confpired together,""^ I will not

fay, you fhall fee a mafque; but ifyou do, then it was not

for nothing that my nose fell a bleeding on black mon-
day lail, at fix o'clock i' the morning, falling out that

year on afh -Wednesday was four year in the afternoon.

Shy, What, are there mafques? Hear you me,jej/tca:

Lock up my doors; And when you hear the drum,

And the viic'fqucaling of the wry-neck'd fifi?*
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Clamber not you up to the casements then.

Nor thruft your head into the publick Hreet,

To gaze on chriftian fools whh varnilh'd faces:

But ftiut my houfe's ears, \ mean, niy casements;

Let not the found of fhailow foppery enter

My fober houfe

—

}iy Jacob's ftaff*, I fvvear,

I have no mind of feaiHng forth to-night

:

But I will go Go you before me, firrah;

Say, I will come.
Clo I will go before, fir

Miilrefs, look out at window, for all this;

There will come a chriftian by.

Will be worth a Je^ejs^ eye. [Exit Clown.
Shy. What fays that fcol of Hagars ofF-fpring, ha?

Jes, His words were, Farewel, miltrefs; nothing el(e.

Snr, The patch is kind enough ; but a huge feeder,

SnaiUflow in profit, and he lleeps by day
More than the wild-cat; drones hive not with me:
Therefore I part with him; and part with him
To one, that I would have him help to wailc

His borrowed purfe. Well, Jcjfca, go in;

Perhaps, I will return immediately;

Do as [ bid you, iliut doors after you:
Faft bind, faft nnd ;

A proverb never Hale in thrifty mind. \Exit^

Jes. Farewel; and if my fortune be not croR,

I have a father, you a daughter, loih [Sxit.

SCENE VL TJ^e/^^^.e.

Enter G RAT I A NO, af7d Salerino, mafqu'd.

Gra, This is the pent-houfe, under which Lore/iZ9

Desir'd us to make iland.
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SjL, His- hour is almoft paft.

Grj^. iknd it is marvel he out-dwells his hour.

For lovers ever run before the clock.

Sal, O, ten times f?:fter Venus' pidgeons fly,

To Teal love's bonds new made; than they are wontj>

To keep obliged faith un forfeited.

Gra. That ever holds ; Who riseth from a feaft

With that keen appetite that he fits down ?

Where is the horfe, that doth untread again

His tedious measures with the unbated fire

That he did pace them firll:? all things that are

Art with more fpirit chafed than enjoy'd.

How like a younger, or a prodigal.

The (karfed bark puts from her native bay,

Hug'd and embraced by the ftriimpet wind!
How like a prodigal doth fhe return ;

With over-vveather'd ribs, and ragged fails.

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

^
Enter Lorenzo, mafcfu d,

Sal. Here comes Lorenzo; more of this hereafter.

Lor. Sv/eet friends, your patience for my long abode^

Not I, but my aHairs, have made you wait:

When you fhall please to play the thieves for wives,

rU watch as long for you then. Coitie, approach

;

Here dwells my father ^^w; Ho! who's within?

Enter Jessica, aho^e, in Boy's Cloaths,

Jes, Who are you? tell me, for more certainty,'

Albeit ril fwear that I do know your tongue.

Lor. Lore72%o, and thy love.

Jes. Lorenzoj certain; and my love, indeed;

For who love I fo much? and now who knows,'
'

But you, Lorenzo, whether I am yours?
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Zo^. Heaven, and thy thoughts, are wltnefs that thou

y£ J. Here, catch this=}=cafket, it is worth the pains. [art.

I am glad 'tis night, you do not look on me.

For I am much alham'd of my exchange:

But love is blind, and lovers cannot fee

The pretty follies that themfelves commit;
For if they could, Cupid himfelf would blufn

To fee me thus tranfformed to a boy»

Lor* Defcend, for you muft be my torch-bearer„

Je^, What, muft I hold a candle to my fliames?

They in themfelves, good footh, are too too light.

Why, 'tis an oiiice of difcovery, love;

And I fliould be obfcur'd.

Lor. So are you, fvveet,

Even in the lovely garnifh of a boy.

But come at once ;

For the clofe night doth play the runaway.

And we are ftay'd for at Bajjanio'^ feaft.

Je^. I will make faft the doors, and gild myfelf

With fome more ducats, and be with you ftraight.

\Ex'tt^ fro?n above

m

Gra, Now, by my hood, a gentle, and no Jeuu,

Lor, Befhrow me, but I love her heartily:

For Hie is wise, if I can judge of her;

And fair fhe is, if that mine eyes be^rue;
And true fhe is, as fhe hath prov'd herfeif

;

And therefore, like herfeif, wise, fair, and true.

Shall flie be placed in my conftant foul

Enter Jessica, belaw.

What, art thou come? On, gentlemen, away;
Our mafquing mates by this time for us ilay.

l^Exity at?///6 Jessica, ^^iSALERiNO.
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£«/^r Antonio.
y^ivr. Who's there?

Gra. Signior, Antonio?

Ant, Fie, fie, Gratiano! where are all the reft^

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

:

No mafque to-night; the wind is come about,

Bajfanio presently will go aboard

:

I have fent twenty out to feek for you.

Gra. I am glad on't ; I desire no more delight.

Than to be under fail, and gone to-night. {^Exeunt.

SCENE VII. Belmont. A Room in Portia'j Houfe.

Flourijh. Enter Prince of Morocco, nAjith Portia,
an^/ both their Trains,

For. Go, draw afide the curtains, and di/cover

The feveral cafkets to this noble prince:

ISow make your choice.

MoR, This lirft, of gold, who this infcription bears

Who chooseth Tne, Jhallgain ivhat many men desire.

The fecond, filver, which this promise carries;
—

Who chooseth me^ Jhall get as ?nuch as he deser-jes.

This third, dull lead, with warning all as blunt ;"~

Who chooseth me^ tnuft gi^je and hax^ard all he hath. «^

How fhall I know if I do choose the right.

For. The one of them contains my pidure, prince;

If you choose that, then I am yours withal.

MoR. Some god direft my judgment! Let me fee;

I will furvey the infcriptions back again

:

What fays this leaden cafket }

Who chooseth me^ mujl gi^je and hazard all he hath,

Mufl: give,—For whatr for lead? hazard for lead?

This calket threatens : Men, that hazard all.
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i)o It In hope of fair advantages:

/ A golden mind ftoops not to Ihows of drofs;

I'll then nor give, nor hazard, ought for lead.

What fays the filver, with her virgin hue?

Who chcoseth me, /hall get as much as he desernjes.

As much as he deserves,"— Pause there, Morocco^

And weigh thy value with an even hand:

If thou be'll rated by thy eftimation,

Thou doft deserve enough; and yet enough
May not extend fo far as to the lady;

And yet to be afeard of my deserving

Were but a weak difabling of myfelf.

As much as I deserve,—Why, that's the lady:

I do in birth deserve her, and in fortunes.

In graces, and in qualities of breeding;

But, more than these, in love I do deserve.

What if I ftray'd no farther, but chose here?

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

Who chooseth me ^ Jhall gain uohat many men desire.

Why, that's the lady; all the world desires her:

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

:

The Hyrcanian deserts, and the vafly wilds

Of wide Arabia, are as through-fares now.
For princes to come view fair Portia:

The watry kingdom, whose ambitious head
Spets in the face of heaven, is no bar

To flop the foreign fpirits ; but they come,
As o'er a brook, to fee fair Portia,

One of these three contains her heavenly pifture.

Is't like, that lead contains her? 'Twere damnation.
To think fo bafe a thought; itwwe too grofs

Vol. Ill,
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To rib her fearcloth in the obfcure grave.

Or ftiall I think, in filver (he's immur'd,

Being ten times undervalued to try'd gold?

O finful thought! Never fo rich a jem
Was fet in worfe than gold. They have in England
A coin, that bears the figure of an angel

Stamped in gold ; but that's infculpt upon;
But here an angel in a golden bed

Lies all within. —Deliver me the key;

Here do I choose, and thrive I as 1 may!
PoR . There, take=j=it, prince ;and ifmy form lye there.

Then I am yours.

MoR* O hell! what have we here?

A carrion death, within whose empty eye

There is a written fcrowl? Til read the writing.

j^ll that glijters is not gold\

Often ha^eyou heard that told

:

Many a man his life hath fold

But my dutjtde to behold:

Gilded tombs do nxjorms enfold.

Hadyou been as ^ise as bold,

OToung in lifnbsf injudgment old,

Your anf<voer had not been infcroVd

:

Fareyou ^ell ; your fuit is cold.

Cold, indeed; and labour loft:

Then, farevvel, heat; and, welcome, froft.»-,

Portia^ adieu ! I have too griev'd a heart

To take a tedious leave : thus losers part. [Exit*,

For, a gentle riddance: Draw the curtains, go:_
Let all of his complexion choose me fo. [Exeunt.

SCENE Vm. Venice. ^Street.

^

Guilded timber d^t
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Enter Solanio, and Salerino.
^Ai* Why, man, I faw Bajfanio under fall;

With him is Gratiano gone along;

And in their fliip, I am fure, Lorenzo is not.

Sol . The villain Je^ with outcries rais'd the duke

;

Who went with him to fearch BaJJani6*% (hip.

Sal. He came too late, the fliip was under fail:

But there the duke was given to underftand>

That in a gondola were feen together

Lorenzo and his amorous JeJJzca:

Befides, Antonio certify'd the duke,

They were not with Bajfanio in his flilp.

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

So ftrange, outrageous, and fo variable.

As the dog Je^jj did utter in the ftreets:

My daughter-^—O my ducats! 0 my daughter!

Fled ^ith a chriftian^—O my chrijiian ducats!—
JuJIice ! the la^ ! my ducats, and my daughter /"^

A fealed bag, tivofealed bags of dueats.

Of double ducatSy Jlolnfrom me by my daughter !

Andje^vels ; tnvo Jlones, t^jo rich andpreciousfoneSy
Stoln by my daughter! ^Jujiice! find the girl!

She hath the fiones upon her, and the ducats !

Sal, Why, all the boys in Venice follow him.

Crying,— his ftones, his daughter, and his ducats.

Sol, Let good Antonio look he keep his day,

Or he (hall pay for this.

Sal. Marry, well remember'd

:

I reason'd with 2i Frenchman yefterday;

Who told me,— in the narrow feas, that part

The French and E7tgUJh, there mifcarried

A veffel of our country, richly fraught;

H 2
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I thought upon Afitonio, when he told me;
And wiih'd in filence, that it were not his.

Sol, You were beft to tell Anionio what you hear?

Yet do not fuddcnly, left it may grieve him.

Sal* a kinder gentleman treads not the earth,

I faw Bajfanio and /^niopJo psLrtz

BGjfanio told him,— he would make fome fpeed

Of his return ; he anfwer'd,

—

Do not fo^

Slubber not businefsfor my fahy Baffanio,

Butfay the n)ery ripitig cf the iime ;

Andfor the Jew'j hoiidy ^jhich he hath of mCy,

Let it not enter inycur mind of lo've:

Be merry ; and employ your chiefeft thoughts

To courfjhip^ andfuch fair ojients of lo^uz

As Jhall conveniently becomeyou there:

And even there, his eye being big with tears^

Turning his face, he put his hand behind him,

And with afFedlion wondrous fenfible

He wrung Bafafiio^ hand, and fo they parted.

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

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

And quicken his embraced heavinefs

With fome delight or other.

Sal . Do we fo. [Exeunt.

SCENE IX. Belmont. A Room in Pbrtia'j Houfe.

iE^/Z^r Nerissa, and a Servant.

NsR. Quick, quick, I pray thee, draw the curtain

The prince of Arragon hath ta'en his oath, [ftraight;

And comes to his eledion presently.

ilourip. Enter the Prince ofArragon^^

Portia, and their Trains:.
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Tor. Behold, there*]" Hand the cafkets, noble prince-:

If you choose that wherein I am 'Tontain'd,

Straight fhall our nuptial rites be folemniz'd;

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

You niuft: be gone from hence immediately.

Arr. I am enjoined by oath to observe three things:

Firft, never to unfold to any one

Which calket 'twas 1 chose ; next, if I fail

"Of the right cafket, never in my life

To woo a maid in way of marriage; laftly.

If I do fail in fortune of my choice,

•Immediately to leave you and be gone.

PoR. To these injunftions every one doth fwear.

That comes to hazard for my worthlefs felf.

Jrr. And fo have I addrefl: me: Fortune now
To my heart*s hope! Gold, filver, and bafe lead.

Who chooseth me, mujl gi^e and hazard all he hath:

You lhall look fairer, ere I give, or hazard.

What fays the golden cheftr ha! let me fee:

Who chooseth me, Jhall gain ^hat many men desire*

What many men desire,—That many may be meant
Of the fool multitude, that choose by (how.

Not learning more than the fond eye doth teach;

Which pries not to the interiour, but, like the martlet.

Builds in the weather on the outward walU
Even in the force and road of casualty.

I will not choose what many men desire.

Because I will not jump with common fpirits.

And rank me with the barbarous multitudes.

Why, then to thee, thou filver treasure-houfe

;

Tell me once more what title thou doft bear:

Who chooseth me^ Jhallget as much as he deserves

*» By the
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And well faid too; For who fliall go about

To cozen fortune, and be honourable

Without the ftamp of merit? Let none presume
To wear an undeserved dignity.

O, that ellates, degrees, and offices,

Were not deriv'd corruptly 1 and that clear honour
Were purchaPd by the merit of the wearer!

How many then fhould cover, that ftand bare?

How many be commanded, that command?
How much low peasantry would then be gleaned

From the true feed of honour? and how much honour
Pick'd from the chaff and ruin of the times.

To be new varnifti'd? Well, but to my choice:

Who chooseth me, Jhall get as much as he deserves:

I will affume desert; Give me a key for this;

And inftantly unlock my fortunes here.

PoK .
' 'Too long a pause for that which you find there.'*

Arr. What's here? the portrait of a blinking ideot.

Presenting me a fchedule ? 1 will read it.

How much unlike art thou io Portia F

How much unlike my hopes, and my deservings?

Who chooseth me, Jhall ha^e as much as he deserves :

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

Is that my prize? are my deserts no better?

PoR. To offend, and judge, are diftincl offices,

And of opposed natures.

j4r r . What is here ?

Thefirefe'ven times tried this\

Se'ven times try*d thatjudgment isy

^hat did ne^er choose amis :

Some there he, that Jhado^s kisy

Such ha've but a jhado'-w^s bUs:
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^here befools ali^e, I uuis^

^il^er'd o'er ; andJo 'was thiSw

^ake what wifeyou will to hedy

I will euer ht your head:

So farewel, fry you are fped.

Still more fool 1 fhall appear

By the time 1 linger here

:

With one fool's head I came to woo.
But I go away with two
Sweet, adieu! I'll keep my oath.

Patiently to bear my wroath.

\^Exeunt Arragon, and Train^

For. Thus hath the candle findg*d the moath.^
O these deliberate fools! when they do choose.

They have the wisdom by their wit to lose.

Ner. The ancient faying is no herefyj

—

Hanging, and wiving, goes by deftiny.

For. Come, draw the curtain, Neriffa.

Enter a Servant.

Ser, Where is my lady?

For, Here; What would my lord ?

Ser. Madam, there is alighted at your gate

A young Venetian^ one that comes before

To fi^nify the approaching of his lord:

From whom he bringeth fenfible regreets;

To wit, befides commends, and courteous breath.

Gifts of rich value; yet I have not feen

So likely an embaflador of love:

A day in April never came fo fweet.

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

For, No more, I pray thee 3 I am half afeard,

H4
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Thou wilt fay anon, he is fome kin to thee,

Thou fpend'fl: fuch high-day wit in praising hlm.^
Come, come, NeriJ/a-, for I long to fee

Quick Cupid's poft, that comes fo mannerly,

Ner. Baffanioy lord love, if thy will it be! [ExeunU

SCENE I. Venice. A Street.

Enter So l a n i o, and S a l e r i no.

Sol, Now, what news on the Ryalto?

Sj^l. Why, yet it lives there unchecked, that AntoniG

hath a (hip of rich lading wrecked on the narrow feas

;

the Gocd^vinSi 1 think, they call the place; a very dan-

gerous flat, and fatal, where the carcafTesof many a tall

ihip lye buryM, as they fay, if my goflip report be an

honeft woman of her word.

Sol. I would fhe were as lying a goflip in that, as

ever knapt ginger, or made her neighbours believe fhe

wept for the death of a third husband: But it is true,—"

without any flips of prolixity, or crofling the plain high*

way of talk,— that the good Antonio^ the hont^ Anicnio.

'"O, that I had a title good enough to keep his name
company!—

Sj9L. Come, the full flop.

Sol . Ha, what fayed thou ? Why, the end is, he hath

loft a fliip.

SuiL. I would it might prove the end of his lofi^es?

Sol, Let me fay, amen, betimes, left the devil crofs

my prayer; for here he comes in the likenefs of a Jeuu>^^

Enter Shy LOCK,
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How now, ShylockP what news among the merchants?

Sht. You knew, none fo well, none fo well as you,

of my daughter's flight.

Sal. That's certain; I, for my part, knew the tailor

that made the wings fhe flew withal.

Sol, hr^AShylocky for his own part, kr^ew the bird

was fled5:e; and then it is the complexion of them all

to leave the dam
Sht. She is damn'd for it.

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

Shy. My own fiefh and blood to rebel!

Sol, Out upon it, old carrion ! rebels it at these years?

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

Sal. There is more diflerence between thy flelh and
hers, than between jet and ivory; more between your

bloods, than there is between red wine and rhenifh:*^

But tell us, do you hear whether Antonio have had any
lofs at fea or no ?

Sur. There I have another bad match : a bankrupt,

a prodigal, who dare fcarce fhesv his head on the 7^^-

alto\ a beggar, that was us'd to come fo fmng upon the

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

me usurer ;^let him look to his bond : he was wont to

lend money for a chriftian courtefy;—let him look to hia

bond.

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

liis flefli; What's that good for?

Shy. To bait fifti withal : if it will feed nothing elfe,

it will feed my revenge. He hath difgrac'd me, and
hinder'd me half a million; laugh'd at my lofl^es, mock'd
^t my gains, fcorn'd my nation, thwarted my bargains,

CQprd my friends, fee^^ted n^ine enemies; And what'^
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Lis reason? I am ?iJenK!: Hath not ?ije<w eyes? hath

DOt ^Jeiv hands ; organs, dimenfions, fenfes, afFe6>ions,

paflions ? fed with the fame food, hurt with the fame
weapons, fubje6l to the fame diseases, healed by the fame
means, warmed and cooled by the fame winter and fum-
mer as a chriftian is? if you prick us, do we not bleed?

if you tickle us, do v/e not laugh ? if you poison us, do
we not die ? and if you wrong us, fliall we not revenge?

if we are like you in the reft, we will resemble you in

that. If 2ije^ wrong a chriftian, What is his humility?

revenge: If a chriftian wrong a y^w, what fhould his

fuiferance be by chriftian example? why, revenge. The
villany you teach me, I will execute; and it ftiall go
hard, but I will better the inftru6lion.

Enter a Servant.

Ser. Gentlemen, my mafter Antonio is at his houfe,

and desires to fpeak with you both.

^AL, We have been up and down to feek him.

E7iter Tubal.
^OL. Here com.es another of the tribe; a third can-

not be match'd, unlefs the devil himfelf turn Je^\
\Exeunt ^01.. Sal. and Ser.

Shy, How now, Tubal, what news from Genoa F haft

thou found my daughter?

7uB, I of ten came where I did hear of her, but can-

not find her.

Sht, Why there, there, there, there; a diamond
gone, coft me two thousand ducats in Frankfort

:

—The
curfe never fell upon our nation 'till now; I never felt

it 'till now:— two thousand ducats in that; and other

precious precious jewels. I would my daughter were

dead j^i my foot, and the jewels in her ear! 'would fhs
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were hearPd at my foot, and the ducats in her coffin!

No news of them? Why, fo: and I know not what's

fpent in the fearch. Why, thou lofs upon lofs ! the thief

gone with fo much, and fo much to find the thief; and
no fatiffa£lion, no revenge: nor no ill luck ftirring, but

what lights o'my fhoulders; no fighs, but o'my breath-

ing; no tears, but o'my fhedding.

^fuB, Yes, other men have ill luck too; AntoniOy as I

heard in Genoa,—
Sht. What, what, what? ill luck, ill luck?

Tub, — hath an argofy caft away, coming from 7ri'

pclis.

Shy. I thank God, I thank God :^\s it true, is it

true ?

Tub, I fpoke with feme of the failors that efcaped

the wr^ck.

Sur, I thank thee, gooA Tubal; ^Gooi. news, good
news! ha, ha! Where in Genoa?

Tub, Your daughter fpent in Genoa, as I heard, one
night fourfcore ducats.

Sht, Thou ftick'ft a dagger in me: T lhall never

fee my gold again; Fourfcore ducats at a fitting! four-

fcore ducats 1

Tub, There came divers of Antonio*s creditors in my
company to Venice^ that fwear he cannot choose but
break.

Snr, J am very glad of it; I'll plague him, I'll tor-

ture him; I am glad of it.

Tub, One of them fliewed me a ring, that he had of
your daughter for a monkey.

SiiY, Out upon her! Thou tortureft me. Tubal: it

was my turquoise ; I had it of Leak^ when I was ^ bat-

?8 hs, hecre in
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chelor : I would not have given it for a wlldernefs of

mankies.

TUB. But Antonio is certainly undone.

Shy, Nay, that's true, that's very true: Go, TulaU
fee me an officer, befpeak him a fortnight before ; I will

have the heart of him, if he forfeit; for were he out of

Vexke^ I can make what merchandize I will: Go, Tu^

laly and meet me at our fynagogue; go, goodiTuhali

at our fynagogue, 7ubaL \_Exeunt^ Je^verally.

SCENE II. Belmont. A Room inVoniz's Houfe.

^nter Bassanio, and Portia ; Gratiano, NerissAs
md Train. CaJkeU Jet out.

For. I pray you, tarry; pause a day or two,

Before you hazard; for, in choosing wrong,
1 Jose your company; therefore, forbear a while:

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

I would not lose youj and you know yourfelf.

Hate counfels not in fuch a quality:

But left you fliould not undeiftand me well,

(And yet a maiden hath no tongue but thought)

1 would detain you here fome month or two.

Before you venture for me, I could teach you
How to choose right, but then I am forfvvornj

So will i never be: fo may you mifs me;
But if you do, you'll make me wifli a fin,

That I had been forfworn. BeQirow your eyes^

They have o'er-look'd me, and divided me;
One half of me is yours, the other yours,""'

Mine own, I would fay; but if mine, then yours.

And fo all yours: O, these naughty times

Put bars between the owners and their rights

;

*9 other halfe ycufs
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And fo, though yours, not yours,~ Prove It not fo!

Let fortune go to hell for it, not I.

I fpeak too long; but 'tis to piece the time.

To eke it, and to draw it out in length.

To ftay you from eledion.

Ba^. Let me choose;

For, as I am, I live upon the rack.

PoR, Upon the rack, Baffanio? then confefs

What treason there is mingl'd with your love.

Ba^, None, but that ugly treason of miflruft.

Which makes me fear the enjoying of my love

:

There may as well be amity and life

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

VoR, Ay, but, I fear, you fpeak' upon the rack.

Where men enforced do fpeak any thing.

Ba^, Promise me life, and Fll confefs the truth-*

For. Well then, confefs, and live.

Ba^. Confefs, and love.

Had been the very fum of my confeflion

:

O happy torment, when my torturer

Doth teach me anfwers for deliverance!

But let me to my fortune and the cafkets*

PoR, Away then: I am lock'd in one of them;
If you do love me, you will find me out.

NeriJ/a^ and the reft, ftand all aloof.

Let musick found, while he doth make his choice

;

Then, if he lose, he makes a fwan-like end.

Fading in musick: that the comparifon

May lYand more proper, my eye (hall be the flreans^

And watry death bed for him: He may win;
And what is musick then? then musick is

Even as the flourilh when true fubjefts bovv

3 peizc the
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To a new-crowned monarch : fuch it is,

As are those dulcet founds in break of day.

That creep into the dreaming bridegroom's ear.

And fummon him to marriage. Now he goes,

With no lefs presence, but with much more love,

Than young Alcides^ when he did redeem
The virgin tribute pay'd by howling Troy

To the fea-moniler: 1 ftand for facrifice;

The reft aloof are the Dardanian wives.

With bleared visages, come forth to view

The iffue o'the exploit. Go, Hercules\

Live thou, I live: with much much more difmay

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

Musick\ the ivhilji Baffanio comments

on the Ccjkets to hiinjelf,

SONG.
1 . V. T^ell me, 'vjhere isfancy hredy

or in the heart, or in the head?

houo begot y ho^ nourijhed?

reply, reply.

2 . V. // is engendered in the eyesy

nvith gazingfed ; andfancy dies

in the cradle njohere it lies:

Let us all ring fancy"*s knell'.

Til begin it. Ding dcng, belL

all. Ding dongy bell.

Bas, So may the outward fliows be leaft theml
The world is ftill deceiv'd with ornament.

In law, what plea fo tainted and corrupt.

But, being feason'd with a gracious voice,

Obfcures the ftiow of evil? In religion.

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

Hiding the grcfihefs with fair ornament ?

There is no vice fo fimple, but afTumes

"Some mark of virtue on his outward parts.

How many cowards, whose hearts are all as falfe

As ftairs of fand, wear yet upon their chins

The beards of Hercules y and frowning Mars\

Who, inward fearch'd, have livers white as milk?
And these afTume but valour's excrement.

To render them redouted. Look on beauty,

And you (hall fee 'tis purchaf'd by the weight;
Which therein works a miracle in nature.

Making them lighteft that wear mod of it:

So are those crifped fnaky golden locks.

Which make fuch wanton gambols with the wind.

Upon fupposed fairnefs, often known
To be the dowry of a fecond head.

The fcull that bred them in the fepulcher.

Thus ornament is but the gilded fhore

To ^ moft dangerous fea; the beauteous fcarf

Veiling an Indian beauty ; in a word.

The feeming truth which cunning times put on
To entrap the wiseft. Therefore, thou gaudy gold.

Hard food for Midas, I will none of thee:

Nor none of thee, thou pale and common drudge
'Tween man and man: but thou, thou meager lead.

Which rather threaten'ft than doft promise ought.

Thy plainnefs moves me more than eloquence.

And here choose I; Joy be the confequence!

PoR, How all the other pafTions fleet to air.

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

And Ihuddering fear, and green-ey'd jealoufy.

15 makes -3 thy palines



7he Merchant 5/" Venice^

0 love^ Be moderate, allay thy extafy.

In measuVe rain thy joy, fcant this excefs;

1 feel too much thy blelTing, n[iake it lefs.

For i^ar i furfeit!

Ba^. ftal what find I here?

Fair Portia^ counterfeit r What demy-god
Hath come fo near creation r Move these eyes?

Or whether, riding on the bails of mine.

Seem they in motion? Here are fevered lips.

Parted with fugar breath; fo fweet a bar

Should funder fucK fweet friends: Here in her hairs

The painter plays the fpidcr; and hath woven
A golden mefli to entrap the hearts of m*cn,

Fafter than gnats in cobwebs: But her eyes,

—

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

Methinks, it fhould have power to fteal both his.

And leave itfelf unfurnilh'd: Yet, look, how far

The fubftance of my praise doth wrong this lhadow

In underprizing it, fo far this fnadosv

Doth limp behind the fubllance. Here's the"{" fcrowl.

The continent and fum.m.ary of my fortune,

Touj that choose not by the ^ienvy

Chance asfair, a7id choose as true !

Since thisfortuneJails toyou

,

Be content, andJeek no nenju.

Ifyou he ^jell pleased tvith this,

jind holdyourfortuneforyour hlisy

^urnyuu njuhereyour lady is.

And claim her nxjith a leaving kis,

A gentle fcrowl; Fair lady, by your leaver

I come by note, to give, and to receive.

Like one of two contending, in a prise.
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That thinks he hath done well in people*s eyes.

Hearing applause, and univerfal (hout.

Giddy in fpirit, ftill gazing, in a doubt

Whether those peals of praise be his or no;

So, thrice fair lady, Hand I, even fo;

As doubtful whether what I fee be true,
*

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

PoK. You fee me, lord BaJJanioy where I ftand.

Such as I am: though, for myfelf alone,

I would not be ambitious in my wifh.

To wifh myfdf much better ; yet, for you,

I would be trebl'd twenty times myfelf;

A thousand times more fair, ten thousand times

More rich ; that to ftand high in your account,

I might in virtues, beauties, livings, friends.

Exceed account: but the full fum of me
Is fum of fomething; which, to term in grofs.

Is an unlefTon'd girl, unfchooFd, unpradtic'd:

Happy in this, Ihe is not yet fo old

But fhe may learn; happier than this, m tjjat

She is not bred fo dull but (he can learn;

Happieft of all, is, that her gentle fpirit

Commits itfelf to yours to be diredled.

As from her lord, her governor, her king.

Myfelf, and what is mine, to you, and yours.

Is now converted: but now I was the lord

Of this fair manfion, mafter of my fervants.

Queen o'er myfelf ; and even now, but now,
This houfe, these fervants, and this fame myfelf.

Are yours, my lord; I give them with this=|=ring;

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

Vol. III. I
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And be my vantage to exclaim on you,

Bas. Madam, you have bereft me of all words^
Only my blood fpeaks to you in my veins

:

And there is fuch confusion in my powers.

As, after fome oration fairly fpoke

By a beloved prince, there doth appear

Among the buzzing pleased multitude;

Where every fomething, being blent together.

Turns to a wild of nothing, fave ofjoy,

Expreft, and not expreft : But when this ring

Parts from this finger, then parts life from hence;.

O, then be bold to fay, Bajjanws dead.

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

That have flood by, and feen our wiflies profper^.

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

Gra, My lord Baffanioy and my gentle lady,

I wifli you all the joy that you can wifh;

For, I am fure, you can wifh none from nie:

And, when your honours mean to folemnize

The bargain of your faith, I do befeecli you.

Even at that time I may be marry'd too.

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

Gra, I thank your lordlhip; you have got me one.

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

:

You faw the miftiefs, I beheld the maid;
You lov''d, I lov'd; for intermiffion

No more pertains to me, my lord, than you.

Your fortune flood upon the caf^ets there;

And fo did mine too, as the matter falls

:

For wooing here, until I fweat again;

And fvvearing, 'till my very roof was dry

With oaths of love; at laft,— if promise lafl,*—
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T got a promise of this fair one here.

To have her love, provided that your fortune

Atchiev'd her miilrefs.

PoR, Is this true, NeriJJaP

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

Bj^s, And do you, Gratiano, mean good faith?

Gra, Yes, 'faith, my lord. [riage»

Bas. Our feaft fhall be much honoured in your mar-
Gra, We'll play with them, the firft boy, for a thou-

sand ducats,

N^r, What, and flake down? [down.»_
Gra. No; we fhall ne'er win at that fport, and flake

But who comes here ? Lorenzo, and his infidel ?

What, and my old Venetian friend, Salerio F

Enter Lorenzo, Jessica, and Salerino.
Bas, Lorenzo, and Salerio, welcome hither;

If that the youth of my new intereft here

Have power to bid you welcome: -.By your leave,

I bid my very friends, and countrymen.

Sweet Portia, welcome.

PoR, So do I, my lord

;

They are entirely welcome.
Lor, I thank your honour: For my part, my lord.

My purpose was not to have feen you here;

But meeting with Salerio by the way,
He did entreat me, paft all faying nay.

To come with him along.

Sal. I did, my lord;

And 1 have reason for it. Signior Antonio

Commends him to you. [de/i'uering a Letter.

Bas [ Ere I ope his letter,

I pray you, tell me how my good friend doth.

I2
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Sal. Not fick, my lord, unlefs it be in mind;
Nor well, unlefs in mind: his letter there

Will ihow you his eftate.

Gka Nerijfa, cheer yon' ftranger, bid her welcome—^
Your hand, Sakrio; What's the news from Fenicef
How doth that royal merchant, good Antonio?

I know, he will be glad of our fuccefs

;

We are the Jafonsy we have won the fleece.

Sal . I would you had won the fleece that he hath loft.

PoR, There are fome flirowd contents in yon' fame pa-
That fteals the colour from Bajfanio'^ cheek : [per,

Some dear friend dead ; elfe nothing in the world
Could turn fo much the conftitution

Of any conftant man. What, worfe and worfe?««.

With leave, Baffanio ; I am half yourfelf.

And I muft freely have the half of any thing.

That this fame paper brings you.

Bas. O fweet Portia^

Here are a few of the unpleasant'ft words
That ever blotted paper ! Gentle lady,

When I did firft impart my love to you,

I freely told you, all the wealth I had

Ran in my veins, I was a gentleman

;

And then 1 told you true: and yet, dear lady^

Rating myfeif at nothing, you fliall fee

How much I was a braggart: When I told you
My ftate was nothing, I fliould then have told yoi^

That 1 was worfe than nothing ; for, indeed,

I have engaged myfelf to a dear friend,

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

The paper as the body of my friend^
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And every word in it a gaping wound
Ifluing life-blood But is it true, Salerio?

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

From Tripolis^ from Mexico^ and Englandy

From Lisbon^ Barbary, and Indian

And not one vefTel fcape the dreadful touch

Of merchant-marring rocks?

Sal. Not one, my lord.

Befides, it ihould appear, that, if he had
The present money to difcharge they^f^u;.

He would not take it : Never did I know
A creature, that did bear the fhape of man.
So keen and greedy to confound a man:
He plies the duke at morning, and at night;

And doth impeach the freedom of the ftate.

If they deny him juftice: twenty merchants.

The duke himfelf, and the magnifkoes

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

Of forfeiture, of juftice, and his bond.

"Jy.^.
When 1 was with him, I have heard him fwear.

To Tubal, and to Chus, his countrymen.

That he would rather have Anionio'*s flefh,

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

If law, authority, and power deny not.

It will go hard with poor Antonio.

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

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

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

3 Hath all

I3
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Than any that draws breath in Italy,

PoR, What Aim owes he the Jewo?
Bas For me, three thousand ducats.

For. What, no more?
Pay him fix thousand, and deface the bond;
Double fix thousand, and then treble that.

Before a friend of this defcription

Should lose a hair through BaJJanio's fault.

Firft, go with me to church, and call me wife;

And then away to Venice to your friend;

For never fhall you lye by Portia^s fide

With an unquiet foul. You ihall have gold

To pay the petty debt twenty times over:

When it is pay'd, bring your true friend along:

My maid NenJJa, and myfelf, meantime.
Will live as maids and widows. Come, away;
For you fnall hence upon your wedding-day

:

Bid your friends welcome, fiiov/ a merry cheer;

Since you are dear bought, 1 will love you dear.

But let me hear the letter of your friend.

2BaG [reati,e^] S^eet Baflanio, my JJ?ips ha^ve all mi/"

carry dy my creditors gromj cruel, my ejlate is 'very lo<uj^

my bond to the Jew is forfeit ; and fnce, in paying it, it

is impojjible I Jhould Li^e, all debts are cleared between

you and me, ifI might but fee you at my death : notnjoith-

fanding, use your pleasure ; ifyour lo^ve do not perfuadt

you. to come, let not ?ny letter.

For, O love, difpatch all businefs, and be gone.

Bas. Since I have your good leave to go away,

I will make hafte: but, 'till I come again.

No bed fliall e'er be guilty of my ftay,

Nor reft be interposer 'twixt us twain. [ Exeunt.
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SCENE III. Venice. J Street.

Enter SuYLocKy Solanio, Antonio,
an ill Jailor.

Snr. Jailor, look to him;—Tell not me of mercy;

This is the fool that lent out money gratis;

Jailor, look to him.

Jnt, Hear me yet, good Shylock.

Shy, ril have my bond ; fpeak not againft my bond

;

I have fworn an oath, that I will have my bond

:

Thou cairdft me dog, before thou hadft a cause;

But, fince I am a dog, bev/are my fangs:

The duke fhall grant me juftice; I do wonder.

Thou naughty jailor, that thou art fo fond

To come abroad with him at his requeft,

Ai^r, I pray thee, hear me fpeak.

Shy. ril have my bond; I will not hear thee fpeak:

I'll have my bond; and therefore fpeak no more,

ni not be made a foft and dull-ey'd fool,

To fliake the head, relent, and figh, and yield

To chriftian interceiTors. Follow not;

I'll have no fpeaking ; I will have my bond.

{^Exit Shylock,
Sol. It is the moft impenetrable cur.

That ever kept with men.
AiJT. Let him alone;

I'll follow him no more with bootlefs prayers.

He feeks my life, his reason well I know;
1 oft delivered from his forfeitures

Many that have at times made moan to me.
Therefore he hates me.

Sol. I am fure, the duke

14
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Will never grant this forfeiture to hold.

Ai^r. The duke cannot deny the courfe of law.

For the commodity that ftrangers have

With us in Venice : if it be deny'd,

'STwill much impeach the juftice of the ftate;

Since that the trade and profit of the city

Confifteth of all nations. Therefore, go:

These griefs and lofles have fo 'bated me.
That I Ihall hardly fpare a pound of flefh

To-morrovt to my bloody creditor

—

Well, jailor, on: Pray God, Bojfanio come
To fee me pay his debt, and then I care not. \Exeunt.

SCENE IV. Belmont. J Room in Portia'j Houfe.

EnferPoRTiA, Nerissa, Lorenzo, Jessica,
^nd a Servant.

Lor. Madam, although I fpeak it in your presence.

You have a noble and a true conceit

Of god-like arnity ; which appears moft ftrongly

Jn bearing thus the abfence of your lord.

But, if you knew to whom you fliow this honour.

How true a gentleman you fend relief.

How dear a lover of my lord your husband,

I know, you would be prouder of the work
Than cuftomary bounty can enforce you.

PoR. 1 never did repent for doing good.

Nor fliall not now^ . for in companions

That do converfe and wafte the time together,.

Whose fouls do bear an egal yoke of love.

There muit be needs alike proportion

Of lineaments, of manners, and of fpirit;

Which makes me think, th^t this Antonioy
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Being the bosom lover of my lord,

Mufr needs be like my lord : If it be fo.

How little is the coft I have beftow'd,

In purchafing the femblance of my foul

From out the flate of helliih cruelty?

This comes too near the praising of myfelf;

Therefore, no more of it: hear other things.

Lorenzoy I commit into your hands

The husbandry and manage of my houfe.

Until my lord's return : for mine own part,

I have toward heaven breath'd a fecret vow.

To live in prayer and contemplation,

Only attended by Nerijfa here,

Until her husband and my lord's return:

There is a monaftery two miles off.

And there we will abide. I do desire you.

Not to deny this imposition ;

The which my love, and fome neceflity,

Now lays upon you.

Lor Madam, with all my heart;

I lhall obey you in all fair commands.
For. My people do already know my mirtd.

And will acknowledge you and Jefflca

In place of lord Bajjanio and myfelf.

3o fare you well, 'till we fhall meet again.

Lor . Fair thoughts, and happy hours, attend on you

!

^JE^. I wifh ycur ladyfhip all heart's content.

toR. 1 thank you for your wifh, and am well pleas'd

To wifti it back on you: fare you vjM.JeJJica—
[Exeufit Lorenzo, Jessica.

Now, Bahhazar^ \jq the Servant

^

As I have ever found thee honeft, true,

7 hcere
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So let me find thee ftill: Take this fame^f letter^

And use thou all the endeavour of a man.
In fpeed \.oPadua\ lee thou render this

Into my cousin's hands, do6lor Bellario-,

And, look, what notes and garments he doth give thee.

Bring them, I pray thee, with imagin'd fpeed

Unto the tranedl, to the common ferry

Which trades to ^^?//V^;""wafte no time in words.

But get thee gone; I fhall be there before thee.

Ser, JVIadam, 1 go with all convenient fpeed. \^ExU*

For, Come on, NenJ/k; I have work in hand,

That you yet know not of: we'll fee our husbands
Before they think of us.

Ker, Shall they fee us?

For. They (hall, Neri[fa\ but in fuch a habit.

That they fhall think we are accomplifhed
With that we lack. I'll hold thee any wager.

When we are both accouter'd like young men,
V\\ prove the prettier fellow of the two.

And wear dagger with the braver grace;

And fpeak, between the change of man and boy.

With a reed voice; and turn two mincing fteps

Into a manly ftride; and fpeak of frays,

Like a fine bragging youth : and tell quaint lies>

How honourable ladies fought my love.

Which I denying, they fell fick, and dy'd;

I cculd not do with all; then Til repent.

And wifh, for all that, that I had not kill'd them:

And twenty of these puny lies Til tell.

That men lhall fwear, I have difcontinu'd fchool

Above a twelve-month:— I have within my mind
A thousand raw tricks of these bragging jacks,

3 to Mantua ^7 withall
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Which I will pra6lice.

Ner, Why, fhall we turn to men?
PoR, Fie! what a queftion's that.

If thou wert near a lewd interpreter?

But come, V\\ tell thee all my whole device

When T am in my coach, which ftays for us

At the park-gate; and therefore hafte away.

For we muft measure twenty miles to-day. \^Exeunf.

SCENE V. rhefame. A Garden.

Enter Jessich, and the Clown.
Clo. Yes, truly : for, look you, the fins of the fatlier

are to be lay'd upon the children; therefore, I promise

you, I fear you. I was always plain with you, and fo

now I fpeak my agitation of the matter: Therefore be

o'good cheer; for, truly, I think you are damn'd. There
is but one hope in it, that can do you any good ; and
that is but a kind of baftard hope neither.

Je^,. And what hope is that, I pray thee?

Clo, Marry, you may partly hope that your father

got you not, that you are not thej^w's daughter.

Jes. That were a kind of balhird hope, indeed; fo

the fins of my mother fnould be vysited upon me.
Clo, Truly, then I fear you are damn'd both by fa-

ther and mother: thus when I fhun Scylla, your father,

I fall into Charybdisy your mother: well, you are gone
both ways.

Jes. I fhall be fav'd by my husband ; he hath made
me a chriltian.

Clo, Truly, the more to blame he: we were chrift-

lans enough before ; e'en as m.any as could well live,

one by another: This making of chriftians will raise
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the price of hogs; if we grow all to be pork- eaters,

we fhall not ihortly have a rafher on the coals for mo-
ney.

Enter Lorenzo.
Jes. V\\ tell my husband, Launceloty what you fay;

here he comes.

Lor, I fliall grow jealous of you fhortly, Launceloty

if you thus get my wife into corners,

s. Nay, you need not fear us, Lorenzo; Launcdnt

and 1 are out: he tells me flatly, there is no mercy for

me in heaven, because I am a Je^ivs daughter: and he

fays, you arc no good member of the commonwealth;
for, in converting y^w^ to chriftians, you raise the price

of pork.

Lor* I lliall anfwer that better to the commonwealth,
than you can the getting up of the negro's belly: the

Mccr is with child by you, Launcclot,

Clo. It is much, that the Moor fliould be more than

reason: but if fi^.e be lefs than an honefl; woman, flie is,

indeed, more than 1 took her for.

Lor. Hovv every fool can play upon the word! I

think, the beft grace of wit will Ihortly turn into

filence; and difcourfe grow commendable \n none only

but parrats, Go in, firrah ; bid them prepare for din-

ner,

Clo. That is done, fir; they have all ftomacks.

Lor. Goodly lord, what a wit-fnapper are you! then

bid them prepare dinner.

Clo, That is done too, fir; only, cover is the word.

Lor. Will you cover then, fir?

Clo, Not fo, fir, neither; I know my duty.

Lor. Yet more quarrelling with occasion! wiU tho«
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fliew the whole wealth of thy wit in an inflant? I pray

thee, underfland a plain man in his plain meaning: go
to thy fellows; bid them cover the table, ferve in the

meat, and we will come in to dinner.

Clo, For the table, fir, it fhall be ferv'd in; for the

meat, fir, it fhall be covered; for your coming in to

dinner, fir, why, let it be as humours and conceits fhall

govern. \_Exit Clown.
Lor, O dear difcretion, how his words are fuitedl

The fool bath planted in his memory
An army of good words; And [ do knovy

A many fools, that ftand in better place,

Garnifli'd like him, that for a trickfy word
Defy the matter. How cheer'il thou, JeJ/tca?

And now, good fweet, fay thy opinion.

How doft thoa like the lord Bajanio^s wife ?

Jes. Pad all exprciTing: It is very meet.

The lord BaJJanio live an upright life ;

For, having fuch a bleffing in his lady.

He finds the joys of heaven here on earth;

And, if on earth he do not mean it, it

Is reastm he Ihould never come to heaven.

Why, if two gods Qiould play fome heavenly match,-

And on the wager lay two earth-ly women,
And Portia one, there muft be fomething elfe

Pavvn'd with the other; for the poor rude world
Hath not her fellow.

ZoJS'. Even fuch a husband

Haft thou of me, as fhe is for a wife.

Jes, Nay, but afk my opinion too of that.

Lor, I will anon; firft, let us go to dinner.

Jes. Nay>. let me praise you, while I have a ftomack.
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ZojJ. No, pray thee, let it ferve for table-talk;

Then, howfoe'er thou fpeak'ft, 'mong other things

I fhall digeft it.

Je^, Well, I'll fet you forth. {Exeunt.

act: IN.

SCENE L Venice. ACcurtofjuflice.
Enter, in States the Duke, MagnifcopSy Oncers ofthe

Court, ScC* andfeat themfel^ves ; then. Enter Antonio,
guarded^ Bassanio, Gratiano, Salerino,

Solanio, and Others.

Duk. What, is Antonio here?

At^r. Ready, fo please your grace.

Duk, I am forry for thee; thou art come to anfwer
A ftony adverfary, an inhuman wretch,

Uncapable of pity, void and empty
From any dram of mercy.

Ant, 1 have heard,

Your grace hath ta'en great pains to qualify

His rigorous courfe; but fmce he ftands obdurate.

And that no lawful means can carry me
Out of his envy's reach, I do oppose

My patience to his fury; and am arm'd
To fufFer, v/ith a quietnefs of fpirit,

The very tyranny and rage of his.

DuK, Go one, and call xh^Je^ into the court.

Sal. He is ready at the door: he comes, my lord.

Enter Sh ylock.
Duk, Make room, and let him ftand before our face ,«r

Shjlcck^ the world thinks, and I think fo too.
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That thou but lead'ft this fafhion of thy malice

To the laft hour of ad; and then, 'tis thought,

Thou'lt llievv thy mercy, and remorfe, more itrange

Than is thy ftrange apparent cruelty

:

And, where thou now exadl'ft the penalty,

(Which is a pound of this poor merchant's flelTi)

Thou wilt not only loofe the forfeiture,

But, touch'd with human gentlenefs and love.

Forgive a moiety of the principal

;

Glancing an eye of pity on his lofies,

That have of late fa huddTd on his back;
Enough to prefs a royal merchant down.
And pluck commiseration of his (late

From braily bosoms, and rough hearts of flint.

From ftubborn Turks, and Tartarsy never train'd

To offices of tender courtefy.

We all expe6l a gentle anfvver, jfe^,

Sht. 1 have possefT'd your grace of what I purpose;;

And by our holy fabaoth have I fworn.

To have the due and forfeit of my bond:
If you deny it, let the danger light

Upon your charter, and your city's freedom.

You'll afic me, why 1 rather choose to have

A weight of carrion flefh, than to receive

Three thousand ducats: I'll not anfwer that:

But, fay, it is my humour; Is it anfwer'd?

What if my houfe be troubl'd with a rat.

And I be pleas'd to give ten thousand ducats

To have it ban'dr What, are you anfwer'd yet?
Some men there are, love not a gaping pig;

Some, that are mad, if they behold a cat;

And others^ when the bag-pipe fings i'the nose^
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Cannot contain their urine; for afFeflion,

Miitrefs of palTion, fways it to the mood
Of what it likes, or loaths: Now for your anfwetl

As there* is no firm reason to be rendered,

Why he cannot abide a gaping pig;

Why he, a harmlefs neceiTary cat;

Why he, a woolen bagpipe; but of force

Mull yield to fuch inevitable fhame.

As to offend himfelf, being offended;

So can I give no reason, nor I will not.

More than a lodg'd hate, and a certain loathing,

1 bear Antonio^ that I follow thus

A losing fait againil him. Are you anfwer'd?

Ba^, This is no aniwer, thou unfeeling man^
To excuse the current of thy cruelty.

Snr. I am not bound to please thee with my anfwers*

Ba^, Do all men kill the things they do not love?

Shy. Hates any man the thing he would not kill?

Ba^, Every oftence is not a hate at firii. [twice?

Sey, What, would'il; thou have a ferpent (ling thee

^xvr. I pray you, think you queftion with they^xu.*

You may as well go ftand upon the beach,

And bid the main flood bate his usual height;

You may as well use queflion with the wolf,

Why he hath made the ewe bleat for the lamb;

You may as well forbid the mountain pines

To wag their high tops, and to make no noise.

When they are fretted with the gufts of heaven ;

You may as well do any thing moft hard,

As feek to foften that (than which what's harder?)

Hisjtfxc'//^ heart: Therefore, I do befeech you.

Make no more offers, use no farther means.

2 Maifters of
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But, with all brief and plain conveniencyj

Let me have judgment, and ihtyeiv his wllf.

Bas. For thy three thousand ducats here is "j" fix.

Shy. If every ducat in fix thousand ducats

Were in fix parts, and every part a ducat,

I would not draw them, I would have my bond. ^

Duk, How (halt thoii hope for mercy, rendering none ?

Sar, What judgment (hall I dread, doing no wrong
Yoa have ^mong you many a purchaPd flave.

Which, like your afies, and your dogs, and mules.

You use in abjedl and in flavifh parts,

Because you bought them; Shall 1 fay to you.

Let them be free, marfy them to your heirs,

Why fweat they under burthens, let their beds

Be made as foft as yours, and let their palates

Be feason'd with fuch viands? you will anfvver,"

The flaves are onrs : So do I anfwer you

:

The pound of (lefh, which I demand of him.

Is dearly bought, is mine, and I will have it:

If you deny me, fie upon your law;

There is no force in the decrees of Vejiice:

I ftand for judgment; anfwer. Shall I have it?

Duk, Upon my power, I may difmifs this coxstU

Unlefs Bellaria, a learned dodlor.

Whom I have ferrt for to determine this.

Come here to-»day.

Sal, My lord, here flrays without

A meflcnger with letters from the doftor.

New come from Padua,

Duk, Bring us the letters; Call the meffengef.

Ba^, Good cheer, Antonio! W''hat, man: courage yeitt

The Je^-jj fhall have my flefli, blood, bones, and all,

19 as mine

vo L. nr. K
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Ere thou lhalt lose for me one drop of blood.

Ant. I am a tainted weather of the flock,

Meeteft for death; the weakeft kind of fruit

Drops fooneft to the ground, and io let me:
You cannot better be employed, Bajfanio^

Than to live ftill, and write mine epitaph.

Enter N E r i s s a , habited like a Clerk,

T>uk^ Came you from Padua^ from Bellario?

Nrk. From both, my lord ; Bellario greets your grace.

[presenting a Letter.

Sas. Why doft thou whet thy knife fo earneftly?

Sht, To cut the forfeiture from that bankrupt there,

GRji. Not on thy foal, but on thy foul, harfh^^xy.

Thou mak'ft thy knife keen : but no metal can.

No, not the hangman's axe, bear half the keennefs

Of thy lharp envy. Can no prayers pierce thee?

Snr. No, none that thou haft wit enough to make*
GRji, O, be thou damn'd, inexorable dog!

And for thy life let juftice be accus'd.

Thou almoft mak'ft me waver in my faith^

To hold opinion with Pythagoras,

That fouls of animals infuse themfelves

Into the trunks of men : thy currifh fpirit

Governed a wolf, vyho, hang'd for human flaughter,

Even from the gallows did his fell foul fleet.

And, whilft thou lay'ft in thy unhallow'd dam,

Infus'd itfelf in thee ; for thy desires

Are wolfifli, bloody, ftarv'd and ravenous.

Snr. 'Till thou canft rail the feal from off my bond.

Thou but ofi'end'ft thy lungs to fpeak fo loud:

Repair thy wit, good youth, or it will fail

To curelefs ruin I ftand here for law.

58 inexecrable
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hvk. This letter from Bellario doth commend
A young and learned dodlor to our court:*—

Where is he?

Ner, He attendeth here hard by,

To know your anfwer, whether you'll admit him.

Duk. With all my heart :»«fome three or four of you.

Go give him courteous condudl to this place.

Meantime, the court fhall hear Bellarws letter.

[gi'ving it to a Clerk.

ClCf [reads,'] Tour grace Jhall underjiand^ that^ at the

receipt ofyour letter^ I am 'very Jick : but in the inftant

thatyour mejjenger came, in louing ^visitation njoas ivith

me a young do^or ofRome, his name is Balthasar: / ac^

quainted him njuith the cause in contro^erfy hetnueen the

Jew and Antonio the merchant: nue turned o'er many
books together : he is furnijhed --with my opinion ; ^hich^
better d nvith his oivn learning, (the greatnefs wohereof I
cannot enough commendJ comes nvith him, at my importu-^

nity, to fill up your grace'*s requejl in my Jlead. 1 he^ eech

youy let his lack ofyears he no impediment to let him lack

a reaverend ejiimation ; for I never knenxj fo young a body

fwith fo old a head. I leai;e him to your gracious accept-^

ance, wohose trialjhall better publijh his commendation*

Dufef You hear the learn'd Bellario, what he writes^

And here, I take it, is the dodlor come._«
£«/^r Port I A, y^r Balthasar.

Give me your hand: Came you from eld Bellario

P

For. 1 did, my lord.

Duk. You are welcome : take your place.

Are you acquainted with the dilFerence

That holds this present queftion in the court ?

jPoR. I am informed throughly of the cause*

Kz
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Which Is the merchant here, and which the

Duk. Ant9nio and old Shylocky both ftand forth,

PoK. Is your name »S^/<7r>J

Shy. Shylock is my name.
For, Of a ftrange nature is the fuit you follow 5

Yet in fuch rule, that the Venetian law
Cannot impugn you, as you do proceed

—

You ftand within his danger, do yoa not?

A^*r, Ay, fo he fays.

PoK . Do you confefs the bond ?

Am. I do.

PoR. Then muft the Je^ be merciful.

SuY, On what compulfion muft I? tell me that*

PoK. The quality of mercy is not ftrain'd

;

It droppeth, as the gentle rain from heaven

Upon the place beneath: it is twice bleft;

It blefleth him that gives, and him that takes

:

'Tis mightieft in th-e mightieft; it becomes
The throned monarch better than his crown

:

His fcepter Ihews the force of temporal power.

The attribute to awe and majefty.

Wherein doth fit the dread and fear of kings;

But mercy is above this fcepter'd fway.

It is enthroned in the hearts of kings.

It is an attribute to God himfelf

;

And earthly power doth then Ihew likeft God^s^

When mercy feasons juftice : Therefore, Je-w^

Though juftice be thy plea, confider this,—'

That, in the courfe of juftice, none of us

Should fee (alvation : we do pray for mercy

;

And that fame prayer doth teach us all to render

The deeds of mercy. I have fpoke thus much.



ne Merchant of Venice. 7

1

To mitigate the juftice of thy plea;

Which if thou follow, this ftridl court of Venice

Muft needs give fentence 'gainft the merchant there.

Shy. My deeds upon my head: I crave the law.

The penalty and forfeit of my bond.

For, Is he not able to difcharge the money?
Ba^. Yes, here I tender it for him in the court;

Yea, twice the fum : if that will not fuffice,

I will be bound to pay it ten times o'er.

On forfeit of my hands, my head, my heart:

]f this will not fufRce, it muft appear

That malice bears down truth. And I befeech you,

Wreft once the law to your authority:

To do a great right, do a little wrong;
And curb this cruel devil of his will.

PoR, It muft not be; there is no power in Venice

Can alter a decree eftablifhed

:

^Twill be recorded for a precedent;

And many an error, by the fame example.
Will rulh into the ftate : it cannot be.

Shy, a Daniel QomQ to judgment; yea, a Daniel/^

O wise young judge, how I do honour thee!

For. I pray you, let me look upon the bond.

Shy. Here 'tis, moft reverend do(9-or, here "f" it is.

For. Shyloc^, there's thrice thy money ofFer'd thee.

Shy, An oath, an oath, I have an oath in heaven :

Shall I lay perjury upon my foul?

No, not for Venice.

For. Why, this bond is forfeit;

And lawfully by this the Je^ may claim

A pound of flefh, to be by him cut off

Neareft the merchant's heart:— Be merciful;

K 3
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Take thrice thy money; bid me tear the bond.

Sht. When it is pay'd according to the tenqur*
,

It doth appear, you are a worthy judge.

You know the law, your exposition

Hath been moft found; I charge you by the law.

Whereof you are a well-deserving pillar.

Proceed to judgment: by my foul I fwear.

There is no power in the tongue of man
To alter me: I ftay here on my bond.

jiNr, Moft heartily I do befeech the court

To give the judgment.

Pgr Why then, thus it is.

You muft prepare your bosom for his knife:

Shy. O noble judge! O excellent young man!
PoR. For the intent and purpose of the law

Hath full relation to the penalty.

Which here appeareth due upon the bond.

Shy, 'Tis very true; O wise and upright judge!

How much more elder art thou than thy looks!

PoR, Therefore, lay bare your bosom:
Shy, Ay, his breaft ;

So fays the bond; Doth it not, noble judge?

Neareft his heart, those are the very words.

PoR, It is fo. Are there balance here, to weigh
The flelh ?

Smy, I have them ready.

PoR, Have by feme furgeon, Shylock^ on your charge^

To ftop his wounds, left he do bleed to death.

Shy. Is it fo nominated in the bond?
For. It is net fo exprefT'd; But what of that?

'Twere good you do fo much for charity.

Shy. 1 cannot find ic; 'tis not in ihe bond.
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For. Come, merchant, have you any thing to fay?

JnT. But little; I am arm'd, and well prepar'd,^

Give me your hand, BaJfanio \ fare you well.

Grieve not that I am fall'n to this for you;

For herein fortune Ihows heifelf more kind

Than is her cuflom : it is ftill her ufe.

To let the wretched man out-live his wealth.

To view with hollow eye, and wrinkl'd brovv.

An age of poverty; from which lingering penance
Of fuch a misery doth fhe cut me off.

Commend me to your honourable wife:

Tell her the procefs of Antonio ^ end,

Say how I lovM you, fpeak me fair in death;

And, when the tale is told, bid her be judge.

Whether Baffanio had not once a love.

Repent not you that you ftiall lose your friend.

And he repents not that he pays your debt;

For, if the Jeav do cut but deep enough,

ril pay it inftantly with all my heart.

Bas, Antonio, I am marry'd to a wife.

Which is as dear to me as life itfelf;

But life itfelf, my wife, and all the world.

Are not with me efteem'd above thy life:

I v^'ould lose all, ay, facrifice them all

Her€ to this devil, to deliver you.

For, Your wife would give you little thanks for that.

If (he were by to hear you make the piFer.

Gra. I have a wife, whom, I proteft, I love;

I would Ihe were in heaven, fo fhe could

Intreat fome power to change this currifti Je^.
Ner, 'Tis well, you offer it behind her back;

TSie wifli would make elfe an unquiet houfe.
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Sht. *^ These be the chrillian husbands : I have a daa-
ghter;'*

Would any of the flock of Barrabas*^
Had been her husband, rather than a chrlftian

!"

We trifle time ; I pray th^^e, purfue fentence.

PoR, A pound of that fame merchant's flefh is thine;

The court awards it, and the law doth give it.

Siir. Moft rightful judge !

PoR. And you muft cut this flefli from off his breaft;

The law allows it, and the court awards it. [pare.

Sur, Moft learned judge!«,A fentence; come, pre-

PoR. Tarry a little ; there is fcmething elfe.

This bond doth give thee here no jot of blood;

The words exprplfly are, a pound of flefti:

Take then thy bond, take thou thy pound of fleih;

But, in the cutting it, if thou doft ftied

One drop of chriftian blood, thy lands, and goods.

Are, by the laws of Venicey confifcate

Unto the ftate of Venice, [ge!

Gra, O upright j udge I^Mark,J>-xv ;--^Q learned j ud-

Sht. Is that the law ?

PoR. Thyfelf fhalt fee the aft:

For, as thou urgeft juftice, be afiur'd.

Thou (halt have juftice, more than thou desir'ft. [g^.

Gra, O learned judge !^ Mark, ^^^y; a learned jud-

Sht. I take his offer then; pay the bond thrice.

And let the chriftian go.

Bas, Here is the money,
PoR, Son;

The Jeiv flmll have all juftice; foft, no hafte ;

He (i.all have nothing but the penalty.

Gra, O Jeui;! an upright judge, a learned judge!

215 this cffe^
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PoR, Therefore prepare thee to cut ofF the flefli.

Shed thou no blood ; nor cut thou lefs, nor more.

But juft a pound of flefti : if thou tak'ft more.

Or lefs, than a juft pound,— be it but fo much
As makes it light, or heavy, in the fubftance.

On the division of the twentieth part

Of one poor fcruple; nay, if the fcale do tura

But in the eftimation of a hair,"^

Thou dy'il:, and all thy goods are confifcate.

Grj. a fecond Daniely a Daniel, Jeiu !

Now, infidel, I have you on the hip.

PoR. Why doth the^^iv pause? take thy forfeiture.

Shy, Give me my principal, and let me go.

Ba^, 1 have it ready for thee ; here it is.

PoR, He hath refus'd it in the open court;

He (hall have merely julHce, and his bond,

Gra, a DanieU ftiH fay ^ a fecond Daniel!

^

I thank thee, ^^xu, for teaching me that word.

Shy. Shall I not have barely my principal?

PoR. Thou (halt have nothing but the forfeiture.

To be fo taken at thy peril, Jenju.

Shy. Why, then the devil give him good of it!

ril ftay no longer queflion.

PoR. Tarry, yeiv ;

The law hath yec another ho!d on yoa.

It is enabled in the laws of Fenice,
—

If it be prov'd againil: an alien.

That, by direcl, or indire£t attempts.

He feek the life of any citizen.

The party, 'gainil the which he doth contri\'r.

Shall feize on half his goods; the other half

Conaes to the privy coii^er of the ftate

;

p. or the
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And the olFender's life lies in the mercy
Of the duke only, 'gainft all other voice.

In which p*-edicament, I fay, thou fland'll:

For it appears by manifefl: proceeding,

That, indiredlly, and directly too,

Thou haft contriv'd againft the very life

Of the defendant; and thou haft incur'd

The danger formerly by me rehearPd.

Down, therefore, and beg mercy of the duke. [felf

:

Gra. Beg that thou may 'ft have leave to hang thy-

And yet, thy wealth being forfeit to the ftate.

Thou haft not left the value of a cord;

Therefore thou muft be hang'd at the ftate's charge.

Dcik, That thou ftialt fee the difference of our fpirit,

I pardon thee thy life before thou afk it

:

For half thy weaith, it is Jnionlo^ ;

The other half comes to th'* general ftate^

Vvhich humblcnefs may dri7e unto a fine.

For, A'y, for the i.:/e, not for /Intcmo,

Sht, Nay, take my life and all, pardon not that:

You take my houfe, when you do take the prop

That dn;h fuftain my houfe; you take ir.y life,

When you do take the means whereby I live.

For, What ir.crcy can you render him, Antomo?

Gra. a halter eratis; nothing elfe, for God's fake.

Ant, So please my lord the duke^ and all the court.

To quit the line for one half of his goods

;

I am content,— fo he will let me have

The other half in ufe,— to render it.

Upon his de.:th, unto the gentleman

That lately fto^e his daughter.

Two things provided more,""That^ for this favour.
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He presently become a chriftian;

The other, that he do record a gift.

Here in the court, of all he dies possefTd,

Unto his Ton Lorenzo, and his daughter.

Duk, He fliall do this; or elfe I do recant

The pardon, that I late pronounced here.

PoR. Art thou contented, JevoF what doft thou fay?

Shy, I am content.

For, Clerk, draw a deed of gift.

Sht. I pray you, give me leave to go from hence;

I am not well ; fend the deed after me.

And [ will fign it.

Duk, Get thee gone, but do it.

Gra In chrifl'ning fliaU thou have two god -fathers;

Had 1 been judge, thou (hould'l^ have had ten more,

To bring thee to the gallows, not the font.

{Exit Shylock.
Duk, Sir, I entreat you home with me to dinner,

PoR. 1 humbly do desire your grace of pardon;

I mull: away this night toward Paduaj

And it is meet I presently let forth.

Duk, I am forry, that your leisure ferves you not.«-

Antonio, gratify this gentleman;

For, in my mind, you are much bound to him.

[Exeunt Duke, ant/ Court.

Bas, Moft worthy gentleman, 1, and my friend.

Have by your wisdom been thii day acquitted

Of grievous penalties; in lieu whereof.

Three thousand ducats, due unto the y^'Tc, ^

We freely cope your courteous pH*ns withal.

^^r. And iland indebted, over and above,

Jn love and fervice to you ev^ermore.
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For. He is well pay'd, that is well fatiffy'd.

And J, delivering you, am fatiffy'd,

-And therein do account myfelf well pay'd;

My mind was never yet more mercenary.

I pray you, know me, when we meet again

;

I wiih you well, and fo I take my leave.

Bas. Dear fir, of force I muft attempt you further;

Take fome remembrance of us, as a tribute.

Not as a fee: grant me two things, I pray you.

Not to deny me, and to pardon me.
PoR, You profs me far, and therefore I will yield.

Give me your gloves, I'll wear them for your fake;_«.

And, for your love, I'll take this ring from you:

Po not drav/ back your hand; I'll take no more.
And you in love fhall not deny me this.

Bas» This ring, good fir,— alas, it is a trifle

;

I will not fhame myfelf to give you this.

For. I will have nothing elfe but only this

;

And now, methinks, I have a mind to it.

Bas. There's more depends on this, than on the value.

The deareft ring in Venice will I give you.

And find it out by proclamation;

Only for this, I pray you, pardon me.
For, I fee, fir, you are liberal in offers:

You taught me firll to beg; and now, methinks.

You teach me how a beggar Ihould be anfwer'd.

Bas. Good fir, this ring was given me by my wife

5

And, when fhe put it on, fhe made me vow,
Thdit I would neither fell, nor give, nor lose it.

For, That Tcufe ferves many men to fave their gifts.

An if your wife be not a mad-woman.
And know how well I iiave deserv'd this ring.
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She would" not hold out enemy for ever,

For giving it to me. Well, peace be with you!

[Exeunt Por. aff^/NER,

JnT, My lord Bajfanio^ let him have the ring;

Let his deservings, and my love withal,

Be valu'd 'gainft your wife's commandemcnt,
Baz, Go, Gratianoj run and over-take him.

Give him the=f=ring; and bring him, if thou canff.

Unto Antonio^ houfe: away, make hafte— [Exit Gra.
Come, you and I will thither presently;

And in the morning early will we both

Fly toward Belmont
-y
come, Antonio, [Exeunt.

SC E NE II. The fame. Street before the Court.

Enter "PoKTiA, ^2;:^ Nerissa.
PoR. Enquire the Je<w^s houfe out, give him this=f=

And let him fign it; we'll away to-night, [deed>

And be a day before our husbands home:
This deed will be well welcome to Lorenzo.

Etiier G r a ti an o.

Gra. Fair fir» you are well o'er-ta'en:

My lord Bajfanio^ upon more advice,

Hath fent you here this y ring; and doth entreat

Your company at dinner.

Pqr. That cannot be:

His ring I do accept moft thankfully,

And fo, I pray you, tell him: Furthermore,

I pray you, (hew my youth old Slyloci^s houfe,

Gra. That will I do.

Ner. Sir, I would fpeak with you:—
ril fee if I can get my husband's ring,"

*^ Which I did make him fwear to keep for ever,*'
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Tqk. " Thou may'ft, I warrant: Wc (hall have old

fwearing,"

That they did give the rings away to men
** But we'll out-face them, and out-fwear them too/*

Away, make hafte; thou know'ft where I will tarry.

l^ER, Come, good fir, will youftiew me to this houfe?

\Exeunt^

ACT V.
5 CEN Belmont. Avenue to PortiaV Houfe.

Enter Lorenzo, and Jessica.

LoK. The moon fliines bright : In fuch a night as this.

When the fweet wind did gently kifs the trees,

And they did make no noise ; in fuch a night,

Troilus, methinks, mounted the Trojan wall,

And ligh'd his foul toward the Grecian tents.

Where CreJJid lay that night.

^£5. In fuch a night,

Did Thishe fearfully o*er-trip the dew

;

And faw the lion's fhadow ere himfelf,

And ran difmay'd away.

Lor. In fuch a night.

Stood Dido with a willow in her hand

Upon the wild-fea banks, and waft her love

To come again to Carthage,

Jes. In fuch a night,

Medea gather'd the enchanted herbs

That did renew oMijEjon.

Lor, In fuch a night,

Did jfe^ca fteal from the wealthy y^.-wj
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And with an un thrift love did run from Fsnicif

As far as Belmont.

Jes, And in fuch a night.

Did yo\iv\g Lorenzo fwear he lov'd her well;

Stealing her foul with many vows of faith.

And ne'er a true one.

Lor, And in fuch a night.

Did pretty Jeffica^ like a little (hrow,

Slander her love, and he forgave it her.

Jes. I would out-night you, did no body come;
But, hark, I hear the footing of a man.

Ej2ter a Servant.

Lor, Who comes fo fafi in filence of the night?

Ser, A friend. [friend?

Lor. a friend? what friend? your name, Iprayyoa,
Ser, Stephana is my name; and [ bring word.

My miRrefs will before the break of day

Be here 2ii Belmont: (he doth ilray about

By holy croffes, where (he kneels and prays
!

For happy wedlock hours.

Lor. Who comes with her?

Ser. None, but a holy hermit, and her maid.

I pray you, is my mafter yet returned.

Lor. He is not, nor we have not heard from him«^
But go we in, [ pray thee, JeJJtca^

And ceremonioufly let us prepare

Some welcome for the mi lire fs of the houfe.

Enter Clown.
Clo, Sola, fola, wo ha ho, fola, fola!

Lor. Who calls?

CU, Sola! Did you fee m^&^x Lorenzo^ and miflrefs

LorenzaF fola, fola!
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Lor. Leave hollowing, man; here.

Clo. Sola ! where, where ?

Lor. Here.

Clo, Tell him, there's a poft come from tay mafter,

with his horn fall of good news; my mafter will be
here ere morning. [^Exit Clo.

Lor. Sweet lovejet'sin,and there expefttheircoming.

And yet no matter; Why (hould we go in

My GOOti friend Stephana, fignify, I pray you,

Within the houfe, your miftrefs is at hand;

And bring your musick forth into the air \_Exii Ztt*

How fweet the moon-light fleeps upon this bank!
Here will we fit, and let the founds of musick
Creep in our ears; foft ftillnefs, and the night.

Become the touches of fweet harmony.
Sit, JeJJjca: Look, how the floor of heaven

Is thick inlay'd with pattens of bright gold;

There's not the fmalleft orb, which thou behold'ft^

But in his motion like an angel fings.

Still quiring to the young-ey'd cherubins:

Such harm.ony is in immortal fouls;

But, whilft this inuddy vefture of decay

Doth grofly close it in, we cannot hear it.

Enter Musick, and Domejiicks of Portia*

Come, ho, and wake Diana with a hymn

;

With fweeteft touches pierce your miftrefs' ear.

And draw her home with musick. [Musick plc^s.

Jez. I am never merry, when I hear fweet musick.

Lor. The reason is, your fpirits are attentive:

For do but note a wild and wanton herd.

Or race of youthful and unhandl'd colts.

Fetching mad bounds, bellowing, and neighing loud,

6 morning fwsst love, LQrerit Let's in.
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Which IS the hot condition of their blood;

If they but hear perchance a trumpet found,

Or any air of musick touch their ears,

You fhall perceive them make a mutual ftand.

Their favage eyes turn'd to a modeft gaze

By the fweet power of musick: Therefore the poet

Did feign that Orpheus drew trees, ftones, and floods;

Since nought fo ftockifli, hard, and full of rage.

But musick for the time doth change his nature;

The man that hath no musick in himfelf,

Nor is not mov'd with concord of fweet founds.

Is fit for treasons, ftratagems, and fpoils;

The motions of his fpirit are dull as night.

And his afFe6lions dark as Erebus

i

Let no fuch man be trulled. Mark the musick.
Enter Port I a, and Ner i ss a.

PoR. That light we fee is burning in my hall.

How far that little candle throws his beams !

So (hines a good deed in a naughty world.

Ner. When the moon fhone, we did not fee the candle.

For. So doth the greater glory dim the lefs:

A fubftitute Ihines brightly as a king.

Until a king be by; and then his ftate

Empties itfelf, as doth an inland brook
Into the main of waters. Musick! hark.

Ner, It is your musick, madam, of the houfe.

PoR, Nothing is good, I fee, without refped;
Methinks, it founds much fweeter than by day,

Ner^ Silence befcows that virtue on it, madam.
For, The crow doth fing as fweetly as the lark.

When neither is attended ; and, I think.

The nightingale, if flic (hould fing by day.

Vol. hi. L
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When every goofe is cackling, would be thought

No better a n^^usician than the wren.

How many things by feason feason'd are

To their right praise, and true perfedlion.

—

Peace! how the moon fleeps with Endymion^

And would not be awak'd. \obser^i?ig Lor and^tL
Lor. That is the voice, [r/j/;;^. Musick ceofes.

Or I am much deceiv'd, of Portia*

PoR . He knows me as the blind man knows the cuckoo,

Ey the bad voice.

Lor. Dear lady, welcome home.

PoR , We have been praying for our husbands' welfare.

Which fpeed, we hope, the better for our words*

Are they return'd?

Lor, Madam, they are not yet;

But there is come a meffenger before.

To fignify their coming.

PoR, Go in, NeriJJay

Give order to my fervants, that they take

No note at all of our being abfent hence;

Nor you, Lore7izo,„JeJj7ca, nor you. [Trumpet.

LoR. Your husband is at hand, T hear his trumpet:

We are no tell-tales, madam, fear you not.

PoR, This night, methinks, is but the day-light fick.

It looks a little paler; 'tis a day.

Such as the day is when the fun is hid.

Eruer Bassanio, Antonio, Gjjatiano,
a?7d their Pollonjcers.

Bas, We fhould hold day with iht Antipodes, _

If yqu would walk in abfence of the fun.

1^0 R. Let me give light, but let me not be light;

For a light wife doth make a heavy husband.
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And never be Bajfanio fo for me;
But, God fort all! You are welcome home, my lord.

Ba^, 1 thank you, madam: give welcome to my friend;

This is the man, this is Antonio^

7'o whom I am fo infinitely bound.

For, You Ihould in all fenfe be much bound to him.
For, as I hear, he was much bound for you.

Jar, No more than I am well acquitted of.

For, Sir, you are very welcome to our houfe

:

It mufl appear in other ways than words.

Therefore I fcant this breathing courtefy. [wrong;
Gra, \to Ner.] By yonder moon, I fwear you do me

In faith, I gave it to the judge's clerk:

Would he were gelt that had it, for my part,

Since you do take it, love, fo much at heart.

For, a quarrel, ho, already: what's the matter?

Gra. About a hoop of gold, a paltry ring

That ihe did give me; v/hose posy was.

For all the world, like cutler's poetry

Upon a knife, Lo^je me, and lea^je me not,

Ner. What talk you of the posy, or the value?

You fwore to me, when I did give it you.

That you would wear it till your hour of death;

And that it fhould lye with you in your grave:

Though not for me, yet for your vehement oaths.

You fhould have been refpedlive, and have kept it.

Gave it a judge's clerk* but well I know.
The clerk will ne'er wear hair on his face, that had it.

Gra. He will, an if he live to be a man,
Ner, Ay, if a woman live to be a man.
Gra. Now, by this hand, I gave it to a youth,

\ kind of boy; a little fcrubbed boy,

L 2
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No higher than thyfelf, the judge's clerk;

A prating boy, that beg'd it as a fee

;

1 could not for my heart deny it him.
PoR, You were to blame, I mufl be plain with you.

To part fo flightly with your wife's firft gift;

A thing ftuck on with oaths upon your finger,

And riveted fo with faith unto your fiefh.

I gave my love a ring, and made him fwear

Never to part with it; and here he (lands;

I dare be fvvorr> for him, he would not leave it.

Nor pluck it from his finger, for the wealth

That the world maflers. Now, in faith, Gratianoy

You give your wife too unkind a cause of grief;

An 'twere to me, I fhould be mad at it.

Bab, " Why, I were beft to cut my left hand oiF,*'

And fwear, I loft the ring defending it."

Gra, My lord Bpffanio gave his ring away
Unto the judge that beg'd it, and, indeed,

Deserv'd it too; and then the boy, his clerk,

That took fome pains in writing, he beg'd mine;

And neither man, nor mafter, would take ought

But the two rings.

?0K, ¥/hat ring gave you, my lord?

Not that, I hope, which you receiv'd of me.

Bab, If I could add a lie unto a fault,

I would deny it; but, you fee, my finger

Hath not the ring upon it, it is gone.

For, Even fo void is your falfe heart of truth.

By heaven, I will ne'er come in your bed.

Until I fee the ring.

iV£^. Nor i in yours, \to Gratiano.

Till I again fee mine.

7 fo riveted
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Ba^. S\wttt Portia^

If you did know to whom I gave the ring.

If you did know for whom I gave the ring,

And would conceive for what I gave the ring.

And how unwillingly 1 left the ring,

When nought would be accepted but the ring.

You would abate the ftrength of your difpleasure.

For, If you had known the virtue of the ring.

Or half her worthinefs that gave the ring.

Or your own honour to contain the ring.

You would not then have parted with the ring.

What man is there fo much unreasonable.

If you had pleas'd to have defended it

With any terms of zeal, wanted the modefty

To urge the thing held as a ceremony?

NeriJJa teaches me what to believe;

I'll die for't, but fome woman had the ring.

Bas, No, by my honour, m.adam, by my foul.

No woman had it, but a civil dodlor.

Which did refuse three thousand ducats of me.
And beg'd the ring; the which I did deny him.

And fuffer'd him to go difpleas'd away;
Even he that had held up the very life

Of my dear friend. What (hould [ fay, fweet lady?

I was enforc'd to fend it after him;
I was befet with fhame and courtefy

;

My honour would not let ingratitude

So much befmear it: Pardon me, good lady;

For, by these bieiled candles of the night.

Had you been there, I think, you would have beg'd

The l ing of me to give the worthy dodor.
For, Let not that dodor e'er come near my houfe:

L3
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Since he hath got the jewel that I lov'd,

And that which you did fwear to keep for me,
I will become as liberal as you

;

I'll not deny him any thing I have.

No, not my body, nor my husband's bed:
Know him I fhall, I am well fure of it:

Lye not a night from home; watch me like Argus;

If you do not, if 1 be left alone,

Now by mine honour, which is yet mine own,
I'll have that doftor for my bedfellow.

Ner. And 1 his clerk; therefore be well advis'd.

How you do leave me to mine own prote6lion.

Guji, Well do you fo; let me not take him then.

For, if I do. Til mar the young clerk's pen,

j^NT. I am the unhappy fubjed of these quarrels.

For, Sir, grieve not you ; you are welcome notwith-

ftanding.

Portia, forgive me this^enforced wrong;
And, in the hearing of these many friends,

I fwear to thee, even by thine own fair eyes.

Wherein I fee myfelf,-"

For. Mark you but that:

In both my eyes he doubly fees himfelf;

In each eye, one : fv/ear by your double felf.

And there's an oath of credit.

Bjis, Nay, but hear me:
Pardon this fault, and by my foul T fwear,

I never more will break an oath with thee.

Af^r, I once did lend my body for his wealth

;

Which, but for him that had your husband's ring,.

Had quite mifcarry'd ; I dare be bound again,

My foul upon the forfeit, that your lord
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WiU never more break faith advisedly.

For. Then you (hall be his furety: Give him
=f=

this;

And bid him keep it better than the other.

JnT, Here, lord BaJ/anio; fwear to keep this ring,

Bjis. By heaven, it is the fame I gave the doflor.

For, I had it of him: pardon me, BaJ/anio;

For by this ring the dodlor lay with fne,

, Ner. And pardon me, my gentle Gratiano;

For that fame fcrubbed boy, the dodlor's clerk.

In lieu of this=|=, lafl night did lye with me.
Grj{, Why, this is like the mending of high-ways

Jn fummer, where the ways are fair enough:
What, are we cuckolds, ere we have deserv'd it?

For. Speak not fo grofly You are all amaz'd:«^
Here is a letter, [to Baf ] read it at your leisure;

It comes from Padua^ from Bellario:

There you (hall find, t\\2itFortia was the doftor;

Nerijfa there, her clerk : Lorenzo here

Shall witnefs, I fet forth as foon as you.

And but even now return'd; I have not yet

Enter'd my houre._„y^«/o/?/^7, you are welcome;
And 1 have better news in ftore for you,

Than you expert: unfeal this=[=letter foon;

There you (hall find, three of your argofies

Are richly come to harbour fuddenly:

You fnall not know by what ftrange accident

I chanced on this letter.

Jtjr. I am dumb.
Bas. Were you the doftor, and I knew you not?

Gra. Wereyouthe clerk, that is to make me cuckold?

Ner. Ay; but the clerk, that never means to do it,

Ualefs he live until he be a man>

L4
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Ba^. Sweet doftor, you lhall be my bedfellow;
When I am abfent, then lye with my wife.

Ant, Sweet lady, you have given me life, and living ;

For here I read for certain, that my fhips

Are fafely come to road.

For, How now, Lorenzo?

My clerk hath fome good comforts too for you.
Ner, Ay, and I'll give them him without a fee.^

There =f= do I give to you, and Jejfica^

From the rich Jew^j^ a fpecial deed of gift.

After his death, of all he dies possefT'd of.

Lor. Fair ladies, you drop manna in the way
Of ftarved people.

For. It is almofl: morning,
And yet, I am fure, you are not fatiffy'd

Of these events at full: Let us go in;

And charge us there upon inter'gatorles.

And we will anfwer all things faithfully.

Gra. Let it be fo ; The firft inter*gatory.

That my Neriffa fliall be fworn on, is,

—

Whether 'till the next night fhe had rather ftay;

Or go to bed now, being two hours to day:

But were the day come, I Ihould wifh it dark.

That I were couching with the dodor's clerk.

Well, while I live, I'll fear no other thing

So fore, as keeping fafe Neri/Ja's, ring. [Exeunt.
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Acr L
SCENE L Orchard of OXwtx'sHoufe.

Enter Orlando, and Adam.

Orl. a? I remember, Adam, It was upon this fa-

tKer bequeathed me by will but a poor thousand crowns

;

and, as thou fay'll, charg'd my brother, on his bleffing,

to breed me well: and there begins my fadnefs. My
brother Jaques he keeps at fchool, and report fpeaks

goldenly of his profit: for my part, he keeps me ruili-

cally at home, or, to fpeak more properly, flays me here

at home unkcpt; For call you that keeping for a gen-

tleman of my birth, that differs not from the Hailing of

an ox? His horfes are bred better; for, befides that they

are fair with their feeding, they are taught their man-
age, and to that end riders dearly hir'd : but T, his bro-

ther, gain nothing under him but growth ; for the which
his animals on his dunghills are as much bound to him
as I. Eefides this nothing that he fo plentifully gives

nie, the fomething that nature gave me his countenance

I this faOiion bequeathed
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feems to take from me: he lets me feed with his hinds,

bars me the place of a brother, and, as much as in him
lyes, mines my gentility with my education. This is it^,

Jdam^ that grieves me; and the fpirit of my father,

which I think is within me, begins to mutiny againft

this fervitude: I will no longer endure it, though yet 1

know no wise remedy how to avoid it.

Enter Oliver.
Ada. Yonder comes my mafter, your brother.

Okl, Go apart, Adam, and thou flialt hear how he
will Hiake me up.

Oi/. Now, fir[ what make you here?

Orl. Nothing: I am not taught to make any thing,

Oli. What mar you then, fir/

Orl. Marry, fir, I am helping you to mar that which
God made, a poor unworthy brother of yours, with idle-

nefs.

0x7. Marry, fir, be better employ 'd, and be nought
a while.

Orl. Shall I keep your hogs, and eat hufics with
them ? What prodigal portion have 1 fpent, that 1 ftiould

come to fuch penury?
Oli, Know you where you are, fir?

Orl, O, fir, very v/ell: here in your orchard.

Oli, Know you before whom, fir?

Orl, Ay, better than he I am before knows me. I

know, you are my eldeft brother; and, in the gentle con-
dition of blood, you ftiould fo knov^ me: The courtefy
of nations allows you my better, in that you are the firft

born; but the fame tradition takes not away my blood,

were there twenty brothers betwixt us: I have as much
of my father in me, as you; albeit, I confefs, your com-

then him I
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mg before me Is nearer to his revenue,

Olu What, boy,—
Okl. Come, come, elder brother, you are too young

in this.

Oz/. Wilt thou lay hands on me, villain?

Orl. I am no villain: I am the youngeft fon of fir

Ro^'land dc Boys; he was my father; aud he is thrice a
villain, that fays, fuch a father begot villains: Wert
thou not my brother, I would not take this hand from

thy throat, 'till this other had pull'd out thy tongue for

faying fo ; thou haft rail'd on thyfelf,

Jda, Sweet mafters, be patient; for your father's re-

membrance, be at accord.

Oli. Let me go, I fay.

Orl, 1 v/ill not, 'till 1 please: you (hall hear me. My
father charg'd you in his will to give me good educa-

tion: you have trained me like a peasant, obfcuring and
hiding from me all gentleman-like qualities: the fpirit

of my father grows ftrong in me, and I will no longer

endure it: therefore allow me fuch exercises as may be-

come a gentleman, or give me the poor allottery my
father left me by teftamcnt; with that I will g ' buy my
fortunes.

Oli. And what wilt thou do ? beg, when that fpent?

Well, fir, get you in: I will not long be trcubrd with

you: you fhall have fome part of your will : ^^.4V vou,

leave me.
Grl. I will no further offend you than comes mc

for my good.

Oli, Get you with him, you old dog.

Jda. Is old dog my rewa: dr Molt true, I have loil

my teeth in your fervice.— God be with my old mafter*

I his reverence.
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he would not have fpoke fuch a word!
\^Ex€unt Orlando, and Adam.

Ozj. Is it even fo? begin you to grow upon me? I

will physick your ranknefs, and yet give no thousand

crowns neither— Hola, Dennis!

Enter Dennis,
7)i:27. Calls your worfhip?

Ox/. Was not Charles^ the duke's wreftler, here to

fpeak with me ?

Z)£A'. So please you, he is here at the door^ and im-

portunes accefs to you.

Oi/. Call him in. [^at/'/Dennis.] 'Twill be a good

way; and to-morrow the wreflling is.

Enter Charles.
Cha. Good morrov/ to your wcrfhip.

0x7. Good monfieur Charles!— what's the new nev/s

at the new court ?

Cka, There's no news at the court, fir, but the old

news: that is, the old duke is banifhed by his younger
brother, the new duke; and three or four loving lords

have put themfelves into voluntary exile with him, whose
lands and revenues enrich the new duke, therefore he

gives them good leave to wander.

0x7. Can you tell, if Rcsalindy the duke's daughter,

be banifhed with her father?

Cha. O, no; for the ncto duke's daughter, her cou-

sin, fo loves her,~ being ever from their cradles bred

together,— that Ihe would have followed her exile, or

have dyed to flay behind her: She is at the court, and
no lefs beloved of her uncle than his own daughter;

and never two ladies loved as they do.

0x7. Where will the old duke live?

that hec would
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Cha, They fay, he is already in the foreft of Arden^

and a many merry men with him; and there they live

like the old Robin Hood ofEngland: they fay, many young
gentlemen flock to him every day; and fleet the time

carelefly, as they did in the golden world.

Oli, What, you wreflle to-morrow before the new
duke?

Cea. Marry, do I, fir; and 1 came to acquaint you
with a matter. I am given, fir, fecretly to underfland,

that your younger brother Orlando hath a difposition to

come in*difguis'd againfl: me to try a fall : To-morrow,
fir, I wreftle for my credit ; and he that efcapes me with-

out fome broken limb, ihall acquit him well : your bro-

ther is but young, and tender; and, for your love, I

would be loth to foil him, as I mull, for my own ho-

nour, if he come in : therefore, out of my love to you,

1 drame hither to acquaint you withal ; that either you
might flay him from his intendment, or brook fuch dif-

grace well as he ftiall run into; in that it is a thing of

his own fearch, and altogether againfl: my will:

Oli, Charles^ 1 thank thee for thy love to me, which
thou flialt find I will moft kindly requite. I had myfelt

notice of my brother's purpose herein, and have by un-

derhand means labour'd to difl^uade him from it; iDut he

is resolute. Til tell thee, Charles^— it is the flubbornefl

young fellow of France"^ full of ambition, an envious

emulator of every man's good parts, a fecret and vil-

lanous contriver againfl me his natural brother; there-

fore use thy difcretion; I had as lief thou did'fl break

his neck as his finger: And thou wert befl look to't: for

if thou dofl him any flight difgrace, or if he do not

mightily grace himfelf on thee, he will pradlife agaiail
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thee by poison, entrap thee by fome treacherous deviCtf,

and never leave thee 'till he hath ta'en thy life by fome
indiredt means or other: for, I affure thee, and almoft

with tears 1 fpeak it, there is not one fo young and fo

villanous this day living. I fpeak but brotherly of him ;

but ihould I anatomize him to thee as he is, I muft

blufti and weep, and thou muft look pale and wonder.

Cra. I am heartily glad I came hither to you: If he

come to-morrow. Til give him his payment; if ever he

go alone again, I'll never wreftle for prize more ; And
fo, God keep your worfhip

!

Oli. Farewel,goodC^Wf/. [£;e//CHA.] Now will

I ftir this gamefter: I hope, 1 (hall fee an end of him

;

for my foul, yet I know not why, hates nothing more
than he : Yet he's gentle; never fchool'd, and yet learn-

ed ; full of noble device; of all forts enchantingly be-

loved; and, indeed, fo much in the heart of the world,

and efpecially of my own people, who beft know him,

that I am altogether mifprised: but it fhall not be fo,

long; this wreftier fliall clear all: nothing remains, but

that 1 kindle the boy thither, which now Til go about.

C^-^^'^*

SCENE II. La^'ti before the Palace.

Enter Rosalind, anJ Celi a.

Cel. I pray thee, Rosaline/, fweet my coz', be merry.
Ros, Dear Celia^ I Ihow more mirth than I am mif-

trcfs of; and would you yetj were merrier? Unlefs you
could teach me to forget a banifti'd father, you muft not

learn me how to remember any extraordinary pleasure.

Cel. Herein, 1 fee, thou lovTt me not with the full

weight that I love thee: if my uncle, thy banilhed fa-
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thef, had banlfhed thy uncle, the duke my father, fo

thou had'ft been flill with me, I could have taught my
love to take thy father for mine ; fo would'ft thou, if the

truth of thy love to me were fo righteoufly temper'd as

mine is to thee.

Ros, Well, I will forget the condition of my eflate,

to rejoice in yours.

Cel. You know, my father hath no child but I, nor

none is like to have; and, truly, when he dies, thou

(halt be his heir : for what he hath taken away from thy

father perforce, I will render thee again in affeftion; by
mine honour, I will ; and when I break that oath, let

me turn monfter: therefore, my fvveet Rosey my dear

Rose, be merry.

Ros. From henceforth I will, coz', and devise fports:

let me fee; What think you of falling in love?

Cel. Marry, I pr'ythee, do, to make fport withal:

but love no man in good earneft ; nor no further in fport

neither, than with fafety of a pure blufli thou may'ft in

honour come off again.

Ros, What lhall be our fport then ?

Cel. Let us fit and mock the good huswife, fortune,

from her wheel, that her gifts may henceforth be be-

ftowed equally.

Ros. [ would, we could do fo; for her benefits are

mightily mifplaced: and the bountiful blind wpman
doth moft millake in her gifts to women.

Cel. 'Tis true: for those, that ftie makes fair, flie

fcarce makes honeft; and those, that ihe makes honeft,

Ihe makes very ill-favour'dly.

Ros, Nay, now thou goeft from fortune's office to

nature's : fortune reigns in gifts of the world, not in the

Vol. III.
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lineaments of nature.

Enter Clown.
Cel. No? When nature hath made a fair creature,

may fhe not by fortune fall into the fire?—Though na-

ture hath given us wit to flout at fortune, hath not for-

tune fent in this fool to cut off the argument?
Ros, Indeed, there is fortune too hard for nature;

when fortune makes nature's natural the cutter off of

nature's wit.

Cel . Peradventure, this is not fortune's work neither,

but nature's; vvho perceiving our natural wits too dull

to reason of fuch goddeffes, hath fent this natural for

our whetftone: for always the dulnefs of the fool is the

whetllone of the wits. How now, wit? whither wander
you?

Clo, Miffrefs, you muft come away to your father.

Cel. Were you made the me/Tenger?

Clo. No, by mine honour; but I was bid to come
for you.

Ros. Where learned you that oath,^ fool ?

Clo. Of a certain knight, that fwore by his honour

they v;ere good pancakes, and Avore by his honour the

muftard was naught: now, I'll Hand to it, the pancakes

were naught, and the muftard was good; and yet was
not the knight forfworn.

Cel. How prove you that, in the great heap of your

knowledge?
Ros. Ay, marry, now unmuzle your wisdom.
Clo. Stand you both forth now: ftroke your chins,

and fvvear by your beards that I am a knave.

Cel, By cur beards, if we had them, thou art.

Clo* By my knavery, if I had it, then I were; But
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ff yoa fwear by that that is not, you are not forfworn

:

no more was this knight, fwearing by his honour, for he

never had any; or if he had, he had fworn it away,

before ever he faw those pancakes or that muftard.

Cel, Pr'ythee, who is't that thou mean'ft?

Clo. One that old Frederick^ your father, loves.

Ro^. My father's love is enough to honour him e-

nough: fpeak no more of him ; you'll be whipt for tax-

ation, one of these days.

Clo, The more pity, that fools may not fpeak wise-

ly what wise men do fooliftily.

Cel. By my troth, thou fay'ft true: for fince the lit-

tle wit, that fools have, was filenc*d, the little foolery,

that wise men have, makes a great fhew.— Here comes
monfieur le Beu,

Enter le Beu.
Ros. With his mouth full of news.

Cel, Which he will put on us, as pigeons feed their

young.

Ros, Then ihall we be news-cram'd.

Cel. All the better; we (hall be the more market-
able

—

Ban jour, monfieur le Beu: What's the news?
le B, Fair princefs, you have loft much good fport.

Cel. Sport? Of what colour?

le B. VVhat colour, madam? How ftiall I anf*ver you?
Ros. As wit and fortune will.

C/o. Or as the deilinies decree.

Cel, Well faid ; that was lay'd on with a trowel.

C/o. Nay, if I keep not my rank,"^

Ros, Thou loseft thy old fmell.

ie B. You amaze me, ladies: I would have told you
of good wreftling, which you have loil the fight of.

*7 decrees,

M 2
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Ros. Yet tell us the manner of the wreftling.

/e B. I will tell you the beginning, and, if it please

your lady (hips, you may fee the end; for the befl is yet

to do, and here, where you are, they are coming to per-

form it.

Cel. Well, the beginning that is dead and bury'd.

le B. There comes an old man, and his three fons,—

'

Cel. I could match this beginning with an old tale.

/e B. Three proper young men, of excellent growth
and presence:—

Ros. With bills on their necks,

—

Be it knouon unto all

men by these presents,

le B. The eldell: of the three wreflPd with Charles^

the duke's wrefller; which Charles in a moment threw

him, and broke three of his ribs, that there is little hope
of life in him : fo he ferv'd the fecond, and fo the third

:

Yonder they lye; the poor old man, their father, mak-
ing fuch pitiful dole over them, that all the beholders

take his part with weeping.

Ros. Alas!

Clo, But what is the fport, monfieur, that the ladies

have loft?

le B. Why, this that I fpeak of.

Clo. Thus men may grow wiser every day! it is the

firft time that ever I heard, breaking of ribs was fport

for ladies.

Cel. Or I, I promise thee.

Ros, But is there any elfe longs to fet this broken

musick in his fides? is there yet another doats upon
rib-breaking? Shall we fee this wreftling, cousin?

le B. You muft, if you ftay here ; for here is the place

appointed for the wreftling, and they are ready to per-

to fee this
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form It.

Cel, Yonder, fare, they are coming : Let us now ftay

and iee it.

Flourijh. Enter Dukejunior, attended ; Orlando,
Charles, and Others.

D,j, Come on; fince the youth will not be entreat-

ed, his own peril on his forwardnefs.

Ros. Is yonder the man?
le B. Even he, madam.
Cel. Alas, he is too young: yet he looks fuccefT-

fully.

I). /. How now, daughter, and cousin r are you crept

hither to fee the wreflling ?

Ros. Ay, my liege; fo please you give us leave.

D. ;. You will take little delight in it, I can tell you,

there is fuch odds in the men : In pity of the challeng-

er*s youth, I would fain diffuade him, but he will not

he entreated : Speak to him, ladies ; fee if you can move
him.

Cel, Call him hither, good monfieur le Beu,

D.j. Do fo; ['11 not be by.

le B, Monfieur the challenger, the princeffes call for

you,

Oi?x. T attend them with all refpecl and duty.

Rgs, Young man, have you challenged Charles the

wrefller ?

OjiL. No, fair princefs: he is the general challenger:

I come but in, as others do, to try with him the frrength

or my youth.

Cel, Young gentleman, your fpirits are too bold for

your years: YOu have fecn cruel proof of this man's

Ibength: if you faw yourfelf with our eyes, or knew

*6 the man; 2a PiincelTc calls. 3^ your eye?^—your jacgenieiif,

M 3
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yourfelf with our judgment, the fear of your adventure

would counfel you to a more equal enterprize. We pray

you, for your own fake, to embrace your own fafety,

and give over this attempt.

Ro^, Do, young fir; your reputation (hall not there-

fore be mifprised: we will make it our fuit to the duke,

that the wrellling might not go forward.

Orl. I befeech you, punilh me not with your hard

thoughts; wherein I confefs me much guilty, to deny

fo fair and excellent ladies any thing. But let your fair

eyes, and gentle wiflies, go y/ith nie to my trial : wherein

if J be foird, there is but one iliam'd that was never

gracious; if kilFd, but one dead that is willing to be

fo: 1 (hall do niy friends no wrong, for I have none to

lament me; the world no injury, for in it 1 have no-

thing; only in the world \ fill up a place, which may
be better fupplied when J have made it empty.

Ros. The little ilrength that 1 have, I would it v/ere

with you.

Cel. And mine, to eek out hers.

ivos. Fare you well: Pray heaven, I be ceceiv'd in

ycu

!

Cv.t, Your heart's desires be with ycu!

CuA. Come, where is this young gallant, that is fo

desirous to lye with his mother earth r

Orl. Ready, fir; but hii> will hath in it a* more mo-
deil workmg.
D y. You iliall try but one fall.

Cha, No, i warrant your grace; ycu fnall not entreat

him to a fecond, that have fo mightily ptrfuaded hiin

from a fir;\.

Orl. You mean to mock nie after; you Ihould not
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have mockM me before: but come your ways.

\T^hey ivreJIIe.

Ros. Now Hercules be thy fpeed, young man !

Cel, I would [ were invisible, to catch the ftrong

fellow by the leg.

Ros. O excellent young man !

Cel. If I had a thunder-bolt in mine eye, I can tell

who rtiould down. \_§hout. Charles is thrown.

D.j, No more, no more.

Orl, Yes, I befeech your grace; I am not yet well

breath'd.

D j. How doH: thou, Charles?

U He cannot fpeak, my lord.

D. jn Bear him away. [Ch a. is born off,^ VvHiat is thy

name, young man ?

Orl, Orlando
y my liege; the youngefl: fon of firi^ow-

land de Boys,

D. j, 1 would, thou hadft been fon to fome man elfe.

The world efteem'd thy father honourable,

But I did find him (Hli mine enemy:
Thou fliould'ft have better pleas' d me with this deed,

Hadil thou defcended from another houfe.

But fare thee well; thou art a gallant youth;

I would, thou hadil told me of another father.

[^Exeunt J) junior. Train, and\t BfiU.

Cel, Were [ my father, coz', would I do this?

Orl. I am more proud to be fir Ro^vland'^s fon.

His youngeft fon;—and v/ould not change that calling,

To be adopted heir to Frederick.

Ros. My father lov'd {ir Ro^uland 2iS his fou!.

And all the world was of my father's mind ;

Had 1 before known this young man his fon,

M 4
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I (hould have given him tears unto entreaties.

Ere he fhould thus have ventur'd.

Cel. Gentle cousin.

Let us go thank him, and encourage him:

My father's rough and envious dlfposition

Sticks me at heart—Sir, you have well deserv'd

:

If you do keep your promises in love.

But juftly as you have exceeded promise.

Your miftrefs fhall be happy.

Rq^, Gentleman, [presenting a Chain from her Neck»

'V/ear this for me; one out of fuics with fortune

;

That could give more, but that her hand lacks means
Shall we go, coz'?

Cel. Ay Fare you well, fair gentleman.

Orl* Can I not fay, I thank you ? My better parts

Are all thrown down; and that, which here ftands up,

Is but a quintaine, a meer lifelefs block.

Ros. Hecalls us back: My pride fell with my fortunes:

I'll alk him what he would Did you call, fir?

Sir, you have wrefll'd well, and overthrown

More than your enemies.

Cel, Will you go, coz'?

Ros, Have with you: Fare you well.

[Exeunt Rosalind, £i7td C E Li a •

Orl, What paSon hangs these weights upon my
tongue?

I cannot fpeak to her, yet fiie urg'd conference.

Re-enter le Beu.
O poor Orlando! thou art overthrown

;

Or Charles, or fomething weaker, maaers thee.

le B, Good lir, I do in friendlliip counfel you
To leave tliis place: Albeit you have deieiv'd

8 all promlie
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ITigh commendation, true applause, and lov^e;

Yet fuch is now the duke's condition.

That he mifconftrues all that you have done:

The duk^ is humorous; what he is, indeed.

More fuits you to conceive, than me to fpeak of.

Orl. I thank you, fir: and, pray you, tell me thls;"^

Which of the two was daughter of the duke,

That here were at the wreliling?

le B, Neither his daughter, if we judge by manners;

But yet, indeed, the (horter is his daughter:

The other is daughter to the banifhM duke,

And here detain'd by her usurping uncle,

To keep his daughter company; v/hose loves

Are dearer than the natural bond of fillers.

Eut I can tell you, that of late this duke
Hath ta'en difpleasure 'gainli his gentle niece;

Grounded upon no other argument,

But that the people praise her for her virtues.

And pity her for her good father's fake;

And, on my life, his malice 'gainfl: the lady

Will fuddenly break forth. Sir, fare you well;

Hereafter, in a better world than this,

J fhall desire more love and knowledge of you.

Orl, 1 reft much bounden to you: fare you well.

[^Exit le Beu.
Thus muft I from the fmoke into the fmother;

From tyrant duke, unto a tyrant brother ;

—
But heavenly Rosalind! [Exit^

SCENE 111. A Room in the Palace.

Enter C E L I a , and Rosalind.
Cel. Why, cousin; why, Rosalind;^Cupid have mer-

5 then I to 8 here was at the talis r is
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cy !—Not a word?
Ro^, Not one to throw at a dog.

Cel. No, thy words are too precious to be caft away
upon curs, throw fome of them at me \ come, lame me
with reasons.

Rq^. Then there were two cousins lay*d up; when
the one Ihould be lam'd with reasons, and the other

mad without any.

Cel. But is all this for your father?

Ro^. No, fome of it is for my child's father: O,how
full of briars is this working-day world!

Cel. They are but burs, cousin, thrown upon thee

in holiday foolery; if we walk not in the trodden paths,

our very petticoats will catch them.

Ros. 1 could fhake them olF my coat; these burs are

in my heart.

Cel, Hem them away,

i^os. I would try ; if I could cry, hem, and have him.

Cel. Come, come, wrellle with thy affeclions.

i?o.9. O, they take the part of a better wreiller than

myfelf.

Cel. O, a good wifh upon you ! you will try in tim.e,

in defpight of a fall. But, turning these jefls cut of fer-

vice, let us talk in good earneft: Is it poflible, on fuch

a fudden, you fliould fall into fo llrong a liking with
old fir Rj^^vLucfs youngeft fon ?

Ros. The duke my father lov'd his father dearly.

Cel, Doth it therefore enfue, that you fhould love

his fon dearly? By this kind of chace, I fliould hate

him, for my father hated his father dearly ; }et I hate

lifjt Orlancio,

Rv^. No,. 'faith, hate him not, for my f^ke.
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Cel, Why fliould I? doth he not deserve well?

Enter Duke, attended.

Ros. Let me love him for that ; and do you love him
because I do:~~Look, here comes the duke.

Cel. With his eyes full of anger.

D.J. Miftrefs, difpatch you with your fafeft hafle,

And get you from our court.

Ros. Me, uncle?

D.J. You, cousin

:

Within these ten days if that thou be'll: found

So near our publick court as twenty miles,

Thou dy^il for it.

Ros. I do befeech your grace.

Let me the knowledge of my fault bear with rae:

If with myfeif I hold intelligence,

Or have acquaintance with mine own desires;

If that I do not dream, or be not frantick,

(As I do trull I am not) then, dear uncle.

Never, fo much as in a thought unborn.

Did I oirend your highnefs.

D.J. Thus do all traitors;

If their purgation did conflii in words.

They are as innocent as grace itfelf :

—
Let it fuiiice thee, that 1 trufl thee not.

Ros, Yet your miiiruH: cannot make me a traitor:

Tell me, whereon the likelyhood depends.

D.J. Thou art thy father's daughter, there's enough.

Ros. So was I, when your highnefs took his duive-

dom

;

So was I, when your highnefs banifh'd him;
Treason is not inherited, my lord;

Or, if we did derive it from our friends,

I I not ?
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What's that to me ? my father was no traitor:

Then, good my liege, miftake me not fo much.
To think my poverty is treacherous.

Cel. Dear fovereign, hear me fpeak.

Z).y. Ay, Celia; we ftay'd her for your fake,

Elfe had fhe with her father rang'd along.

Cel. I did not then entreat to have her ftay.

It was your pleasure, and your own remorfe;

I was too young that time to value her.

But now I know her: if fhe be a traitor.

Why fo am I ; we ftill have flept together.

Rose at an inilant, learn'd, play'd, eat together;

Av\d wherefoe'er we went, Wkc Juno's fwans.

Still we went coupl'd and infcperable.

Z>.y. She is too fubtle for thee; and her fmoothnefs>

Her very filence, and her patience.

Speak to the people, and they pity her.

Thou art a fool : fhe robs thee of thy name;
And thou wilt fhow niorebright, andfeem more virtuous,

When file is gone: then open not thy lips;

Firm and irrevocable is my doom
Which I have pad upon her; fhe is banifh'd.

Cel. Pronounce that fentence then on me, my liege;

I cannot live out of her company.
D.j, You are a fool : You, niece, provide yourfelf;

If you out-flay the time, upon mine honour,

And in the greatnefs of my word, you die.

\^Exeu}it Duke, an^I Atteiidants.

Cel. O my poor Rosalind! whither wilt thou go ?

Wilt thou change fathers? I will give tbee mine.

I charge thee, be not thou more griev'd than I an?.

Rq^, I have more cau^e.
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C£X. Thou haft not, cousin;

Pr'ythee, be cheerful : know'ft thou not, the duke
Hath banifh'd me his daughter?

Ro^. That he hath not.

Cel. No? hath not? Rosalind then the love

Which teacheth me that thou and I am one:

Shall we be funder'd ? (hall we part, fweet girl?

No; let my father feek another heir.

Therefore devise with me, how we may fly.

Whither to go, and what to bear with us:

And do not feek to take your charge upon you.

To bear your griefs yourfelf, and leave me out;

For, by this heaven, now at our forrovvs pale.

Say what thou canft, Til go along with thee.

7?o5. Why, whither lhall we go?
Cel. To feek my uncle

In the forefl: of Arden.

Ros. Alas, what danger will it be to us.

Maids as we are, to travel forth fo far?

Beauty provoketh thieves fooner than gold.

Cel, ril put myfelf in poor and mean attire.

And with a kind of umber fmirch my face;

The like do you ; fo fhall we pafs along,

And never ftir alTailants.

Ros, Were it not better.

Because that I am more than common tall.

That [ did fait me all points like a man ?

A gallant curtelafs upon my thigh,

A boar-fpear in my hand ; and (in my heart

Lye there what hidden woman's fear there will)

We'll have a fwafhing and a martial outlide;

As many other manifli cowards have,

6 teacheth thee that
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That do out-facc it with their fcmblances.

Cel. What fhall I call thee, when thou art a man ?

Ros. I'll have no worfe a name than Jo^ve'^ own page.
And therefore look you call me, Ganimed.

But what will you be call'd ?

Cel, Something that hath a reference to my ftate;

No longer Cclia^ but Aliena.

Ros, But, cousin, what if we aflay'd to fteal

The clownifh fool out of your father*s court?

Would he not be a comfort to our travel ?

Cel. He'll go along o'er the wide world with mc;
Leave me alone to woo him: Let's away.

And get our jewels and our wealth together;

Devise the fitted time, and fafeft way
To hide us from purfuit that will be made
After my flight: Now go we in content;

To liberty, and not to baniihment. [Exem?t,

jcr It.

SCENE I. rheToreJl.

J?z?/^rDuke fenior, Amiens, Lords,

and ForeJIers.

D. f. Now, my co-mates, and brothers in exile,

Hath not old culiom made this life more fwcec

Than that of painted pomp ? Are not these woods-

More free from peril than the envious court?

Here feel we but the penalty Adam^
The feasons' difference; as, the icy phang
And churlifh chiding of the winter's wind;

Which vv'hen it bites and blows upon my body,

*9 we not the
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Even 'till I (brink with cold, I fmile, and fay,—
This is no flattery: these are counfellors

That feelingly perfuade me what I am.
Sweet are the ufes of adverfity;

Which, like the toad, ugly and venomous.
Wears yet a precious jewel in his head

:

And this our life, exempt from publick haunt,

Finds tongues in trees, books in the running brooks.

Sermons in ftones, and good in every thing.

Ami, 1 would not change it: Happy is your grace

That can tranflate the ilubbornnefs of fortune

Into fo quiet and fo fweet a ftile.

D,/, Come, fhall we go and kill us venison ?

And yet it irks me, the poor dappPd fools,

—

Being native burghers of this desart city,

—

Should, in their own confines, with forked heads

Have their round haunches gor'd.

I. L. Indeed, my lord,

The mt\2inQ\io\y Jaques grieves at that;

And, in that kind, fwears you do more usurp

Than doth your brother that hath banifti'd you.

To-day my lord of Amiensy and myfelf.

Did Ileal behind him, as he lay along

Under an oak, whose antique root peeps out

Upon the brook that brawls along this wood:
To the which place a poor fequeiler'd flag,

That from the hunters' aim had ta'en a hurt.

Did come to languilh; and, indeed, my lord.

The wretched animal heav'd forth fuch groans.

That their difcharge did flretch his leathern coat

Almoft to buriling; and the big round tears

CourPd one another down his innocent nose
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In piteous chace: and thus the hairy fool.

Much marked of the melancholy Jaques^

Stood on the extreameft verge of the fvvift brook.

Augmenting it with tears.

D. f. But what faid Jaques ?

Did he not moralize this fpeftacle ?

I. i. O, yes, into a thousand fimilles.

Firft, for his weeping in the needlefs ftream;

Poor dcer^ quoth he, thou thak''Jl a tejiament

As n,mrldltr,gs do^ i^^^^S of more

To that "jjhich had too 7nvch: Then, being alone.

Left and abandoned of his velvet friends;

^Tis right y quoth he; thus misery doth part

TheJiux of company: Anon, a carelefs herd.

Full of the paiture, jumps along by him.

And never ftays to greet him; Ay, quoth Jaqiiesi

S-weep on, you fat and greasy citizens ;

"^Tisjuji 'thefajhion: Wherefore do you look

Upon that poor and broken bankrupt there?

Thus moil invedlively he pierceth through

The body of the country, city, court.

Yea, and of this our life: fwearing, that we
Are meer usurpers, tyrants, and what's worfe.

To fright the animals, and kill them up,

]n their aflign'd and native dwelling-place.

D. f And did you leave him in this contemplation?

Ami. We did, my lord, weeping and commenting
Upon the fobbing deer.

D,f. Show me the place;

J love to cope him in these fullen fits,
"

For then he's full of matter.

I. L. I'll bring you to him ilraight. \Exeunt.

S into the friend
j
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SCENE II. A Room in the Palace.

Enter Dukejunior , Lords, and other

Attendants,

D.j, Can it be poffible, that no man favv them?
It cannot be; feme villains of my court

Are of confent and fuiFerance in this.

1, L, I cannot hear of any that did fee her.

The ladies, her attendants of her chamber,

Saw her a-bed; and, in the morning early,

They found the bed untreasur'd of their miftrefs.

2. L. My lord, the roynifh clown, at whom fo oft

Your grace was wont to laugh, is alfo miffing.

He/peria, the princefs' gentlewoman,

Confeiles that (he fecretly o'er-heard

Your daughter and her cousin much commend
The parts and graces of the wrefller

That did but lately foil the finewy Charles;

And fhe believes, wherever they are gone.

That youth is furely in their company.
D.j. Send to his brother's, fetch that gallant hither;

If he be abfent, bring his brother to me,
ril make him find him: do this fuddenly;

And let not fearch and inquisition quail.

To bring again these foolilli runaways. [Exeunt.

SCENE III. Before OX\stx\Houfe.
Enter Orlando, and A d a m,

meeting.

Orl. Who's there?

Ada. What, my young mailer ?_0 my gentle mailer,
O my fweet mailer, o you memory *

' 14 Bfferia

Vol. III.
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Of old {\x Rowland! why, what make you here?
Why are you virtuous ? Why do people love you?
And wherefore are you gentle, ftrong, and valiant?

Why would you be fo fond to overcome
The bonny priser of the humorous duke ?

Your praise is come too fwiftly home before you«

Know you not, matter, to fome kind of men
Their graces ferve them but as enemies?

No more do yours; your virtues, gentle mafter,

Are fanftify'd and holy traitors to you:

0 what a world is this, when what is comely
Envenoms him that bears it!

Okl. Why, what's the matter?
,

Ada. O unhappy youth.

Come not within these doors ; within this roof

The enemy of all your graces lives:

Your brother ""(no, no brother; yet the fon"^

Yet not the fon; I will not call him fon

—

Of him I was about to call his father)

Hath heard your praises; and this night he means
To burn the lodging where you use to lye.

And you within it: if he fail of that.

He will have other means to cut you off:

1 overheard him, and his pra6lifes.

This is no place, this houfe is but a butchery;

Abhor it^ fear it, do not enter it.

Orl. Why, whither, ^^/2^;?,would'ft thou have me go?
Ada. No matter whither, fo you come not here.

Okl. What, would'ft thou have me go and beg my
food?

Or, with a bafe and boift'rous fvvord, enforce

A thievilh living on the common road I
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This I muft do, or know not what to do;

Yet this I will not do, do how I can

;

J rather will fubje6l me to the malice

Of a diverted blood, ^nd bloody brother.

Ada. But do not fo: I have five hundred crowns,

The thrifty hire I fav'd under your father.

Which I did llore to be my fofter nurfe,

When fervic^ (hould in my old limbs lye lame.

And unregarded age in corners thrown;

Take that; and He that doth the ravens feed.

Yea, providently caters for the fparrow,

Be comfort to my age! Here is "|" the gold ;

All this I give you: Let me be your fervant;

Though 1 look old, yet I am ftrong and lufty:

For in my youth I never did apply

Hot and rebellious liquors in my blood;

Nor did not with unbafhful forehead woo
The means of weaknefs and debility ;

Therefore my age is as a lufty winter,

Frofty, but kindly: let me go with you;
ril do the fervice of a younger man
In all your businefs and neceffities.

Orl, O good old man; how well in thee appears

The conrtant fervice of the antique world.

When fervice fvveat for duty, not for meed!
Thou art not for the fafhion of these times.

Where none will fweat, but for promotion ;

And having that, do choak their fervice up
Even with the having: it is not fo with thee.

But, poor old man, thou prun'ft a rotten tree.

That cannot fo much as a bloflbm yield.

In lieu of all thy pains and husbandry

;

N2
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But come th)^ ways, we'll go along together-;

And ere we have thy youthful wages Tpent,

We'll light upon fome fettl'd low content,

Ada. Mailer, go on; and I will follow thee^

To the laft gafp, with truth and loyalty.

From feverxteen years 'till now almoll fourfcore

Here lived 1, but now live here no more.

At feventeen years many their fortunes feek;

But at fourfcore, it is too late a we??k:

Yet fortune cannot recompence me better.

Than to die well, and not my mailer's debtor.

[ Exeu:it^

SCENE IV. TheForeJ}.

Enter Rosalind in Boy s Cloath Celia drefi

like a Shepherdtfs^ and Clown.

i?05. O Jupiter! how weary are my fpirits!

Clo, I care not for my fpirits, if my legs were not

weary.

Ro^, I could find in my heart to difgrace my man's

apparel, and to cry like a woman : but 1 muil comfort

the weaker veiTel, as doublet and hose ought to ihow
itfeif courageous to petticoat; therefore, courage, good
Aliena.

Cel. T pray you, bear with me; I can go no further.

Clo. For my part, I had rather bear with you, than

bear yoi:: yet I fhould bear no crofs, if I did bear you ^

for, I think, you have no money in your purfe.

Ros. Well, this is the fcreil of Arden.

Clo. Ay, now am I in Arden : the more fool I; when^
I was at home, I was in a better place; but travellers*,

mull be content.

^ feventy i? how mory are
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'Enter CoRiN, ^^^/SiLvius,

, talking.

Rgs, Ay, Re fo, good 'ToucbjQo7ie: Look you, Who
comes here ? \to Celia.

A young man, and an old. In folemn talk.

Cor. That is the way to make her fcorn you dill.

SiL. O Covin, that thou knevv'fl how { do love her!

Cor, I partly guefs; for I have lov'd ere now.
SiL, No, Corift, being old, thou canil: not guefsi;

Though in thy youth thou waii as true a lover

As ever figh'd upon a midnight pillow;

But if thy love were ever like to mine,

(As fure 1 think did never man love fo)

How many aclions mofl: ridiculous *

Haft thou been drawn to by thy fantafy ?

Cor, Into a thousand that I have forgotten.

SiL, O, thou didft then ne'er love fo heartily *

If thou remember'ft not the flighteil folly

That ever love did make thee run into.

Thou haft not lov'd :

Or if thou hall not fat as I do now.
Wearying thy hearer in thy milirefs' praise.

Thou haft not lov'd

:

Or if thou haft not broke from company,
Abruptly, as miy paftion now makes me.
Thou haft not lov'd:—O Phebe, Phebe, Pheht!

[Exit Si L VI US.
Ro$, Alas, poor ftiepherd! fearching of thy wound,

I have by hard adventure found mine own.
Clo, And I mine: I remember, when I was in love,

I broke my fvvord upon a ftone, and bid him take that

ior coining o' nights to ya?ie Srr.ile: and I remember the

2S ©f their wouryi
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klfling of her batlet, and the cow's dugs that her pretty

chopt hands had milk'd: and 1 remember the wooing
of a peafcod inftead of her; from whom I took two cods,

and, giving her them again, faid with weeping tears,

Wear thesefor my fake: We, that are true lovers, run in-

to ftrange capers ; but as all is mortal in nature, fo is all

nature in love mortal in folly,

Ros. Thou fpeak'fl: wiser than thou art ware of.

Clo. Nay, T lhall ne'er be ware of mine own wit,

'till I break my (bins againft it.

Ros, Jonje^ Jcve! this ihepherd's paflion

Is much upon my fafhion.

CIo, And mine ; but it grows fomething ftale with

|ne.

Cel. I pray you, one of you queftion yon man,

If he for gold will give us any food

;

I faint almoft to death.

CIo. Hola; you, clown!

Ros. Peace, fool; he's not thy kinsman.

Cor. Who calls?

Clo, Your betters, fir.

Cor. Elfe are they very wretched.

Ros. Peace, I fay:-^

Good even to you, friend.

Cor. And to you, gentle fir, and to you all.

Ros. I pr'ythee, fhepberd, if that love, or gold.

Can in this desart place buy entertainment,

Bring us where we may reft ourfelves, and feed

:

Here's a young maid with travel much oppreff'd.

And faints for fuccour.

Cor. Fair fir, I pity her,

And wifli for her fake, more than for mine own.
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My fortunes were more able to relieve her:

But I am fhepherd to another man,
And do not fheer the fleeces that 1 graze;

My mafter is of churlifh difposition.

And little recks to find the way to heaven

By doing deeds of hofpitality

:

Befides, his cote, his flocks, and bounds of feed

Are now on fale, and at our flieep-cote now.
By reason of his abfence, there is nothing

That you will feed on; but what is, come fee,

And in my voice mofl: welcome fhall you be.

Ro^. What is he that ftiall buy his flock ajid paf-

ture ?

Cqk. That young fwain that you faw here but ere*

while.

That little cares for buying any thing.

Ros. I pray thee, if it Hand with honefty,

Buy thou the cottage, pafture, and the flock,

And thou flialt have to pay for it of us.

Cel, And we will mend thy wages : I like this place.

And willingly could wafte my time in it.

Cor. Afluredly, the thing is to be fold:

Go with me; if you like, upon report,

The foil, the profit, and this kind of life,

I will your very faithful feeder be,

And buy it with your gold right fuddenly. [ExeufiK

SCENE V. ne/ame.
i?«/^r Amiens, Ja^ues, and Others^

S O NG.
Ami* Under the greenuuood tree

nvho lo^ves to lye n^ith me^
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and tune his merry note

unto the frjoeet bird^s throaty

come hither^ come hither^ come hither l

Cho.
here Jhall njoe fee

no enemy

^

hut winter and rough ^jueather.

More, more, 1 pr'ythee, more.

Jmi, It will make you melancholy, monfieur Jaques,

I thank it. More, I pr'ythee, more : I can fiick^

melancholy out of a fong, as a weasel fucks eggs ; More,
I pr'ythee, more.

Jmi, My voice is rugged ; I know, I cannot please

you.

T do not desire you to please me, I do desire

you to fing: Come, more; another ftanzo ; Call you
*em ftanzo'^ ?

j^Mi. What you will, monfieur y^^^z/^/.

Nay, I care not for their names; they owe me
nothing: Will you fing?

y^Mi, More at your requeft, than to please myfelf.

y.^^ WeU then, if ever I thank any man, I'll thank

you: but that they call compliment, is like the encoun-

ter of two dog-apes; and when a man thanks me hear-

tily, methinks, 1 have given him a penny, and he ren-

ders me the beggarly thanks. Come, fing; and you that

will not, hold your tongues.

Jmi, Well, Til end the fong._ Sirs, cover the while;

the duke vyill drink under this tree: he hath been ail

this day to look you.

y^i^ And 1 have been all this day to avoid him. He
is too difputable for n:y company: I think of 'as many

I turne i3 ragged
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matters as he; but I give heaven thanks, and make no

boail of them. Come, warble, come.

5 O NG.
Ami, Who doth ambition jhun,

and lo'Ves to li ve iUhe fun^

feeking thefood he eats,

and pleas*d njoith ^hat he gets,

come hither, come hither, come hithery

Cho.

here (Joall hefee &:c

Jaq^ ril give you a verfe to this note, that I made
yeiierday in defpight of my invention.

Ami, And PU fing it.

Ja^i^ Thus it goes:

Jf it do co7ne to pafs,

that ayiy ?nan turii afs,

lea^jing his <ijcealth and ease,

afuhborn nvill to please,

ducdame. dacdame, ducdame;
here fiali he fee

grojs fools as he,

an if he ^ill come to me.

Ami, What's that ducdame?

Tis a Greek invocation, to call fools into a c'r-

cle. I'll go fleep, if I can; if i cannot, I'll rail aga.ail

all the firiL-born of Egypt,

Ami. And ril go feek the duke; his banquet is pre-

pared. [^Excu?it.

"scene VLThellZ,
~

Enter Orlando, and A dam.
Apa. Dear mafcer, I can go no further: O, I die for
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food! Here lye I down, and measure out my grave.

Farevvel, kind mafter.

Orl. Why, how now, Adam! no greater heart in

thee? Live a little; comfort a little; cheer thyfelf a lit-

tle: If this uncouth forefl: yield any thing favage, 1 will

either be food for it, or bring it for food to thee. Thy
conceit is nearer death than thy powers. For my fake,

be comfortable; hold death a while at the arm's end: I

will be here with thee presently; and if I bring thee

not fomething to eat, I will give thee leave to die: but

if thou dyeft before I come, thou art a mocker of my
labour. Well faid ! thou look' 11 cheerly : and Pll be with

thee quickly. Yet thou lyert in the bleak air: Come, I

will bear thee to fome Ihelter; and thou (halt not die

for lack of a dinner, if there live any thing in this de-

sert. Cheerly, good Adam! [Exit, bearing him off^

SCENEVll. The fame,
Tables fet out. Enter Duke fenior^ Amiens,

Lords, and Others,

D,f, I think, he be tranfform'd into a beaft

;

For 1 can no where find him like a man.
I. L. My lord, he is but even now gone hence;

Here was he merry, hearing of a fong.

D.f, If he, compa6l of jars, grow musical,

We lhall have fnorlly difcord in the fpheres:

Go, feek him; tell him, I would fpeak with him.

Enter Jaques.
1. Z. He faves my labour by his own approach.

D.f, W^hy, how now, monfieur! what a life is this.

That your poor friends muft woo your company,

9nti cannot f:stie't? What, you look merrily!
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J A fool, a fool! I met a fool i'the foreft,

A motley fool, a miserable world!

As I do live by food, I met a fool

;

Who lay'd him down, and bafk'd him in the fun.

And rail'd on lady fortune in good terms.

In good fet terms, and yet a motley fool.

Good morro^^ fooU quoth I : No^fir^ quoth he,

Call me not fool, Uill heaven hath fent mefortune:
And then he drew a dial from his poke;
And looking on it with lack-Iuftre eye,

Says, very wisely, // is ten o'chck:

Thus ^e may fee, quoth he, hoiv the nx)orld uoags:

^Tis but an hour ago,fnee it ivas nine'.

And after one hour more, ^t^ill be a ele^ven ;

Andfo,from hour to hour, uue ripe, and ripe^

And then, from hour to hour^ 'we rot, and roty

And thereby hangs a tale. When I did hear

The motley fool thus moral on the time.

My lungs began to crow like chanticleer.

That fools (hould be fo deep contemplative;

And I did laugh, fans intermiflion,

An hour by his dial. O noble fool!

A worthy fool ! Motley's the only wear.

D. f What fool is this?

Ja^i^ O worthy fool ! One that hath been a courtier;

And fays, if ladies be but young, and fair,

They have the gift to know it: and in his brain,"^ -

Which is as dry as the remainder bifquet

A..fter a voyage,—he hath llrange places cram'd
With observation, the which he vents

In mangl'd forms: O, that I were a fool!

I am ambitious for a motley coat.
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D.y; Thou {halt have one.

y^Q^, It is my only fuit;

Piovjded, that you weed your better judgments
Of all opinion that grows rank in them.

That I am wise. I mufr have liberty

V/ithaJ, as large a charter as the wind.

To blow on whom I please: for fo fools have:

And they that are moil gauled with my folly,

They^mofl: muft laugh: And why, fir, mtjfl: they fo?

The why is plain as way to parifh church

:

He, that a fool doth very wisely hit.

Doth very fooliihly, aJ though he fmart,

f^Qt tc fecm fenfelefs of the bob: if not.

The wise man's folly is anatomiz'd

Even by the. fquandVing 'glances of the fool.

Jnveft me in my motley: give me leave

To fpeak my mind, and I will through and through

Cleanse the foul body of the infecled world,

If they will patiently receive my medicine.

D.f. Fie on thee! I can tell what thou would'ft do.

What, for a counter, Would f do, but good?

D.f, Mcft mifcheivous foul fin, in chiding fin;

For thou thyfelf hafi: been a libertine.

As fenfual as the brutiih iHng itfeif

;

And all the embcfied fores, and headed evils.

That thou with licence of free foot haft caught,

Would'll thou difgorge into the general world.

J^Q^ Why, who cries out on pride.

That can therein tax any private party?

Doth it not flow as hugely as the fea,

^Till that the very very means do ebb ?

What woman in the city do I name,

3 > the wcArle veric



As you like it* 37

When that I fay, The city woman bears

The coil of princes on unworthy faoulders?

Who can come in, and fay, that I mean her,

When fuch a one as fhe, fjch is her neighbour?

Or what is he of bafefl fuiidlion.

That fays, his bravery is not on my c^ll,

(Thinking that I mean him) but therein fiiits

His folly to the m:ntle of my fpeech ?

There then; How, what then? Let me fee wherein

My fpeech hath wrong'd him: if it do him rights

Then he hath wrong'd himftif; if he be free,

Vvhy then, my taxing like a wild-goofe flies,

Unclaim'd of any man. But vvho comes here?

Enur Orlando, ^^vith his SiJuord drauxm*

Orl, Forbear, and eat no more.

VVhy, I have.eat none yet.

Grl. Nor (halt not, 'tiii neceility be ferv'd.

y^:^ Of what kind fhould this cock come of?

D./. Art thou thus bolden'd, man, by thy diflrefs

Or eUe a rude dcfpiser of good manners.

That in civility thou feem'ic fo empty?
Orl. Yo^ touch'd my vein at.firll; the thorny point

Of bare diftrefs hath ta'en from me the flievv

Of fmooth civility: yet am 1 in-land bred.

And know fome nurture: But forbear, I fay;

He dies, that touches any of this fruit,

* riil I and my affairs are anfwered.

An you will not be anfwer'd with reason, I

muli die.

D,/. What would you have? Your gentlcnefs fhall

force.

More than your fjrce move us to gentlenefs.

9 how \hcn, wiiat
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Or I, I almoft die for food, and let me have it.

D./, Sit down and feed, and welcome to our table.

Orl, Speak you fo gently? Pardon me, I pray you:

I thought, that all things had been favage here;

And therefore put I on the countenance

Of flern commandment: But whatever you are>

That in this desert inacceflible.

Under the fhade of melapcholy boughs,

Lose and neglect the creeping hours of time;

If ever you have look'd on better days

;

If ever been where bells have knoll'd to church;

If ever fat at any good man's feaft;

If ever from your eyelids wip'd a tear.

And know what 'tis to pity, and be pity'd;

Let gentlenefs my ftrong enforcement be:

In the which hope, 1 blufh, and hide my fword.

D./. True is it, that we have fcen better days;

And have with holy bell been knoll'd to church;

And fat at good men's feafts; and wip'd our eyes

Of drops that facred pity hath engender'd:

And therefore fit you down in gentlenefs.

And take upon command what help we have

That to your wanting may be minift'red.

Orl, Then but forbear your food a little while.

Whiles, like a doe, I go to find my fawn.

And give it food. There is an old poor man.
Who after me hath many a weary ilep

Limp'd in pure love; 'till he be firft fuffic'd,

—

Oppreft with two weak evils, age, and hunger,"^

I will not touch a bit.

D./. Go find him out.

And we will nothing wafte 'till you return.
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Orl. \ thank ye; and be blefl; for your o^ood com-
fort ! [ Exit Orlando.

D.f. Thou fee'ft, we are not all alone unhappy:
This wide and univerfal theatre

Presents more woful pageants than the fcene

Wherein we play in.

All the world's a ilage.

And all the men and women meerly players:

They have their exits, and their entrances;

And one man in his time plays many parts,

His ad:s being feven ages. At firil:, the infant.

Mewling and puking in the nurfe's arms:

3nli then, the whining fchool-boy; with his fatchel.

And fhining morning face, creeping like fnail

Unwillingly to fchool : And then, the lover;

Sighing like furnace, with a woful ballad

Made to his millrefs's eyebrow : Then, a foldier;

Full of ftrange oaths, and bearded like the pard.

Jealous in honour, fudden and quick in quarrel,

Seeking the bubble reputation

Even in the canon's mouth: And then, the juftice;

In fair round belly, with good capon lin'd,

With eyes fevere, and beard of formal cut,

Full of wise faws and modern inftances.

And fo he plays his part : The fixth age fhifts

Into the lean and flipper'd pantaloon

;

With fpedlacles on nose, and pouch on fide;

His youthful hose well fav'd, a world too wide
For his Ihrunk (hank; and his big manly voice

Turning again toward childifh treble, pipes

And whillles in his found: Laft fcene of all.

That ends this ftrange eventful hiftory.
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Is fecond childiUmefs, and meer oblivion;

Sans teeth, fans eyes, fans tafte, fans every thing.

Re-enter Orlando, ^Kjith Adam.
D. /. Welcome: Set down your venerable burthe:

And let him feed.

Qrl, I thank you moft for him.

Ada. So had you need,

I fcarce can fpeak to thank you for myfelf.

D,j\ Vv^elcome, fall to: I will not trouble yoa
As yet, to queftion you about your fortunes :

Give us foaie musick; and, good cousin, fing.

^

SONG.
J. St.

Ami, Blouj^ hlcn.v, thou winter ujiiidy-

thou art not fo unkind

as man s ingratitude ;

thy tooth is net Jo keen^

because thou art not fiert^

ahhcugh thy breath be rude.

Cho.

Heigh, ho! Jingy height ho! u7ito the green ho!I%^ :

mojt friendjhip isj^^g^ingt mcj} loojing meerfolly :

then, heigh, ho, the holly !

this life is moft jolly.

11. St.

Freerce, freeze, thou hitter fhy^

that deft not bite fo 7iigh

as benefitsforgot

:

though thou the ^^vaters nxarp,

thy fting is not fo f^arp

asfriend r$memb'*red not. -

Cho.
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ri(::ghy ho! Jlngy height ho ! unto the Sec

D./, If that you were the good fir Rozuland'^ fon,"^

As you have whifper'd faithfully, you were;

And as mine eye doth his effigies witnefs

Moll truly limn'd, and living in your face,""^

Be truly welcome hither: I am the duke,

Thatlov'd your father: The residue of your fortune.

Go to my cave and tell me. Good old man,
Thou art right welcome, as thy mafter is:

Support him by the arm. Give me your hand,

And let me all your fortunes underiland. [^Exeunf.

Acr nr.
SCENE L A Room in the Palace,

Enter Dukejuniory Oliver, Lords^ and Others*

D,j. Not fee him fince? Sir, fir, that cannot be:

Bat were I not the better part made mercy,

1 fhould not feek an abfent argument

Of my revenge, thou present: But look to it;

Find out thy brother, wherefoe'er he is

;

Seek him with candle: bring him, dead, or living,

Within this twelvemonth, or turn thou no more
To feek a living in our territory.

Thy lands, and all things that thou doft call thine.

Worth feizure, do we feize into our hands;
'Till thou canft quit thee by thy brother's mouth
Of what we think againft thee.

Oli, O, that your highnefs knew my heart in this:

I never lov'd my brother in my life.

Vol. nr. o
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D,j. More villain thoi> Well, pulh him outofdoors;:

And let my officers of fuch a nature

Make an extent upon his houfe, and lands:

Do this expediently, and turn him going. \^Exeunt.

^ SCENE II. TheForeJi,

Enier Orlando, <voith a Paper,

Orl. Hang there, my verfe, in witnefs of my love:

[fixing it to a Tree,

And, thou, thrice-crowned queen of night, furvey

With thy chait eye, from thy pale fphere above,

Thy huntrefs' name, that my full life doth fway.

O Rosalinda these trees (hall be my books.

And in their barks my thoughts Pll character;

That every eye, which in this foreft looks.

Shall fee thy virtue witneiTd every where.

Run, run, Orlando-, carve, on every tree,

The fair, the chaft, and unexpreffive fhe. [Exit.

Enter Corin, and Clown.

Cor.. And liovv like you this fliepherd's life, Mr.
Touchftone?

do. Truly, fiiepherd, in refpeft of itfelf, it is a good
life; but in refpe6l that it is a fliepherd's life, it is

naught. In refpeft that it is folitary, I like it very well

;

but in refpe£l that it is private, it is a very vile life.

Now in refpedl it is in the fields, it pleaseth me well;

but in refpe^l it is not in the court, it is tedious. As it

is a fpare life, look you, it fits my humour well; but as

there is no more plenty in it, it goes much agalnft my
llomach. Haft any philofophy in thee, fnepherd?

Cor, No more, but that I know, the more one fick-

o V the worfe at ease he is ; and that he that wants mo*
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Hey, means, and content, is without three good friends r
That the property of rain is to wet, and fire to burn

:

That good pafture makes fat (heep: and that a great

cause of the night, Is lack of the fun : That he that hath

learned no wit by nature nor art, may complain of good
breeding, or comes of a very dull kindred.

Clo, Such a one is a natural philofopher. Waft ever

in court, (hepherd?

Cor, No, truly.

Clo, Then thou art damn'd.

Cor, Nay, I hope,

—

Clo. Truly, thou art damn'd ; like an ill-roafted egg,

all on one fide.

CoR. For not being at court? Your reason.

CIo, Why, if thou never waft at court, thou never

faw'ft good manners ; if thou never faw'ft good manners,
then thy manners muft be wicked; ar>d wickednefs is

fin, and fin is damnation: Thou art in a par'lous ftate,

fhepherd.

Co R . Not a whit, Touchfione : those that are good
manners at the court, are as ridiculous in the country,

as the behaviour of the country is moft mockable at the

court. You told me, you falute not at the court, but you
kifs your hands; that courtefy would be uncleanly, if

courtiers were ftiepherds.

C/o. Jnftance, briefly; come, Inftance.

CoR. Why, we are ftill handling our ewes; and their

fells, you know, are greasy.

C/o. Why, do not your courtier's hands fweat ? and
is not the greafe of a mutton as wholfome as the fweat

of a manf Shallow, (hallow : A better inftance, I fay;

come.
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Cor. Befides, our hands are hard :

Clo, Your lips will feel them the fconer. Shallow

again: A more founder inflance; come.

Cor. And they are often tar'd over with the furgery

of our Iheep ; And would you have us kifs tar f The
courtier's hands are perfum'd with civet.

CIo, Moft (hallow man! Thou worm's meat in re-

fpeft of a good piece of flefli indeed ! Learn of the wise^

and perpend: Civet is of a bafer birth than tar; the ve-

ry uncleanly flux of a cat. Mend the inftance, fhepherd.

Cor. You have too courtly a wit for me; I'll reft.

C/o. Wilt thou reft damn'd? God help thee, (hallow

man ! God m.ake incision in thee! thou art raw.

Cor, Sir, I am a true labourer; I ea^^n that I eat,

get that I wear; owe no man hate, envy no man's hap-

pinefs ;
glad of other men's good, content v;ith my harm:

and the greateft of my pride is, to fee my ewes graze,

and my lambs fuck.

Clo. That is another fimple fm in you ; to bring the

ewes and the rams together, and to offer to get your

living by the copulation of cattle: to be bawd to a bell--

weather; and to betray a fhe-lamb of a twelvemonth to

a CTOoked-pated, old, cuckoldly ram, out of all reason-

able match. If thou be'ft not damn'd for this, the devil

himfelf will have no Ihepherds; I cannot fee elfe how
, thou ftiou)d'ft fcape.

Cor. Here comes young Mr. Gani772edy my new niif-

trefs's brother.

Erjer Rosalind, n^ith a Paper

^

reading.

Roi^ From the caft to i^vs/fern Tnde,

.

Noj€i.vcl is like Rosalinda
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flcr n,vorth^ being mounted 07i the ivind,

Throufrh all the njuorU bears Rosalind.

j^ll the piSlures, fairejl lijnnd.

Are hut black to Rosalind.

Let no face be kept in mind^

But theface of Rosalind.

Clo. ril rime you fo, eight years together; dinners,

and fuppers, and fleeping hours excepted : it is the right

butter-women's rank to market.

Ro^. Out, fool!

^Clo. Foratafte:—
If a hart do lack a htnd.

Let him feek out Rosalind.

Jf the cat ivill after kind^

So, be fure, ivill Rosalind.

Winter garments muft he lindy

So fnuftfiender Rosalind.

T^hey that reap muft Jheafand bind'^

^hen to cart ivith Rosalind

Suceeteji nut hath fouref rind'.

Such a nut is Rosalind.

He that f^eeteji rose njoillfindj

Muftfind lo^ue'^s pricks and Rosalind.

This is the very falfe gallop of verfes; Wby'doyou in-

fedl yourfelf with them?
Ro^, Peace, you dull fool; I found them on a tree.

Clo, Truly, the tree yields bad fruit.

Ro^, I'll grafx it with you, and then I ILall grafF It

with a medler; then it will be the earlieft fruit i' the

.country; for you'll be rotten ere you be half ripe, and
-that's the right virtue of the rnedler.

.Cb, You have faid; but whether wisely, or no, let

3 fuirejl Lindej ^ the/aire of

o 3
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the foreft jadge.

Enter Ce

l

i a , ^jjith a Paper.

Ros. Peace!

Here comes my fifter, reading; ftand afide.

Cei. Why Jhould this a desart be?

For it is unpeofVd? No;

tongues Til hang on e^very treCy

That Jhall ci^vilJayings Jhonv.

Some, honju brief the life ofman
Runs his erring pilgrimage \

That theJhetchlng of afpan
Buckles in hisJum of age,

Somey of 'violated njo=ws

^T^ixt the fouls off'iend andfriend:
But upon the faireji boughs^ ^

Or at enjsry fentence"* end^

Will I Rosalinda <vjrite\

Teaching all that read, to knoiM

The quintejjhice of e'very fprite

Hea'ven uoould in little Jhon^v,

Therefore hea<ven nature charged

That one body Jloould befilV

d

With ah graces ^uuide enlarged:

Nature presently diJiiWd

Helen'/ cheek, but not her heart i

Cleopatra'j ?naje/Iy ;

AtalantaV better part ;

Sad Lucretia'j modefy.

Thus Rosalind ofmany parts

By heavenly Jynod luas deuis^d

;

Ofmany faces, eyes, and hearts.

To haue the touches dearejl prized.

*5 not his heart
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Hea'ven ivould that Jhe these gifts Jhould havcy

And I to live and die herJlaue,

7^05, O moil gentle Jupiter, what a tedious homily

of love have you weary'd your parifhioners withal, and

never cryM, Have patience, good people!

Cel, How now! back friends?— Shepherd, go oiF

a

little:— Go with him, firrah.

C/o. Come, fliepherd, let us make an honourable re-

treat; though not with bag and baggage^ yet with fcrip

and fcripage. [Exeunt Corin, and Clown,
Cel* Did^ft thou hear these verfes?

Ros. O, yes, I h^ard thera all, and more too; for

fome of them had in them more feet than the verfes

would bear.

Cel. That's no matter; the feet might bear the ver-

fes.

Ros, Ay, but the feet were lame, and could not bear

themfelves without the verfe, and therefore flood lamely

in the verfe.

Cel, But did'ft thou hear, without wond'ring how
thy name fliould be hang'd and carved upon these trees?

Ros, 1 was feven of the nine days out of wonder,
before you came; for look

"f"
here what I found on a

palm tree : I was never fo be-rim'd fince Pythagoras^

time, that I was an IriJ^ rat, which I can hardly re-

member.
Cel. Trow you who hath done this?

Ros. Is it a man ?

-Cel. Ay, and a chain, that you once wore, about his

lieck: Change you colour?

Ros, I pr'ythee, who?
€el. O lordf lord! it is a hard matter for friends to

04
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meet* birt mountains may be remov'd witk earthquakes,

and fo encounter.

Ros» Nay, but who Is It?

Cel. Is it poffible?

Ros, Nay, I pray thee now, with mofl: petitionary

vehemence, tell me who it is.

Cel, O wonderful, wonderful, and moft wonderful

wonderful, and yet again wonderful, and after that out

of all hooping!

Ros. Od's my complexion! doft thou tliink, though

I am caparifon'd like a man. that I have a doublet and
hose in my difposition? One.inch of delay more is a

fouth-fea-oif difcovery. I pr'ythee, tell me, who is it?

quickly, and fpeak apace: I woukl thou could*!!: ilam-

mer, that thou might'll: pour this concealed man out of
thy mouth, as wine comes out of a narrow- mouth'd bot-

tle; either too much at once, or none at all, I pr'ythee,

take the cork out of thy mouth, that I may drink thy

tidings.

Cel, So you may put a man in your belly.

Ros, Is he of God's making? What manner of man ?

Is his head worth a hat, or his chin worth a beard/

Cel, Nay, he hath but a little beard.

Ros. Why, God will fend more, if the man will be

thankful: let me flay the growth of his beard, if thou

delay me not the knowledo^e of his chin.

Cel, It is young Orlando \ that tript up the wreftler's

heels, and your heart, both in an inftant.

Rob, Nay, but the devil take mocking; fpeak fad

brow, and true maid.

Cel, rfaith, coz', 'tis he.

Rob, Orlando?

5 pre'thee Good iny 'S South-feaof
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Ciii. Orlando,

Ros. Alas the day! what fliall I do with my doublet

and hose? What did he, when thou favv'ft him r What
faid he? How look'd he? Wherein went her What makes
he here? Did he aflc for me? Where remains he? How
parted he with thee? and when fhalt thou fee him again?

Anfwer me in one word.

Cel, Ycu muil borrow me Garganttiaz mouth fir ft 5

't^s a word too great for any mouth of this age's fize:

To fay, ay, and no, to these particulars, is more thaa

to anfwer in a catechism.

Ro^. But doth he know that I am in this foreft, and
in man's apparel? Looks he as frefhlyas he did the day
he wrefii'd ?

C^i. h is as easy to coiint atomies, as to resolve the

propositions of a lover :-~but take a taile of my iinding

him, and relifli it with good observance, i found him
under a tree, like a drop'd acorn.

Ros, It may well be call'd Jo^e\ tree, w!\en it drops

fucli fruit.

Cel, Give me audience, good madam.
Ros, Proceed.

Cel. There isy he, ftretch'd along, like a wounded
knfght.

Ros, Though it be pity to fee fuch a fight, it well

becomes the ground.

Cel, Cry, hola, to thy tongue, \ pr'ythee ; it cur-

vets unfeasonably. He was furnilh'd like a hunter,

Ros O ominous ! he com&s to kill my hart.

Cel. I would fing my fong without a burthen: thou

bring'ft me cut of tune.

Ros, Do you not know I am a woman : when I think,

^9 crorpes forth fuch K to the tc ngne
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I muft fpeak. Sweet, fay on.

£;7/^r Orlando, /tf/za' Jaqjtes.

C'EL. You bring me outt— Soft! comes he not here?

Ros. 'Tis he; Slink by, and note him. {retiring.

I thank you for your company ; but, good faith^

I had as lief have been myfelf alone.

Orl . And fo had I ; but yet, for fafliion fake, I thank
you too for your fociety.

7-^^ God be wi'you; let's meet as little as we can,

Orl, I do desire we may be better Grangers.

• « I pray you, mar no more trees with writing

love-fongs in their barks.

Orl. I pray you, mar no more of my verfes with

tending them ill-favour'dly.

Rosalind 15 your love's name?
Orl, Yes, juil.

J I do not like her name.
Orl, There was no thought of pleasing you, when

fhe was chriften'd.

y^i^ What ftature is fhe of?

Orl, J u ft as high as my heart.

'Ja£i^ You are full of pretty anfwers : Have you not

been acquainted with goldfmiths' wives, and con'd them
out of rings ?

Orl, Not fo; but T anfwer you right painted cloth,

from whence you have ftudy'd your queftions.

Jaq^ You have a nimble wit; \ think, 'twas made of
AtalatiTo's heels. Will you fit down with me; and we
two will rail againft our miftrefs, the world, and all our

misery.

Orl. I will chide no breather in the world, but my-
felf; againft whom I know mcft fauUs,
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The vvorft fault you have is, to be in love.

Orl. 'Tis a fault 1 will not change for your belt vir-

tue. I am weary of you.

J^£l^ By my troth, 1 was feeking for a fool, when I

found you.

Orl. He is drown'd in the brook; look but in, and
you (hall fee him.

JAQ^ There 1 fliall fee mine own figure.

Orl. Which I take to be either a fool, or a cypher.

I will tarry no longer with you: farevvel, good
Cgnior love.

Orl. I am glad ofyour departure: adieu, good mon-
fieur melancholy. \^Exit Jaques.

Roz. I will fpeak to him. \to Cel.] I ke a faucy"

lacquey, and under that habit play the knave with"

him." Do you hear, forefler? lad^vances,

Orl, Very well; What would you?
Ros, I pray you, what is't o'clock?

Orl. You Ihould afo me, what time o'day; there's

no clock in the foreil.

Ros, Then there is no true lover in the forefl: ; elfe

Sghing every minute, and groaning every hour, would
deted: the lazy foot of time, as well as a clock.

Orl. And why not the fwift foot of timer had not

that been as proper

Ros. By no means, fir; Time travels in divers paces

with divers perfons: I'll tell you who time ambles with-

al, who time trots withal, who time gallops withal, and
who he Hands ftill withal.

Orl. I pr'ythee, whom doth he trot withal?

Ros. Marry, he trots hard with a young maid, be-

tween the contrad of her marriage and the day it is t<\^
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lemnlz'd : if the interim be but a fe'night, time's pace
is fo hard that it feems the length of feven year.

^Orl, Who ambles time withal?

Roz, With a prieft that lacks Lafin, and a rich man
that hath not the gout: for the one fleeps easily, because

he cannot ftud y ; and the other lives merrily, because he

feels no pain : the one lacking the burthen of lean and
waftful learning;; the other knowinor no burthen of hea*

vy tedious penury: These time ambles withal.

Orl, Whom doth he gallop withal?

Ros. With a thief to the gallows: for though he go
as foftly as foot can fall, he thinks himfelf too foon

there.

Orl. Who flays it fall withal?

Ros, With lawyers in the I'acatlon : for they fleep

between term and term, and then they perceive not how
time moves,

Orl. Where dwell you, pretty youth ?

Ros. With this flicpherdefs, my fifter; here in the

'ikirts of the forell, like fringe upon a petticoat.

Orl, Are you native of this place?

Ros, As the coney, that you fee dwell where fne is

kindPd.

Orl, Your accent is fomethlng finer than you could

purchafe in fo removed a dwelling.

Ros. I have been told fo of many: but, indeed, an

old religious uncle of mine taught me to fpeak, who
was in his youth an in-land m,an ; one that knew court-

fhip too v/ell, for there he fell in love. I have heard

him read many leftures againft it; and I thank God I

am not a woman, to be touch'd with fo many giddy of-

'fences as he hath generally tax'd their whole fex withaU
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Orl\ Can you remember any of the principal evib,

that he lay*d to the charge of women?
Ros. There were^none principal; they were all like

one another, as half-pence are: every one fault feeming

monflrous, *till his fellow fault came to match it.

Orl, I pr'ythee, recount fome of them.

Ros, No; I will not cai'- away my physick, but on
those that are fick. There is a man haunts the forefb,

that abuses our young plants with carving Rosalind on
their barks; hangs odes upon hauthorns, and elegies on-

brambles; all, forfooth, deifying the name Rosalind:-

if I could meet that fancy-monger, I would give him
fome good counfel, for he feems to have the quotidian

of love upon him.

Orl. I am he that is fo love-fhak'd; I pray you, tel!

nie your remedy.

Ros, There is none of my uncle's marks upon yoa:
he taught me how to know a man in love; in which,

cage of rufhes, 1 am fure, you are not prisoner.

Orl, What were his marks?
Ros, A lean cheek; which you have not: a blue eye,

and funken; which you have not: an unqueftionable

Ipirit; which you have not: a beard negleded; which
you have not:—but \ pardon you for that; for, fimply,

your having in berad is a younger brother's revenue:

Then your hose fhould be ungarter'd, your bonnet un-

handed, your fleeve unbuttoned, your fhoe unty'd, and
every thing about you dcip.oiillrating a carelefs defola-

rion. But you are no fuch man ; you are rather point-de-

vice in your accoutrements; as loving yourfclf, than

.eeraing the lover of any other.

Fair youth, I would T . V' mr^k? thee believe
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I love.

Ros* Me believe it? you may as foon make her that

you love believe it; which, T warrant, fhe is apter to do,

than to confefs (he does ; that is one of the points in the

which women ftill give the lie to their confciences. But^

in good footh, are you he that hangs the verfes on the

trees, wherein Rosalind is fo admired ?

Orl. \ {"wear to thee, youth, by the white hand of
Rosalind^ I am that he, that unfortunate he.

Ros. But are you fo much in love as your rimes fp-

.eak r

Orl. Neither rime nor reason can exprefs how
much.

Rob. Love is meerly a madnefs; and, I tell you, de*

serves as well a dark houfe and a whip, as madmen do:

;ind the reason why they are not fo punifh'd and cured

is, that the lunacy is fo ordinary, that the whippers are

in love too: Yet J profefs curing it by counfel.

Orl, Did you ever cure any for

Ro^, Yes, one; and in this manner. He was to ima-

gine me his love, his miftrefs; and 1 fet him every day
to woo me: At which time would I, being but a moon-
ifh youth, grieve, be effeminate, changeable, longing,

and liking; proud, fantafiical, apifh, fiiallow, inconftant,

full of tears, full of fmiles; for every pafTion fomething,

and for no paffion truly any thing, as boys and women
are for the moft part cattle of this colour : would now
like him, now loath him; then entertain him, then for-

fwear him ; now weep for him, then fpit at him ; that I

drave my fuitor from his mad humour of love, to a liv-

ing humour of madnefs; which was, to iorfwear the full

ftream of the world, and to live in a nook meerly mo-
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naftick: And thus I cur'd him; and this way will I take

upon me to vvafh your liver as clear as a found iheep's

heart, that there fliall not be one fpot of love in't.

Orl, I would not be cur*d, youth.

Ros, I would cure you, if you would but call me Ro-

salind, and come every day to my cote, and woo me.

Orl, Now, by the faith of my love, I will; tell me
where it is.

Ro3, Go with me to it, and I'll fhew it you: and,

by the way, you (hall tell me where in the foreft you
live : Will you go?

Orl, With all my heart, good youth.

Ros, Nay, you mufl: call me i^^W/W.-—Come, fifter,

will you go? [Exeunt.

SCENE in. The/ame.

Enter Clown, an^i Audrey; Jaques
at a Dijlance^ obser^uirig them.

Clo, Come apace, good Audrey \ I will fetch up your
goats, Audrey: And YiO-^y Audrey? am 1 the man yet?
Doth my fimple feature content you?

AuD, Your features ! (Lord warrant us!) what feat-

ures ?

Clo, I am here with thee and thy goats, as the mofl
capricious poet, honeft Ot;/V, was among the Goths,

Ja^)^ '* O knowledge ill-inhabited ! worfe lh?inyo^je

in a thatch'd houfe."

Clo, When a man's verfes cannot be underftood, nor
a man's good wit feconded with the forward child, un-
derilanding, it flrikes a man more dead than a great
reckoning in a little room : ..Truly, I would the gods
had made thee poetical.
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AuD. I do not know what poetical is : Is it lionefi in

deed, and word ? Is it a true thing?

Clo. No, truly ; for the truell poetry is the moft

feigning; and lovers are given to poetry ; and what they

iwear in poetry, may be faid, as lovers, they do feign.

AuD. Do you wifli then, that the gods had made me
poetical ?

Ch. I do, truly: for thou fwear'fl: to me, thou art'

honeil; now, if thou wert a poet, i might ha\ e fome

hope thou didd feign.

AuD, Would you not have me honeft?

Clo, No, truiy, unlefs thou wert hard-favour'd : for

honeily coupPd to beauty, is to ha\e honey a fauce to

fugar.

^7-% " ^ material fool
!"

AvD, Well, I am not fair; and therefore I pray the

gods make me honelu

Clo, Truly, and to cafl away ho/.efty upon a foul

flut, were to put good meat into an unclean difn,

AvD, 1 am not a fiut
; though, I thank the gods, I am

foul.

Clo. Well, praised be the gods for thy foulnefs ; flut-

tifhnefs may come hereafter. But be it as it may be, I

will marry thee: and to that end, I have .been with fir

Oliver Mur-tcxty the vicar of the next village ; who hath

promised to meet me in this place of the forcil, and ta
couple us.

yy^^^' I would fain fee this meeting'*.

AuD. Well, the gods give us joy!

Clo, Amen. A man may, if he were of a fearful

heart, dagger in this attempt; for here we have no tem-
ple but the wood, no aiTcmbly but horn-beafls. But what
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though? Courage! as horns are odious, they are necef-

fary. It is faid,—Many a man knows no end of his goods

:

right; many a man has good horns, and knows no end
of them. Well, that is the dowry of his wife; 'tis none
of his own getting. Horns ? Even fo: Poor men alone?

No, no; the nobleil: deer hath them as huge as the raf-

c(il. Is the fmgle man therefore bleffed ? No : as a wall'd

town is more worthier than a village, fo is the forehead

of a marry'd man more honourable than the bare brow
of a batchelor: and by how much defence is better than

no fkill, by fo much is a horn more precious than to

want.

Enter Sir Oliver Mar-text.

Here comes fir Oli'ver: Sir Oliver Mar-text y you are

well met: Will you difpatch us here under this tree, or

fhall we go with you to your chapel?

Sr,0. Is there none here to give the woman?
Clo. I will not take her on gift of any man.
5'r.O. Truly, fhe mull: be given, or the marriage is

not lawful.

y^Q^ Proceed, proceed; I'll give her.

Clo. Good even, good Mr. What dye calVt: How
do you, fir? You are very well met: God'ild you for

your lafi: company : I am very glad to fee you : Even a

toy in hand here, fir:-^Nay, pray be cover'd.

Will you be marry'd, motley?

Clo, As the ox hath his bough, fir, the horfe his curb,

and the faulcon her bells, fo man hath his desires; and
as pigeons bill, fo wedlock would be nibling.

jAe^ And will you, being a man of your breeding,

be marry'd under a bufn, like a beggar? Get you to

church, and have a good prieft that can tell you what

a; his bow fir

Vol. nr. p
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marriage Is: this fellow will but join you together as

they join vvainfcot; then one of you will prove a fhrunk

pannel, and, like green timber, warp, warp.

Clo, " I am not in the mind but 1 were better to"

be marry'd of him than ofanother : for he is not like"

" to marry me well ; and not being well marry'd, it**

*« will be a good excufe for me hereafter to leave my"
wife."

Jasi^ Go thou with me, and let me counfel thee.

Clo, Qomt^i^ttt Audreys

We mufl; be marry'd, or we muft live in bawdry.—
Farewel, good Mr. Oliver:

Not, o fweet Oli<verf

O brave Oli'very

Leave me not behind thee |

But wind away.

Begone, I fay,

I will not to wedding with thee.

\_Exeu72t ]AQVESy Clown, Audrey.
Sr. O. 'Us no matter; ne'er a fantaftical knave ofthem

all (hall flout me out of my calling. \^Exit.

SCENE IV. The fame.

•Enter Ros a lind, and Celia.
^05. Never talk to me, I will weep.
Cel. Do, I pr'ythee ; but yet have the grace to con-

fider, that tears do not become a man.
^05. But have I not cause to weep ?

Cel. As good cause as one would desire; therefore
weep.

Roz, His very hair is of the diffembling colour.

Cel. Something browner than Judas'hi marry^ h:?
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tifles 2iXtJuda5*s own children.

Ro5. rfaith, his hair is of a good colour.

Cel, An excellent colour: your chefnut was ever the

only colour.

Ros, And his killing is as full of fanftity as the touch

of holy beard.

Cel. He hath bought a pair of caft lips of Diana: a.

nun of winter's fifterhood kiffes not more religioufly

;

tphe very ice of chaftity is in them.

Ros, But why did he fwear he would come thismorn*

ing, and comes not?

Cel. Nay, certainly there is no truth In him.
Ros. Do you think fo?

Cel. Yes : I think he is not a pick-purfe, nor a horfe-

flealer; but for his verity in love, I do think him as

concave as a covered goblet, or a worm-eaten nut.

Ros, Not true in love?

Cel. Yes, when he is in ; but, I think, he is not in.

Ros, You have heard him fwear downright, he was.

Cel. Was is not befides, the oath of a lover is no
ftronger than the word of a tapper; they are both the

(Jonfirmers of falfe reckonings : He attends here in the

foreft on the duke your father.

• Ros. I met the duke yefterday, and had much quef-

tion with him: He afk'd me, of what parentage 1 was;
I told him, of as good as he: fo he laugh'd, and let me
go. But what talk we of fathers, when there is fuch a

man as Orlando P

Cel. O, that's a brave man! he writes brave verfes,

fpeaks brave words, fwears brave oaths, and breaks them
bravely, quite traverfe, athwart the heart of his lover;

as a puny tilter, that fpurs his horfe but on one fide,

^ holy bread. *i confirmer

p 2
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breaks his ftaff like a noble goofe: but all's brave, that

youth mounts, and folly guides: —Who comes here?

Enter Cor IN.

Cor. Miflrefs, and mafter, you have oft enquired

After the fhepherd that complained of love;

Whom you faw fitting by me on the turf.

Praising the proud difdainful fhepherdefs

That was his miftrefs.

Cel. Well, and what of him?
Cor. If you will fee a pageant truly play'd.

Between the pale complexion of true love

And the red glow of fcorn and proud difdain.

Go hence a little, and I fiiall conduft you.

If you will mark it.

Ros. O, let us remove;

The fight of lovers feedeth those in love

Come, bring us to this fight; and you ftiall fay

ril prove a busy aftor in their play. \^Ex€unt^

SCENE V. fame. Jnoiher Part cf it.

Enter SiLViue, and Pheee.
Sweet Phehey do not fcorn me; do not, Phehe:

Say, that you love me not; but fay not fo

In bitternefs: The common executioner.

Whose heart the accuflom'd fight of death makes hard^

Falls not the axe upon the humbl'd neck.

But firft begs pardon; Will you flerner be
Than he that eyes, and lives by, bloody drops?

Enter C E L i a and Ro s a l i n D , at a Dijiafice^

Corin leading them,

Phe, I would not be thy executioner;

I fly thee, fdr I would not injure thee.

2S that dies and
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Thou teirft me, there is murder in mine eye :

'Tis pretty, fure, and very probable,

That eyes,-" that are the frairil and fofteft things.

Who fhut their coward gates on atomies,

—

Should be call'd tyrants, butchers, murderers!

Now I do frown on thee with all my heart;

And, if mine eyes can wound, now let them kill thee:

Now counterfeit to fwoon ; why, now fall down;
Or, if t;hou canll not, o, for fhame, for fhame.

Lie not, to fay mine eyes are murderers.

Now fliew the wound mine eye hath made in thee:

Scratch thee but with a pin, and there remains

Some fear of it ; lean but upon a rulh,

The cicatrice and capable impreffure

Thy palm fome moment keeps : but now mine eyes.

Which 1 have darted at thee, hurt thee not;

Nor, I am fure, there is no force in eyes.

That can do hurt to au^*

SiL . O dear Phehey

If ever (as that ever may be near)

You meet in fome frefh cheek the power of fancy.

Then fhail you know the wounds invisible

That love's keen arrows make.
PuE. But, 'till that time.

Come not thou near me: and, when that time comes,

AfHi<5l me with thy mocks, pity me not;

As, 'till that time, I fhall not pity thee.

i^05. And why, I pray you? \ad^andng,'\ Who might
be your mother.

That you infult-, exult, and all at once.

Over the wretched r What though you have no beauty,

{As, by my faith, I fee no more in you

P3
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Than without candle may go dark to bed)

Muft you be therefore proud and pitilefs?

Why, what means this? Why do you look on me?
I fee no more in you, than in the ordinary

Of nature's fale-work: Od's my little life!

I think, fhe means to tangle mine eyes too:

No, 'faith, proud millrefs, hope not after it;

'Tis not your inky brows, your black-filk hair.

Your bugle eye-balls, nor your cheek of cream.

That can entame my fpirits to your vvorfhip

You foolilh fliepherd, wherefore do you follow her.

Like foggy fouth, puffing with wind and rain?

You are a thousand times a properer man.
Than Ihe a woman : 'Tis fuch fools as you
That makes the world full of ill-favour'd children:

'Tis not her glafs, but you, that flatters her;

And out of you Ihe fees herfelf more proper

Than any of her lineaments can fliow her

But, miftrefs, know yourfelf; down on your knees.

And thank heaven, fading, for a good man's love:

For 1 muft tell you friendly in your ear,

—

Sell when you can, you are not for all markets:

Cry the man mercy, love him, take his offer;

Foul is moft foul, being foul to be a fcoffer.

So, take her to thee, fhepherd ; fare you well.

Pre, Sweet youth, I pray you, chide a year together;

I had rather hear you chide, than this man woo.
^os. He's fallen in love with her foulnefs, and (he'll

fall in love with my anger: If it be fo, as faft as (he

anfvvers thee with frowning looks, I'll fauce her with

bitter v/crds. Why look you fo upon me?
Pee. For no ill will I bear you.

with your fculnefle
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i?05. I pray you, do not fall in love with me,
For I am falfer than vows made in win^e

:

Befides, I like you not: If you will know my houfe,

'Tis at the tuft of olives, here hard by:_
Will you go, fifter?—. Shepherd, ply her hard:

Come, filler :_Shepherdefs, look on him better.

And be not proud : though all the world could fee.

None could be fo abus'd in fight as he.

Come, to our flock. {Exeunt Ros. Cel. and Cor.

Fhe, Dead fhepherd, now I find thy faw of mighty

—

Who ever lov'd, that lov'd not at firft fight?

SiL . Sweet Pheber'
Pre. Ha! What fay 'ft thou, Sihius?
SiL, Sweet Pbebe, pity me.
Phe. Why, I am forry for thee, gentle Sihius.

SiL. Wherever forrow is, relief would be;

If you do forrow at my grief in love.

By giving love, your forrow and my grief

Were both extermin'd.

Phe. Thou haft my love; Is not that neighbourly?

SiL. I would have you.

Phe. Why, that were covetoufnefs.

Silvius, the time was, that I hated thee;

And yet it is not, that I bear thee love:

But fince that thou canft talk of love fo well,

Thy company, which erft was irkfome to me,
I will endure; and Til employ thee too:

But do not look for further recompence.
Than thine own gladnefs that thou art employed.

SiL. So holy, and fo perfe6l is my love.

And I in fuch a poverty of grace.

That [ fhall think it^a moft plenteous crop

P4



As you like it*

To glean the broken ears after the man
That the main harveft reaps: ]oofe now and then

A fcatter*d fmile, and that I'll live upon. [while?

Ph^. Know'ft thou the youth that fpoke to me ere-

SiL, Not very weil, but I have met him oft;

And he hath bought the cottage, and the bounds.

That the old Carlot once vv^as mailer of.

FuE. Think not I love him, though T afk for him;
'Tis but a peevifh boy; Yet he talks well;

But what care I for words? Yet words do well,

When he that fpeaks them pleases those that hear.

It is a pretty youth ; Not very pretty:

But, fure, he's proud; and yet his pride becomes him:
He'll make a proper man: The bell thing in him
Is his complexion; and fafter than his tongue

Did make oftence, his eye did heal it up.

He is not tall; yet for his years he's tall;

His leg is but fo fo; and yet 'tis well:

There was a pretty rednefs in his lip;

A little riper and more lufty red

Than that mixt in his cheek; 'twas jufl: the dilFerence

Betwixt the conftant red and mingl'd damafk.

There be fome women, Sil^ius^ had they mark'd him
In parcels as I did, would have gone near

To fall in love with him : but, for my part,

I love him not; nor hate him not; and yet

I have more cauce to hate him than to love him:
For what had he to do to chide at me?
He faid, mine eyes vv^ere black, and my hair black,

'And, now 1 am remem.ber'd, fcoin'd at me:
I marvel, why I anfwer'd not again:

But that's all one; omittance is no quittance:

17 not very tall
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ril write to him a very taunting letter.

And thou fhalt bear it ; Wilt thou, Sihius?

SiL, Phelc^ with all my heart.

I'll write it ftraight;

The matter's in my head, and in my heart:

I will be bitter with him> paffing ihort:

GO with me, Silvius. {Exeunt.

SCENE I. Thefame.
Enter Jaques, Celia, and Rosalind.

Ja^ I pr'ythee, pretty youth, let me be better ac-

quainted with thee.

Ros. They fay, you are a melancholy fellow.

"jAei^ I am fo; I do love it better than laughing.

^05. Those that are in extremity of either are abo-

minable fellows; and betray thenlfelves to every mod-
ern cenfure, worfe than drunkards.

Jaq^ Why, 'tis good to be fad and fay nothing.

Ros. Why then, 'tis good to be a pclL

'Ja^ I have neither the fcholar's melancholy, which
IS emulation; nor the musician's, which is fantaftical ;

nor the courtier's, which is proud ; nor the foldier's,

which is ambitious; nor the lawyer's, which is politick^

nor the lady's, which is nice; nor the lover's, which is

all these : but it is a melancholy of mine own, compoun-
ded of many fimples, extrailed from many objects, and,

indeed, the fundry contemplation of my travels, in which
my often rumination wraps me in a moil humorous fdd-

nefs.

6 him, and pa (Ting
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J^os. A traveller! By my faith, you have great rea-

son to be fad: I fear you have fold your own lands, to

fee other men's; then, to have feen much, and to have
nothing, is to have rich eyes and poor hands.

y^^^ Yes, I have gain'd my experience.

Eriter Orlando.
Ros. And your experience makes you fad: I had ra-

ther have a fool to make me merry, than experience to

make me fad; and to travel for it too.

Orl. Good day, and happinefs, de2Lr Rosalind I

Nay then, God be vvi'you,an you talk in blank
verfe. [ Exit J a qu e s

.

Ros, Farewel, monfieur traveller : Look, you lifp, and
wear ftrange fuits; difable all the benefits of your own
country; be out of love with your nativity, and almoft

chide God for making you that countenance you are;

or I will fcarce think you have fwam in a gondola.-.

Why, how now, Orlando! where have you been all this

while? You a lover? An you ferve me fuch another trick,

never come in my fight more.

Orl, My fair Rosalind^ 1 come within an hour of my
promise.

Ros. Break an hour's promise in love? He that will

divide a minute into a thousand parts, and break bat a

part of the thousandth part of a minute in the affairs of

/ love, it may be faid of him, that Cupid hath clap'd him
o'the fhoulder, but Til warrant him heart- v/hole.

Orl, Pardon me, (Lq^lX Rosalind.

Ros. Nay, an you be fo tardy, come no more in my
fight; I had as lief be woo'd of a fnail.

Orl, Of a fnail?

Ros, Ay, of a fnail ; for though he comes flowly, he

*S thoufand
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carries his houfe on his head; a better jointure, I think,

than you make a woman : Befides, he brings his delliny

with him.

Orl, What's that?

Ro^, Why, horns; which fuch as you are fain to be

beholding to your wives for: but he comes armed in his

fortune, and prevents the flander of his wife.

Orl, Virtue is no horn-maker; and my Rosalind is

virtuous.

Roz. And I am yonr Rosalind,

Cel. It pleases him to call you fo; but he hath a Ro-

salind of a better leer than you.

Ros, Come, woo me, woo me; for now I am in a

holiday humour, and like enough to confent: — What
would you fay to me now, an I were your very very Ros^

alind.

Orl, I would kifs, before I fpoke.

Ros. Nay, you were better fpeak firft ; and when you
were gravel'd for lack of matter, you might take occa-

sion to kifs. Very good orators, when they are out, they

will fpit; and for lovers, lackfng (God warn us!) mat-

ter, the cleanlieft fhift is to kifs.

Orl, How if the kifs be deny'd?

Ros. Then ftie puts you to entreaty, and there be-

gins new matter.

Orl. Who could be out, being before his beloved

mil^refs ?

Ros. Marry, that (hould you, if I were your miftrefs;

or I fliould think my honefty ranker than my wit.

Orl. What, of my fuit?

Ros. Not out of your apparel, and yet out of your

(mt* Am not I your Rosalind^

%
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Orl. I take fomejoy to fay you are, because I would
be talking of her.

Ros. Well, in her perfcn, I fay—I will not have you.

Orl, Then, in mine own perfon, I die.

Ros, No, 'faith, die by attorney. The poor world is

almoft fix thousand years old, and in all this time there

was not any man dy'd in his own perfon, <vicielic€t^ in a

Jove cause. Trcilus had his brains dafh'd out with a Gre-

cian club; yet he did what he could to die before; and

he is one of the patterns of love. Leander, he would have

liv'd rtiany a fair year, though Hero had turn'd nun, if

it had not been for a hot midfummer night: for, good
youth, he went but forth to wafti him in the Hellejponty

and, being taken with the cramp, was drown'd ; and
the foolilh chroniclers of that ao-e found it was Hero of

SeJIos. But these are all lies; m.en have dy'd from time

to time, and worms have eaten them, but not for love.

Orl, I would not have my right Rosalind of this

2nind; for, I proteft, her fjown might kill me.
Ros. By this hand, it will not kill a fly: But come,

now I will be your Rosalind in a more coming-on difpo-

sitlon ; and afK me what you will, 1 will grant it.

Orl, Then love me, Rosalind.

Ros. Yes, 'faith, will J; fridays, and faturday's, and'

all.

Orl, And wilt thou have me?
Ros, Ay, and twenty fuch*

Orl, What fayeft thou?

Ros. Are you not good
Orl, I hope fo.

Ros, Why then, can one desire too much of a good
thing? Come, fifter, you fliall be the prieii, and mar-
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ry us Give me your hand, Orlando

:

do you
fay, filter?

Orl, Pray thee, marry us.

Cel. I cannot fay the words.

Ros. You muft begin. Willyou, Orlando,

—

Cel. Go to: Will you, Orlandoy have to wife this

Rosalind?

Orl. I will.

Ros. Ay, but when?
Orl. Why, now; as faft as Ihe can marry us.

Ros. Then you muft fay,—//^/f^ il^ee, Rosalind,yor

nvi/e.

Orl. I take thee, Rosalind^ for wife.

Ros. I might afk you for your commiffion ; but, I do
take thee, Orlando, for my husband: There's a girl goes

before the prieft; and, certainly, a woman's thought runs

before her a6lions.

Orl. So do all thoughts; they are vving'd.

Ros. Now tell me, how long you would have her,

after you have posseiT'd her?

Orl. For ever, and a day.

Ros. Say a day, without the ever: No, no, Orlando;

men are April when they woo, December when they

wed: maids are May when they are maids, but the fky

changes when they are wives. I will be more jealous of
thee than a Barbary cock-pidgeon over his hen ; more
clamorous than a parrot againft rain ; more new-fangl'd

than an ape; more giddy in my desires than a monkey:
I will weep for nothing, like Diana in the fountain, and
I will do that when you are dlfpos'd to be merry ; I

will laugh like a hyen, and that when thou art inclin'd

to fleep.
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Orl. But will my Rosalind do fo?

Ros, By my life, flie will do as I do.

Orl. O, but fhe is wise,

Ros. Or elfe fhe could not have the wit to do this:

the wiser, the waywarder: Make the doors faCt upon a

woman's wit, and it will out at the casement ; fliut that,

and 'twill out at the key-hole; flop that, 'twill fly with

the fmoke out at the chimney.

Orl* a man that had a wife with fuch a wit, he
might fay,

—

Wity nvhither <wilt?

Ros. Nay, you might keep that check for it, 'till you
met your wife's wit going to your neighbour's bed,

Orl» And what wit could wit have to excuse that?

Ros, Marry, to fay,— fhe came to feek you there:

you fhall never take her without her anfwer, unlefs yoii

take her without her tongue. O, that woman that can-

not make her fault her husband's occasion, let her nev-

er nurfe her child herfelf, for Ihe will breed it like a

fool.

Orl, For these two hours, Rosalhid, I will leave thee.

Ros. Alas, dear love, I cannot lack thee two hours.

Grl. I mufl attend the duke at dinner; by two o'*

clock I will be v;ith thee again.

Ros* Ay, go your ways, go your ways; I knew what
yea would prove; my friends told me as much, and I

thought no lefs : that flattering tongue of yours won me:
'tis but one caft away; and lb,— come, death: Two o'-

clock is your hour ?

Orl, Ay, {wt^t Rosalind,

Ros, By my troth, and in good earneft, and fo God
mend me, and by all pretty oaths that are not danger-

ous, if you break one jot of your promise, or come one
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minute behind your hour, I will think you the mo{l pa-

thetical break-promise, and the moll: hollow lover, and
the moft unworthy of her you call Rosalind^ that may be

chosen out of the grofs band of the unfaithful: there-

fore beware my cenfure, and keep your promise.

Orl* With no lefs religion, than if thou wert indeed

my Rosalind: So, adieu.

Ros, Well, time is the old juftice that examines all

fuch offenders, and let time try: Adieu.

\Exit Orlando.
Cel. You have fimply mifus'd our fex in your love-

prate: we muft have your doublet and hose pluck'd over

your head, and fhew the world what the bird hath done
to her own neft.

Ro^, O coz', coz', coz', my pretty little coz', that

thou didft know how many fathom deep I am in love!

But it cannot be founded ; my afFedlion hath an unknowa
bottom, like the bay of Portugal,

Cel, Or rather, bottomlefs; that as fall as you pour
affeftion in, it runs out.

Ros. No, that fame wicked baftard of Venus, that

was begot of thought, conceived of fpleen, and born of
madnefs; that blind rafcally boy, that abuses every one*s

eyes, because his own are out, let him be judge, how
deep I am in love:— Til tell thee, Aliena, I cannot be

out of the fight of Orlando: Til go find a fliadow, and
figh 'till he come.

Cel. And I'll fleep. \^ExeunU

SCENE 11. rhefame.
Etjter Jaques, and Others, Forefters.

Ja21^ Which is he that kill'd the deer ?
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I . F, Sir, it was I.

Let's present him to the duke, like a Roman
conqueror; and it would do well to fet the deer's horns

upon his head, for a branch of viftory: Have you no
fon^7 forefter, for this purpose?

2". F. Yes, fir.

Sing it: 'tis no matter how it be in tune, fo it

make noise enough.

5 O NG.
1. V. What Jkall he ha^ve, that kilPd the deer?

2. V. His leather Jkin^ and herns lo ^ear,

l.Y. l^henJiug hii7i home:~^

both.

Take thou no /corn

to linear the horny t^e luQp f}om

;

2t ivas a creji ere thou ^aft born :
—

1. V. Thy father"*sfather njjore it\

2. V. A'lid thyfather bore it

:

—
cho.

The horny the horn, the lufty horn^

is net a thing to laugh to fcorn. [Exeunt,

SCENE III. The fame.
Filter Rosalind, and Celia.

i?o.?. How fay you now? Is it not paft two o'clock?

and how much Orlando com?;3?

Crx. I warrant you, with pure love, and troubl'd

brain, he hath ta'en his bow and arrows, and is gone

forth— to fleep: Look, who comes here?

Enter SiLVi us.

SiL. My errand is to you, fair youth ;
—

My gentle Phebe bid me give you this; [gives a Letter.

ard bcere much
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\ know not the contents; but, as I guefs.

By the ftern brow, and wafpifh adlion

Which (he did use as Ihe was waiting of It,

It bears an angry tenure; pardon me,
I am but as a guiltlefs mefTenger.

Ro^. Patience herfelf would ftartle at this letter.

And play the fwaggerer; bear this, bear all:

She fays, I am not fair; that I lack manners;
She calls me proud; and, that fhe could not love me
Were man as rare as phoenix: Od's my will!

Her love is not the hare that I do hunt:

Why writes Ihe fo to me ?-uWell, fhepherd, well.

This is a letter of your own device.

SiL, No, r proteft, I know not the contents;

Fhebe did write it.

Ro^. Come, come, you are a fool.

And turn'd into the extremity of love.

I faw her hand: Ihe has a leathern hand,

A freeftone-colour'd hand ; I verily did think

That her old gloves were on, but 'twas her hands;

She has a huswife's hand: but that's no matter:

I fay, fhe never did invent this letter;

This is a man's invention, and his hand.

Sure, it is hers.

Ros, Why, 'tis a boift'rous and a cruel ftile,

A ftile for challengers ; why, (he defies me.

Like Turk to Chrij}ian: woman's gentle brain

Could not drop forth fuch giant-rude invention.

Such Ethlop words, blacker in their efFedl

Than in their countenance:— Will you hear the letter

SiL, So please you, for \ never heard it yet;

Yet heard too much of Phebes cruelty.

*7 womens

Vol. nr. Q
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Ros. She Phebes me: Mark how the tyrant writes.

Art thou god to ftfepberd turn*dy

That a maiden s heart hath burnd?^
Can a woman rail thus ?

SiL. Call you this railing?

Ro^ , Whjy thy godhead lafd apart

y

War'^Ji thou wotth a ^omaris heart?

^

Did you ever hear fuch railing?—

Whiles the eye of man did <uooo me^

That could do no vengeance to me,^
Meaning me a beafl:._

If the/corn ofyour bright eyne

Baue pon,ver to raisefuch hue in mine^

Jllachy in me ^hatJirange effe6i

Would they <zvork in mild aJpeSl?

Whilesyou chid me^ I did loue\

Ho^-w then mightyour prayers move?
Hey that brings this love to thtey

Little knoiMS this love in me :

And by him feed up thy mind

;

Whether that thy youth and kind

Will thefaithful offer take

Of me, and all that I can make

;

Or elje by him my love de-ny,

And then Pllftudy hovu to die.

Sit. Call you this chiding:

Cel. Alas, poor fliepherd!

Ro^, Do you pity him? no, he deserves no pity.

Wilt t'hou love fuch a woman ? What, to make thee an
inilrument, and play falfe {trains upon thee! not to be

endurM. Well, go your way to her, (for, I fee, love hath

made thee a tame fnake) and fay this to her; —That, if
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fhe love me, T charge her to love thee: if flle will not,

J will never have her, unlefs thou entreat for her If you
be a true lover, hence, and not a word; for here comes
more company. [Exit Silvius.

Enter Oliver.
Oli, Good morrow, fair ones: Pray you, ifyou know.

Where, in the purlieus of this foreft, ftands

A fheep-cote, fenc'd about with olive-trees? [torn.

Cel. Wert of this place, down in the neighbour boc-

The rank of osiers, by the murmuring rtream.

Left on your right hand, brings you to the place:

But at this hour the houfe doth keep itfelf.

There's none within.

Oli. If that an eye may profit by a tongue.

Then fhould I know you by defcription;

Such garments, and fuch years: T^e boy isfairt

Offernahfavour, and bejioivs himjelf

Like a ripeJifter : but the ^oman louj^

And broi.vner than her brother: Are not you
The owner of the houfe I did enquire for.?

Cel, It is no boaft, being afk'd, to fay, we are,

Oli. Orlando doth commend him to you both;

And to that youth, he calls his Rosalind^

He fends this bloody napkin ; Are you he ?

Ro^, I am: What muit we underftand by this?

Oli. Some of my fhame; if you will know of vaz

What man I am, and how, and why, and where
This handkerchief was ftain'd.

Cel. I pray you, tell it.

Oli. When laft the young Orlando parted from you^

He left a promise to return again

Within an hour; and, pacing through the foreft.
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Chewing the food of fweet and bitter fancy,

Lo, what befel! he threw his eye afiJe,

And, mark, \vliat object did present itfelf!

Under an oak, whose boughs were moff'd with age.

And high top bald with dry antiquity,

A wretched ragged man, o'ergrown with hair,

Lay fleeping on his back : about his neck

A green and gilded fnake had wreath'd itfelf,

Who with her head, nimble in threats, approached

The op'ning of his mouth ; but fuddenly,

Seeing Orlando^ it unlink'd itfelf,

And with indented glides did flip away
Into a bufli: under which bufli's fhad^

A lionefs, with udders all drawn dry,

Lay couching, head on ground, with cat-like watch.
When that the fleeping man ftiould ftir; for 'tis

The royal difposition of that bead:.

To prey on nothing that doth feem as dead :

This feen, Orlando did approach the man,
And found it was his brother, his elder bi other.

Cel. O, I have heard him fpeak of that fame bro-

ther;

And he did render him the moft unnatural

That liv'd 'mongft men.

Oli, And well he might fo do,

For well I know he was unnatural.

itos. But, to Orlando \ Did he leave him there.

Food to the fuck'd and hungry lionefs?

Oli, Twice did he turn his bark, and purposed fo:

But kindnefs, nobler ever than revenge,

And nature, llronger than his jnft occasion,

Made him give battle to the lionefs,

4 an old Oake H amongft
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Who quickly fell before him ; in which hurtling

From miserable flumbcr I awaked.

Cel, Are you his brother?

Ros. Was it you he refcu'd ?

Cel. Was't you that did fo oft contrive to kill him?
Oli. 'Tvvas I ; but 'tis not I: I do not fhame

To tell you what I was, fince my converfion

So fweetly tafls, being the thing I am.
Ros. But, for the bloody napkin?

Oz/. By and by.

When from the firil to laft, betwixt us two.

Tears our recoantments had moft kindly bathed:

As how I came into that desert place;

In brief, he led me to the gentle duke.

Who gave me frefh array, and entertainment,

Committing me unto my brother's love;

Who led me inftantly unto his cave,

There llrip'd himfelf, and here upon his arm
The lionefs had torn fome flefli away,

Which all this while had bled ; and now he fainted.

And cry'd, in fainting, upon Rosalind.

Brief, I recovered him; bound up his wound;
And, after fome fmall fpace, being ftrong at heart,

He fent me hither, ftranger as I am,
To tell this flory, that you might excuse

His broken promise, and to give this "f" napkin,

Dy'd in his blood, unto the ihepherd youth

That he in fport doth call his Rosalind.

Cel. Why, how now, GanimeaP iweet GanimedP
Oli, Many will fvvoon, when they do look on blood,

4 Was't

0.3
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Cel. There is more in it; Cousin Gammed!
Oli, Look, he recovers.

Ros, I wouldj I were at home.
Cel. We'll lead you thither:-..

I pray you, will you take him by the arm.

Oil. Be of good cheer, youth : You a man ? you lack

a man's heart.

Ros. I do fo, I confefs it. Ah, fir, a body would
think this was well counterfeited: I pray you, tell your
brother how well I counterfeited. Heigh hoi

Oli, This was not counterfeit; there is too great tef-

timony in your complexion, that it was a palTion of ear-

neft.

Ros, Counterfeit, I afTure you.

Oli. Well then, take a good heart, and counterfeit

to be a man.
Ros. So I do : but, i'faith, I Ihould have been a wo-

man by right.

Cel. Come, you look paler and paler; pray you,

draw homewards :__ Good fir, go with us.

Oli. That v*'i]l I, for I muft bear anfwer back
How you excuse my brother, Rosalind.

Ros. I fhall devise fomething: but, I pray you, com-
mend my counterfeiting to him : Will you go ? [Exeunt.

JCTV.
SCENE I. ne/ame.

Enter Clown, and Audrey.

CIo. We fliall find a time, Audreys patience, gently

Audrey.

8 Ah, fina, a
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AuD, 'Faith, the prieft was good enough, for all the

old gentleman's faying.

Clo. A moft wicked fir Oli^vevy Audrey^ a moft vile

Mar-text. But, Audrey, there is a youth here in the for-

eft lays claim to you.

AvD. Ay, I know who 'tis; he hath no intereft in me
in the world: here comes the man you mean.

Enter William.
Clo, It is meat and drink to me to fee a clown: By

my troth, we that have good wits have much to anfvver

for; we lhall be flouting; we cannot hold.

WiL. Good ev'n, Audrey,

AuD, God ye good ev'n, William.

WiL. And good ev'n to you, fir.

Clo, Good ev'n, gentle friend: Cover thy head, co-

ver thy head; nay, pr'ythee, be cover'd. How old are

you, friend?

WiL, Five and twenty, fir.

Clo. A ripe age: Is thy name, WiUia?nP

WiL . William, fir.

C/c?. A fair name: Waft born i' th' foreft here ?

WiL, Ay, fir, I thank God.
Clo. Thank God; A good anfwer: Art rich?

WiL, 'Faith, fir, fo fo.

Clo, So fo-y 'Tis good, very good, very excellent

good:— and yet it is not; it is but fo fo. Aii thou wise ^

WiL, Ay, fir, \ have a pretty wit.

Clo, Why, thou fay'ft well. I do now remember a

faying; The fool doih think he is wise, buc the wise
man knows himfelf to be a fool. I'he heathen philofo-

pher, when he had a desire- to e^t a grape, would open
his lips when he put ic into his mouth; meaning there

^

0-4
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by, that grapes were made to eat, and Hps to open. You
do love this maid?

WiL. I do, fir.

Clo. Give me your hand: Art thou learned?

WiL. No, fir.

Clo. Then learn this of me; To have, Is to have:

For it is a figure in rhetorick, that drink, being pour'd

out of a cup into a glafs, by filling the one doth empty
the other : For all your writers do confent, that ipje is

he; now you are not ipfe^ for I am he.

WiL. Which he, fir?

Clo. He, fir, that mull marry this woman : There-
fore, you clown, abandon, ~" which is in the vulgar,

leave,— the fociety,— which in the boorifli is, compa-
ny,— of this female,— which in the common is, woman,
"""which together is, abandon the fociety of this female;

or, clown, thou periuieft; or, to thy better underftand-

ing, dyefl; or, to wit, I kill thee, make thee away,
tranfiate thy life into death, thy liberty into bondage:
I will deal in poison with thee, or in bafi:inado, or in

ileel; 1 will bandy with thee in faftion; I will o'er-run

ihee vath policy; I will kill thee a hundred and fifty

ways; therefore tremble, and depart.

AuD. Do, good William,

WiL. God reft you merry, fir. \_Exit William.
Enter CoRiN.

Cor, Our mailer and miftrefs feek you; come, away,
away.

Ch, Trip, Audrey, trip, Audrey attend, T attend.

SCENE li. Thefame.

*7 feekes



As you like it. 8f

£///^r Orlando, Oliver.
Okl, Is't poffible, that on fo little acquairxtance yoa

fhould like her ? that, but feeing, yoa fhould love her?

and, loving, woo? and, wooing, fhe ftiould grant? And
will you perfever to enjoy her?

Oli. Neither call the giddinefs of it in queftion, the

poverty of her, the fmall acquaintance, my fudden woo-
ing, nor f)cr fudden confenting; but fay with me, I love

Aliena \ fay with her, that Ihe loves me; confent with

both, that we may enjoy each other: it fhall be to your

good; for my father's houfe, and all the revenue that

was old fir Rowland's, will I ellate upon you, and here

live and die a (hepherd.

Enter Ros ali nd.
Orl, You have my confent. Let your wedding be

to-morrow: thither will I invite the duke, and all his

contented followers: Go you, and prepare Aliena \ for,

look you, here comes my Rosalind,

Ros. God fave you, brother.

Oli. And you, fair firter. [Exit Oliver.
Ros, O, my dear Orlando, how it grieves me to fee

thee wear thy heart in a fcarf.

Orl, It is my arm.

Ros. 1 thought, thy heart had been wounded with

the claws of a lion.

Orl. Wounded it is, but with the eyes of a lady,

Ros. Did your brother tell you how 1 counterfeited

to fvvoon, when he fhew'd me your handkerchief?

Orl. Ay, and greater wonders than that.

Ros. O, I know where you are ; Nay, 'tis true : there

was never any thing fo fudden, but the fight of two
rams, and Casar*% thrafonical brag o(^I came^ fauo^ and
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overcame: For your brother and my fifter no fooner mef,
but they look'd ; no fooner look'd, but they lov'd ; no
Iboner lov'd, but they figh'd; no fooner figh'd, but they

alk'd one another the reason; no fooner knew the rea-

son, but they fought the remedy: and in these degrees

have they made a pair of flairs to marriage, which they

will climb incontinent, or elfe be incontinent before

marriage : they are in the very wrath of love, and they

will together; clubs cannot part them.

Orl. They fhall be marry'd to-morrow ; and T will

bid the duke to the nuptial. But, o, how bitter a thing

it is, to look into happinefs through another man's eyes!

By fo much the more fliall I to-morrow be at the height

of heart-heavinefs, by how much I fliall think my bro-

ther happy, in having what he wifhes for.

Ros, Why then, to-morrow I cannot ferveyour turn

for Rosalind

Orl, I can live no longer by thinking.

Ros» I will weary you then no longer with idle talk-

ing. Know of me then, (for now I fpeak to fome pur-
pose) that I know you are a gentleman of good conceit

:

I fpeak not this, that you ftiould bear a good opinion of
my knowledge, infomuch, I fay, I know you are; nei-

ther do 1 labour for a greater efteem than may in fome
little measure draw a belief from you, to do yourfelf

good, and not to grace me. Believe then, if you please,

that I can do ftrauge things: 1 have, fince 1 was three

year old, converPd with a magician, moft profound in

his art, and yet not damnable: Jf you do love Rosalind^

fo near the heart as your geflure cries it out, when your

brother marries Aliena^ fliall you marry her: I know in-

to what flraights of fortune flie is driven ; and it is not
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impoffible to me, if it appear not inconvenient to you,

to fet her before your eyes to-morrow, human as (he is,

and without any danger.

Orl. Speak'ft thou in fober meanings?
Ros. By my life, I do; which I tender dearly, tho-

ugh I fay I am a magician : Therefore put you in your

beft array, bid your friends; for if you will be marry'd

to-morrow, you fhall ; and to Rosalind^ ifyou will. Look,
here comes a lover of mine, and a lover of hers.

Enter SiLvius, and Phebe.
Phe, Youth, you have done me much ungentlenefs.

To fhew the letter that 1 writ to you.

Ros, I care not, if I have: it is my fludy.

To feem defpiteful and ungentle to you

:

You are there foUow'd by a faithful (hepherd

;

Look upon him, love him; he worlliips you.

Phe. Good Ihepherd, tell this youth what 'tis to love.

SiL, It is to be all made of fighs and tears;

And fo am I for Phebe:

Phe. And I ^ov Gafiwied:

Orl. And 1 for Ro/alind:

Ros. And I for no Vv'oman.

SiL, It is to be all made of faith and fervice;,-.

And fo am I for Phebe:

Phe. AnAl for Gani7?ied:

Orl. And 1 {or Rosalind:

Ros. And I for no woman.
SiL» It is to be all made of fantafy,

All made of paffion, and all made of wiilics

;

All adoration, duty, and observance,

All humblenefs, all patience, and impatience.

All purity, all trial, all observance
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And fo am I for Phele:

Phe, And fo am I for Ganimed:
Orl, And fo am I for Rosalind:

Ros, And fo am I for no vvom.an.

Phe, If this be fo, why blame you me to love you ?

[to Ros.
SiL. If this be fo, why blame you me to love vou?

[/^;'Phe.

Orl, If this be fo, why blame you me to love you?

Ros. Who do you fpeak to, njuhy blame you me to lo've

you?
Orl, To her, that is not here, nor doth not hear.

Ros. Pray you, no more of this; ^tis like the howl-
ing oilrijh wolves againft the moon I will help you,

\to Sil.] if I cant— I would love you, [to Phe.] if I

could To-morrow meet me all together. I will marry
you, \to Phe.] if ever I marry woman, and I'll be mar-
ry'd to-morrow :_I will fatiffy you, \to Orl.] if ever I

fatiffy'd man, and you fhall be marry'd to-morrow: I

will content you, \to Sil.] if what pleases you contents

you, and you fhall be marry'd to-morrow— As you \jo

Orl.] love Rosalind^ meet; As you \to Sil.] love Phebe^

meet; And as I love no woman, I'll meet. So fare yoa
well; I have left you commands.

SiL, I'll not fall, if I live.

Phe . Nor I.

Orl. Nor I. [Exeunt,

SCENE 111. neSame,
E?2ter Clown, a?2d Audrey.

Clo. To-morrow is the joyful day, Audrey; to mor-
row will we be marry'd.

lo Why do you f^^eake too, i6 altogether
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AuD . I do desire It with all my heart : and I hope It

is no difhoneft desire, to desire to be a woman of the

world. Here come two of the banifh'd duke*s pages.

Enter t^o Pages.

1. P. Well met, honeft gentleman.

Clo, By my troth, well met : Come, lit, lit, and a
fong.

2. ?. We are for youj lit i'the middle.

1. P. Shall we clap into't roundly, without hawking,
or fpitting, or faying we are hoarfe; which are the only

prologues to a bad voice ?

2. P, Pfaith, i'faith ; and both in a tune, like two
gipfies on a horfe,

5 O ATG.
I. St.

// a lovery and his lajsf

with a hey, and a ho,

and a hey nonino,

that 6*er the green corn-Jield didpafs
in the Ipring time,

the pretty fpring time,

when birds do finof

hey ding a ding, ding;

fweet lovers love the fprins:,

U. St/
^

Between the acres of the rye^

with a hey, and a ho, &c.

these pretty country folks ^ould lye

in the fpring time, &c.
III. St.

The carol they began that hour^

with a hey, and a ho, &c.

the cne'y pretty rang time, 5i v. Note.
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honx) that a life nvas but afonver

in the fpring time, &c»
IV. St.

And therefore take the present time^

with a hey, and a ho, &c.

For love is crooned nvith the prime

in the fpring time, &c.

C/(7. Truly, young gentlemen, though there was na
great matter in the ditty, yet the note was very untune-

able.

I. P, You are deceiv'd, fir; we kept time, we loft

not our time.

Clo, By my troth, yes ; I count it but time left to

tear fuch a foolifli fong- God be wi'you; and God mend
your voices. Come, Audrey. [Exeunt,

SCENE IV. Thefame.
Enter Duke fenior, and his Followers^ Orlando,

Jaqjjes, Oliver, and Celia.

/)./ Deft thou believe, Orlando^ that the boy

Gan do all this that he hath promised ?

Orl. I fometimes do believe, and fometimes do not;

As those that fear their hope, and know their fear.

Enter Ro

s

alind, Silvius, and
Phebe.

Ro^, Patience once more, whiles our compact is

urgM:_
You fay, if I bring in your Rosalind^

You will beftow her on Orlando here?

D, f That would I, had I kingdoms to give with her*

i?o?. And you fay, you will have her, when I bring,

her?

2> feare they hopp, and know thev fsai-e.
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Of.l. That would I, were I of all kingdoms king.

Ros. You fay, you'll marry me, if I be willing f

Phe. That will I, fiiould I die the hour after.

Ros, But, if you do refuse to marry me.

You'll give yourfelf to this moft faithful fhephcrd ?

FffE, So is the bargain.

Ros. You fay, that you'll have Pieie, if Ihe will ?

SiL, Though to have her and death were both one
thing>

Ros* I have promls'd to make all this matter even.

Keep you your word, o duke, to give your daughter j

You yours, Orlando^ to receive his daughter:

Keep your word, Phehe^ that you'll marry me

;

Or elfe, refufing me, to wed this Ihepherd:

Keep your word, Sihius, that you'll marry her.

If fhe refuse me:— and from hence 1 go.

To make these doubts all even.

\^Exeunt Rosalind, and CcHa.

D,f, I do remember in this Ihepherd-boy

Some lively touches of my daughter's favour.

Orl, My lord, the firft time that I ever faw him,
Methought, he was a brother to your daughter:

But, my good lord, this boy is forefl: born

;

And hath been tutor'd in the rudiments

Of many defperate ftudies by his uncle.

Whom he reports to be a great magician,

Obfcured in the circle of this foreft.

Enter Clown, and Audrey.

Ja^ There is, fure, another flood toward, and these

couples are coming to the ark ! Here comes a pair of
very firange beafts, which in all tongues are call'd fools*

Ch, Salutation and greeting to you all.

I J Keepe you your
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Jj^ Good my lord, bid him welcome: This is the

motley-minded gentleman, that I have fo often met in

the foreft: he hath been a courtier, he fwears.

Clo. ]f any man doubt that, let hira put me to my
purgation. I have trod a measure; I have flatter'd a la-

dy; I have been politick with my friend, fmooth with

mine enemy; 1 have undone three tailors; I have had
four quarrels, and like to have fought one.

J And how was that ta'en up?

Clo. 'Faith, we met; and found, the quarrel was up-

on the feventh cause.

"Ja^ How feventh cause? Good my lord, like thi*

fellow.

D,f. I like him very well.

Clo. God'ild you, fir; I desire you of the like. I

prefs in here, fir, amongft the reft of the country copu-

latives, to fwear, and to forfwear; according as marri-

age binds, and blood breaks: A poor virgin, fir, an ill-

favour'd thing, fir, but mine own ; a poor humour of

mine, fir, to take that that no man elfe will: Rich ho-

nefty dwells like a miser, fir, in a poor houfe; as your

pearl, in your foul oifter.

D- f. By my faith, he is very fwift and fententious.

Clo. According to the fool's bolt, fir, and fuch dul-

cet diseases.

Jaq^ But, for the feventh cause; how did yoa find

the quarrel upon the feventh cause ?

Clo, Upon a lie feven times removed; Bear your

body rrwDre feeming, Audrey :^2i^ thus, fir. I did diflike

the cut of a certain courtier's beard; he fent me word,

if I faid his beard was not cut well, he was in the mind
it was: this is call'd. The retort courteous. If I feiit
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liim word again, it was not well cut, he would fend me
word, he cut it to please himfelf : this is call'd. The
quip modeft. If again, it was not well cut, he difabl'd

my judgment: this is calTd, The reply churlifti. If a-

gain, it was not well cut, he would anfwer, I fpake not

true : this is call'd, The reproof valiant. If again, it was

not well cut, he would fay, I ly'd : this is call'd. The
counter-check quarrelfome : and fo to The lie circumftan-

tial, and The lie diredt.

And how oft did you fay> his beard was not

well cut?

do, I durft go no further than the lie circumftan-

tial, nor he durft not give me the lie direft; and fo we
measur'd fwords, and parted.

J^ei^ Can you nominate in order now the degrees of
the lie.^

Clo. O fir, we quarrel in print, by the book; as you
have books for good manners: I will name you the de«

grees. The firft, the retort courteous; the fecond, the

quip modeft; the third, the reply churlifh; the fourth,

the reproof valiant; the fifth, the counter-check quar-

relfome ; the fixth, the lie with circumftance ; the feventh,

the lie diredl. All these you may avoid, but the lie di-

reft ; and you may avoid that too, with an If. I knew
when feven juftices could not take up a quarrel; but

when the parties were met themfelves, one of them
thought but of an If, as, ifyou faidfo^ then Ifaidfo^ and
they ftiook hands, and fwore brothers. Your If is the

only peace-maker; much virtue in If.

JABi^ Is not this a rare fellow, my lord? he's as good
at any thing, and yet a fool.

D.f, He uses his folly like a ftalking-horfc, and un-

7 Hie:

Vol. III.
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der the presentation of that he (hoots his vvlt.

Re-enter Rosalind, and Gelia, in their

proper Dre/s ^ Ros. led hv a Per/on presenti?ig Hymen.
Still Musick.

HrM, Then is there mirth in hea<veny

'when earthly things made e^en

atone together

Good dttke^ recei've thy daughter^

Hymenfrom heaven brought her,

yea^ brought her hither
'y

that thou might"*fijoin her hand iviih hisj

mjhose heart within his bosom is,

Ros. To you I givemyfelf, [toD. f.] for I am yours—
To you I give mylelf, [to Orl.] for I am yours.

D,Jl If there be truth in fight, you are my daughter,

Orl, If there be truth in fight, you are my Rosalind,

Phe, If fight and (hape be true,

Why then,
—^my love adieu!

Ros, ril have no father, if you be not he:-^

I'll have no husband, if you be not he:

Nor ne'er wed woman, if you be not (lie.

Htm, Peace, ho! I bar confusion:

^Tis I muft make conclusion

Of these moft ftrange events:

Here's eight that mull take hands.

To join in Hymeith bands.

If truth holds true contents.

You and you [to Orl. and Ros.] no crofs fhall part;

You and you [to OH. and Cel. ] are heart in heart : —
You [to Phe.] to his love mufh accord.

Or have a woman to your lord :^
You and you [to CIo. and Aui.'] are fure together.

ioyne hl^ hsnd
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As the winter and foul weather.

Whiles a wedlock hymn we fing.

Feed yourfelves with queftioning;

That reason wonder may diminilh,

How thus we met, and these things finifli.

SONG.
Wedding is great JunoV cronjon ;

O blejfed bond of board and bed!

^tis Hymen peoples euery tonxjn ;

high wedlock then be honoured:

Honoury high honour and renowon^

to Hymen, god of e'very toivn !

D.f O my dear niece, [to Cel . ] welcome thou art to me

;

Even daughter, welcome in no lefs degree. [mine

;

Phe, I will not eat my word, \^to Sil.] now thou art

Thy faith my fancy to thee doth combine.

Enter Jaques de Boys.
de B. Let me have audience for a word, or two.

I am the fecond fon of old fir Ronvland^

That bring these tidings to this fair aflembly

Duke Frederick, hearing how that every day
Men of great worth resorted to this foreft,

AddrefT'd a mighty power; which were on foot.

In his own condudl, purposely to take

His brother here, and put him to the fword:

And to the fkirts of this wild wood he came;
Where, meeting with an old religious man.
After fome quellion with him, was converted

Both from his enterprize, and from the world:

His crown bequeathing to his banifh'd brother.

And all their lands rellor'd to them again

That were with him exil'd : This to be true,

3 ' to hinx againe

R 2
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I do engage my life.

D.f. Welcome, young man;
Thou ofFer'ft fairly to thy brothers' wedding:
To one, his lands withheld; and to the other,

A land itfelf at large, a potent dukedom.
Fin% h\ this foreft, let us do those ends

That here were well begun, and well begot:

And after, every of this happy number,
That have endur'd Ihrevvd days and nights with usj.

Shall fhare the good of our returned fortune,

According to the measure of their flates.

Meantime, forget this new-fain dignity.

And fall into our ruftick revelry:

Play, musick; and you brides and bridegrooms all.

With measure heap'd in joy, to the measures fall.

Jabi^ Sir, by your patience : If I heard you rightly^

The duke hath put on a religious life,

And thrown into negledl the pompous court?

lie B. He hath.

Jji^ To him will I: out of these convertites

There is much matter to be heard, and learn'd.

You [/^ D. f ] to your former honour I bequeath;

Your patience, and your virtue, well deserves it:

You OrL] to a love that your true faith doth merit:—
You [^to Oli.] to your land, and love,, and great allies

You Sil.] to a long and well deserved bed;

And you [/c Clo.] to wrangling; for thy loving voyage

Is but for two months viclual'd- So to your pleasures

;

I am for other than for dancing measures.

D.f. Stay, Jaquesy ftay.

To fee no paftime, T : what you would have
,

Vl\ flay to know at your abandon'd cave. \^Ex2(.
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D. f. Proceed, proceed: we will begin these rites,

As we do truft they'll end, in true delights.

Dance.

EPILOGUE.
Ros, It is not the falhion to fee the lady the epi-

logue: but it is no more unhandfome, than to fee the

lord the prologue. If it be true, that good wine needs

no bufh, 'tis true, that a good play needs no epilogue

:

Yet to good wine they do use good bufhes ; and good
plays prove the better by the help of good epilogues.

What a cafe am I in thea, that am neither a good epi-

logue, nor cannot infinuate with you in the behalf of a

good play? I am not furnifli'd like a beggar; therefore

to beg will not become me: my way is, to conjure you;

and ril begin with the women. I charge you, o women,
for the love you bear to men, to like as much of this

play as pleases them; and I charge you, o men, for the

love you bear to women, (as I perceive by your fimper-

ing, none of you hates them) to lihz as mutt) a0 pleases

tl)tm; that, between you and the women, the play may
please. If I were a woman, I would kifs as many of
you as had beards that pleas'd me, complexions that

lik'd me, and breaths that I defy'd not: and, I am fure,

as many as have good beards, or good faces, or fweet

breaths, will, for my kind offer, when I make cur'fy,

bid me farewel. [Exeunt,

17 pleafc you:
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Per/ons represented*

Sly, a drunken Tinker

:

a Lord ; his Page ;

tnjoo Huntsmen ; four Servants ;

Per/ons in the InduHion^

a Player \ Hojiefs ; Tapfter ; J

Baptifta, a Paduan Gentleman.

Vincentio, a rich Merchant ^Pifa.
Gremio, an old Gentlemany Suitor to Bianca

:

Hortenfio, his Ri^val^ marry*d afterwards to the Widi

Lucentio, Son to Vincentio

:

Tranio, and Biondello, his Servants,

Petruchio, a country Gentleman, Suitor to Catherine:

Grumio, and Curtis, his Servants:

fi've other Ser'vants. a Pedant \ Taylor^

Haberdajher'j Servant to Baptifta.

rine, and

J
j^^^^j^^^^^ Baptifta.

Widonnjf Mtjlrefs to Hortenfio.

Other Attendants, Guefts, Players^ &c.

Scene, fometimes in Vaduz; fometimes at

Petruchio'j Country-Houfe.



The

TAMING of the SHRE IV.

INDUCTION.
SCENE I. J HeJge-J/ehou/e,

Sly uJ}on a Bench before it ; Hoilefs

Jianding by him.

Sir. I'll pheeze you, in faith.

Ho/. A pair of flocks, you rogue.

Sir. Y'are a baggage; the S/ies are no rogues : Look
in the chronicles; we came in with ^/V/^'^r^ conqueror.

Therefore, paucas pa/Iabris; let the world fiide : SeJJa!

Hof. You will not pay for the glaiTes you have burfl?

Sly. No, not a deniere: Go by, Jeronimy\—Go to

thy cold bed, and warm thee.

Hof. I know my remedy, I muft go fetch the third-

borough. [Exit^

Sir. Third, cr fourth, or fifth borough, Til anfwer

him by law: Til not budge an inch, boy; let him come,
and kindly. [fc2/Isfrom off his Bench ^ andfleeps.

Horns

»

Enter al^or^, fro7n hunting'^ Huntsmen,
and Servants, ^ith him.

9 the Head-borougli
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Lor. Huntsman, I charge thee, tender well my hoo-
Leech Merriman,—the poor cur is imboft,— [nds:

And couple Clonjoder with the deep-mouth'd brach.

Savv'H thou not, boy, how Silver made it good
At the hedge-corner, in the coldeft fault?

I would not lose the dog for twenty pound.
I . H, Why, Belman is as good as he, my lord

;

He cry'd upon it at the meereft lofs,

And twice to-day pick'd out the dulleft fcent

:

Truft me, T take him for the better dog.

Lor. Thou art a fool ; if Eccho were as fleet,

I would efteem him worth a dozen fuch.

But fup them well, and look unto them all;

To-morrow I intend to hunt again.

1, H, I will, my lord.

Lor. What's here? one dead, or drunk? See, doth he
breath ?

2, H. He breaths, my lord : Were he not vvarm'd with

ale.

This were a bed but cold to fleep fo foundly.

Lor. O monftrous bead; how like a fwine he lies

!

Grim death, how foul and loathfome is thine image
Sirs, I will pradife on this drunken man:
What think you,— if he were convey'd to bed,

Wrap'd in fweet deaths, rings put upon his fingers,

A mofl: delicious banquet by his bed,

And brave attendants near him when he wakes.

Would not the beggar then forget himfelf ?

1. H. Believe me, lord, I think he cannot choose.

2. H, It would feem ftrange unto him when he wak'd.

Lor, Even as a flattering dream, or worthlefs fancy.

Then take him up, and manage well the jefl;;~"

a Brach Merman
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Carry him gently to my faireft chamber.

And hang it round with all my wanton pictures

:

Balm his foul head in warm dillilled waters,

And burn fweet wood to make the lodging fweet:

Procure me musick ready when he wakes.

To make a dulcet and a heavenly found;

And if he chance to fpeak, be ready llraight.

And, with a low fubmiffive reverence.

Say,— What is it your honour will command?
Let one attend him with a filver bafon,

Full of rose-water, and beftrew'd with flowers;

Another bear the ewer, the third a diaper.

And fay,— Will't please your lordfhip cool your hands?'

Some one be ready with a coftly fuit,

And afic him what apparel he v ill wear;

Another tell him of his hounds and horfe.

And that his lady mourns at his disease:

Perfuade him, that he hath been lunatick;

And, when he fays— he's jpoo^, fay— that he dreams.

For he is nothing but a mighty lord.

This do, and do it kindly, gentle firs;

It will be paftime pafiing excellent.

If it be husbanded with modefty.

\,H. My lord, I warrant you, we will play our part,

As he fhall think, by our true diligence.

He is no lefs than what we fay he is.

Lor Take him up gently, and to bed with him;
And each one to his office, when he wakes. _

\^Exeunt Some <T.vitb Sly. Trumpet heard.

Sirrah, go fee what trumpet 'tis that founds:

[Exit Servant.

Belike, fome noble gentleman; that means.
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Travelling fome journey, to repose him here.«.

Re-enter Servant.

How now? who is't?

Ser. An't please your honour, players.

That cotiiC to ofler fervice to your lordfhip.

Lor. Bid them come near

—

Enter certain Players.

Now, fellows, you are welcome.

Pla, We thank your honour.

Lor. Do you intend to ftay with me to-night?

2. P. So please your lordfnip to accept our duty.

Lor. With all my heart. This fellow I remember.
Since once he piay'd a farmer's eldeft fon;—
'Twas where you woo'd the gentlewoman fo well:

I have forgrt your name; but, fure, that part

Was aptly fitted, a'jd naturally performed.

I. P. J think, 'twas Soto that your honour means.

Lor, 'Tis very true thou didft it excellent.

Well, you are ccme to me in happy time;

The rather for I have fome fport in hand,

Wherein your cunning can alfifl me much.
There is a lord will hear you play to-night:

But 1 am doubtful of your modefties;

Left, over-eying of his odd behaviour,

(For yet his honour never heard a play)

You break into Tome merry paflion.

And fo offend him ; for I tell you, firs,

If yon ihould fmile, he grows impatient.

I. P. Fear not, my lord ; we can contain ourfelves.

Were he the verieft antick in the world.
' Lor. Go, firrah, take them to the buttery,

And give them friendly welcome every one;
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Let them want nothing that my houfe affords

—

\^Exeu72t Servant, and Players.

Sirrah, go you to Bartholome^iv my page,

[/o another Ser^vant.

And fee him dreffM in all fuits like a lady:

That done, condutl him to the drunkard's chamber.
And call him—madam, do him all obeifance.

Tell him from me,— as he will win my love.

He bear himfelf with honourable action ;

Such as he hath observed in noble ladies

Unto their lords, by them accomplifhed:

Such duty to the drunkard let him do.

With foft low tongue, and lowly courtefy;

And fay,— VVhat is't your honour will command.
Wherein your lady, and your humble wife,

May (hew her duty, and make known her love ?

And then with kind embracements, tempting kiflcs.

And with declining head into his bosom,

—

Bid him (bed tears, as being over-joy'd

To fee her noble lord rellor'd to health,

Who for this feven years hath efteemed him
No better than a poor and loathfome beggar:

And if the boy have not a woman's gift,

To rain a (hower of commanded tears.

An onion will do well for fuch a fnif't;

Which in a napkin being clofe conveyed,

Shall in defpight enforce a wat'ry eye.

Sec this difpatch'd with all the halte thou canfl;

Anon ril give thee more inllruction3._« [^Exit Serv^

I know, the boy will well usurp the grace.

Voice, gait, and action of a gentle^voman

:

I long to Iiear him call the drunkard, husband;
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And how my men will ftay themfelves from laughter.

When they do homage to this fimple peasant.

ril in to counfel them: haply, my presence

May well abate the over-merry fpleen.

Which otherwise would grow into extreams. \Exeunt.

SCENE II . Jftately Room in the Lord's Houfe

:

In it a Stage, and other appurtenances for the Play :

andJ in another Party a Bed\ Sly, in a rich Night-drefs^

fitting on it; Jurrounded by Serrants^ bearing J^pparel, Bafon,

E^ery Sec, a Side-board being by. Enter, at Ion,'jer

Endy the Lord, himfelf habited like a

Ser'vant.

Slt. For God's fake, a pot of fmall ale.

1 . S, Will't please your lordfhip drink a cup of fack r

2. S, Will't please your honour tafte of these con-

ferves r

3. 5. What raiment will your honour wear to-day?

Slt, I am ChriJIophero Sly; call not'me—honour, nor

lordfhip: I ne'er drank fack in my life; and if you give

me any confervas, give me conferves of beef: Ne'er alk

me, what raiment Til wear; for I have no more doublets,

than backs, no more ftockings than legs, nor no more
ihoes than feet; nay, fometimes more feet than (hoes, or

fuch li^.oes as my toes look through the over-leather,

Lcr. Heaven ceafe this idle humour in your honour!

O, that a mighty man, of fuch defcenc,

Of fuch posseffions, and fo high eiieem.

Should be infused with fo foul a fpirit!

Sir, What, would you make me mad? Am not I

Chrijlcpher Sly^ old Sly\ fon of Burton heath; by birth

a pedlar, by education a card-maker, by tranfmutatioti
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a bear-herd, and now by present profeffion a tinker?

Alk Marrian Hacket^ the fat ale-wife of Wincot^ if ihe

know me not: if (he fay I am not fourteen pence on the

fcore for ftieer ale, fcore me up for the lying'il: knave in

chrifteadom. What, I am not beflraught: Here's—
3, 5*. O, this it is that makes your Jady mourn.
2. S, O, this is it that makes your fervants droop.

Lor. Hence comes it that your kindred fliun your
houfe,

As beaten hence by your ftrange lunacy.

O, noble lord, bethink thee of thy birth;

Call home thy ancient thoughts from banifhmeiit.

And banifh hence these abjedl lowly dreams;

Look, how thy fervants do attend on thee,

Each in his office ready at thy beck.

Wilt thou have musick? hark ! Apollo plays,

\}iiusick heard ^iMithim

And twenty caged nightingales do iing:

Or wilt thou fleep ? we'll have thee to a couch.

Softer and fweeter than the luftful bed
On purpose trim'd up for Semiramis.

Say, thou wilt walk; we will beitrow the ground:
Or wilt thou ride? thy horfes fhall be trap'd.

Their harnefs lludded all with gold and pearl.

Doft thou love hawking? thou haft hawks, will foar

Above the morning lark: Or wilt thou hunt?

Thy hounds (hall make the welkin anfwer them.
And fetch fhrill echoes from the hollow earth.

1.5. Say, thou wilt courfe ; thy greyhounds are as

fwift

As breathed ftags, ay, fleeter than the roe. [^'g^t

2. S. Doft thou love picluresr we will fetch theeilr-

8 fhuns
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Adonis^ painted by a running brook;
And Citherea all in fedges hid;

Which feem to move and wanton with her breath.

Even as the waving fedges play with wind.
Lor» We'll fliew thee lo, as fhe was a maid;

And how fte was beguiled and furpriz'd.

As lively painted as the deed v/as done.

^. iS. Or Daphne, roaming through a thorny wood ;

Scratching her legs, that one (hall I'wcar Ihe bleeds:

And at that fight (hall fad j^pollo weep.

So work manly the blood and tears are drawn.

Lor. Thou art a lord, and nothing but a lord:

Thou hall a lady far more beautiful

Than any woman in this v/aining age.

1. S, And 'till the tears, that fhe hath flied for thee.

Like envious floods, o'er-run her lovely face.

She was the faireft creature in the world;

And yet flie is inferior to none.

Slt. Am I a lord? and have I fuch a lady?

Or do I dream r or have 1 dream'd 'till now ?

1 do not fleep: I fee, 1 hear, I fpeak ;

1 fmell fvveet favours, and 1 feel foft things:—
Upon my life, I am a lord indeed;

And not a tinker, nor Chrijlophero S/y—
Well, bring our lady hiiher to our fight;

And once again a pot o' the fmalleft ale.

2. 6'. Wiirr please your mightinefs to wafh ynu?

hands? [prese/iting the tiver^ Set*

O, how we joy to fee your wit rellor'd!

O, that once more you knew but what you are!

These fifteen years you have been in a dream;

Ox, when you wak'd, fo v.ak'd as if you flept.
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Sly, These fifteen years! by my fay, a goodly nap.

But did I never fpeak of all that time?

1.5*. O, yes, my lord; but very idle words:—
For though you lay here in this goodly chamber.

Yet would you fay,— ye were beaten out of door;

And rail upon the hollefs of the houfe;

And fay,
—

^you would present her at the leet.

Because (he brought ftone-jugs, and no feal'd quarts.

Sometimes, you would call out for Cicely Racket:

Sir. Ay, the woman's maid of the houfe.

3. S. Why, fir, you know no houfe, nor no fuch maid;

Nor no fuch men as you have regkonM up,—
As Stephen Sly, and old John Naps of Greece^

And Peter Turf, and Henry Pimpernel ;

And twenty more fuch names and men as these.

Which never were, nor no man ever faw.

Sly. Now, Lord be thanked for my good amends!
all. Amen.
Sir. I thank thee; thou (halt not lose by it.

Enter Page as a Lady, attended,

Pag, How fares m.y noble lord?

Sly. Marry, I fare well;

For here is cheer enough. Where is my wife?

Pag, Here, noble lord; What is thy will with her:

Sly. Are you my wife, and will not call me— hus-

band ?

My men ftiould call me— lord, I am your good-man.
Pag. My husband and my lord, my lord and husband,

I am your wife in all obedience.

Sly, I know it well What muft I call her?

Lor. Madam.
Sly. Al\e mad^ra, or Joan madam ?

Vol. IIL S
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Lcr. Madam, and nothing elfe; fo lords call ladies.

6'zr. Madam wife, they fay,— that I have dream'd
And flept about fome fifteen year or more.

Fag, Ay, and the time feems thirty unto me;
Being all this time abandon'd from your bed.

Sir, 'Tismuch; Servants, leave me and her alone:—.

Madam, undrefs you, and come now to bed.

Pag. Thrice noble lord, let me entreat of you.

To pardon me yet for a night or two;
Or, if not fo, until the fun be fet:

For your physicians have exprcfly charg'd,

On peril to incur your former malady,

That 1 fhould yet abfent me from your bed:

I hope, this reason ftands for my excufe.

Sir, Ay, it Hands fb, that I may hardly tarry fo long.

But 1 would be loth to fall into my dreams again; [

will therefore tarry, in defpight of the flefti and the

blood.

Enter another Servant.

4.5. Your honour's players, hearing your amend-
ment.

Are come to play a pleasant comedy.
For fo your dodors hold it very meet;
Seeing too much fadnefs hath congealed your blood.

And melancholy is the nurfe of frenzy.

Therefore they thought it good you hear a play,

And frame your mind to mirth and m^erriment,

Which bars a thousand harms j and lengthens life.

Sir. Marry, i will let them play't Is not a com-
monty

A chriflmas gambol, or a tumbling trick

Pag. No, my good lord; it is m.ore pleasing ftufF.

5 above fome In psrill 29 p'ay, it is
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Sir. What houOiold fluff?

Pag. It is a kind of hiftory. [fide,

Sl r . Well, we'll fee't : Come, madam wife, fit by my
And let the world flip; we fhall ne'er be younger.

[/eating herfor the Play,

Acr I.

SCENE I. Padua. A puhlick Place.

Enter Lucentio, ^w^Tranio.

Zt/c. Tranio^ fince— for the great desire I had
To fee hxT Padua y nurfery of arts,

—

1 am arrived in fruitful Lombardy,

The pleasant garden of great Italy \

And, by my father's love and leave, am arm'd
With his good will, and thy good company.
My trufly fervant, well approved in all

;

Here let us breath, and happ'ly inflitute

A courfe of learning and ingenious iiudies.

Pifa^ renowned for grave citizens,

Gave me my being ; and my father firll,

A merchant of great trafiick through the world,

Vincent io^i come of the Benti^oolii.

Lucentio his fon, brought up in Florence^

It fhall become, to ferve all hopes conceived.

To deck his fortune with his virtuous deeds:

And therefore, Tranio, for the time 1 iludy.

Virtue, and that part of philofophy

Will [ apply, that treats of happinefs

By virtue Specially to be atchiev'd.

Tell me thy mind: for I have Pi/a left,

^4" arriy'd for fruit— 215 Vincent:o\ 24 Fi. cntWs fcnne

S-2
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And am to Padua come; as he that leaves

A lhallow plafh, to plunge him in the deep.

And with fatiety feeks to quench his thirll.

Tra. Mi perdonatey gentle mafter mine,

I am in all afFedled as yourfelf;

Glad that you thus continue your resolve.

To fuck the fweets of fweet philofophy.

Only, good mafter, while we do admire

This virtue, and this moral difcipline.

Let's be no ftoicks, nor no flocks, 1 pray;

Or fo devote to Arijhtle's checks,

As O^uid be an outcaft quite abjur'd:

Talk logick with acquaintance that you have.

And prad>ife rhetorick in your common talk;

Musick, and poefy, use to quicken you

;

The mathematicks, and the metaphysicks.

Fall to them as you find your ftomack ferves you:
No profit grows, where is no pleasure ta'en;

—
In brief, fir, ftudy what you moft alFeft.

Luc, Gramercies, Tranio^ well deft thou advise.

If, Biondelloy thou wert come afliore.

We could at once put us in readinefs;

And take a lodging, fit to entertain
" Such friends as time in Padua fhall beget.

But ftay a while; What company is this?

7k A, Mafter, fome fhow, to welcome us to tawn.
Entery at a Dijiance, Baptista

;

Catherine, and Bianca, his Daughters y Gremiq,
and HoRTENsio, Suitors to Bianca.

Bat. Gentlemen bot|?, importune me no farther.

For how I firmly am resolv'd you know;
That is,-" not to beftow my youngeft daughter.

A Me pardonatQ H Balke
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Before I have a husband for the elder:

If either of you both love Catherina,

Because I know you well, and love you well.

Leave lhall you have to court her at your pleasure.

Gre, To cart her rather: She's too rough for me;^
There, there, Hortenfio^ will you any wife?

Cat, I pray you, fir, \to Bap.] is it your will antl plea*

To make a ftale of me amongft these mates ?

HoK. Mates, maid! how mean you that? no mates
for you,

Utilefs you were of gentler milder mold.
Cat . rfaith, fir, you fliall never need to fear;

I wis, it is not half way to her heart:

But, if it were, doubt not, her care fhould be.

To comb your noddle with a three-leg*d flool.

And paint your face, and use you like a fool.

HoR. From all fuch devils, good Lord, deliver us^!

Gre. And me too, good Lord ! [ward;"
Tra, Hufli, mafter! here is fome good paftime to-

That wench is ftark mad, or wonderful frovvard."

Luc. But in the other's filence do I fee"
*« Maid's mild behaviour and fobriety."

Peace, rr^«/<9." [fill."

Tra. well faid, mafter; mum, and gaze your
Ba?. C23el!, gentlemen, that I may foon make good

What I have laid, Biancuy get you in:

And let it not difplease thee, good Btanca*^

For I will love thee ne'er the lefs, my girl.

Cat. A pretty peat ! 'tis beft.

Put finger in the eye,— an flie knew why.
BiA, Sifter, content you in my difcontent. ^
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Sir, to your pleasure humbly I fubfcribe:

My books, and inihuments, fliall be my company;
On them to look, and pra6life by myfelf. [ak/*

Lvc. *' Hark, Cranio! thou may'li hear Minerva fpe-

HoR, Signior Baptijla, will you" be To ftrange?

Sorry am 1, that our good will effefts

Biancas grief.

Gre, Why, will you mew her up,

Signior Baptifia^ for this fiend of hell.

And raake her bear the penance of her tongue?

Bat. Content ye, gentlemen; 1 am resoiv'd :

Go in, Bianca.^ [ExU Bianca,
And for I know fhe taketh moll delight

Jn musick, inllruments, and poetry,

Schoolmailers will I keep within my houfe.

Fit to inftruft her youth: If you, Horienfio^

Or, fignior Gre-mio, ycu, know any fuch.

Prefer them hither; for to cunning men
I will be very kind, and liberal

To mine own children in good bringing-up;

And fo farewel

—

Cathennuy you may ilay;

For i have more to commune with Bianca,

[ Exit B A p T I s T A

.

Ca7\ Why, and, I trufl, I may go too. May 1 noil

What, lliall i be appointed hours; as though, belike,

1 knew not what to lake, and what to leave? ha!

{Exit Gather I nk.

Gre, You may go to the devil's dam ;
your gifts are

fa good, here's none will hold you. Their love is not

fo great, Hcrterfc^ but we may blow our nails together,

and fall it fairly out; our cake's dough on both fides.

Farewel ;"^Yet, tor the love I bear my fwect £/>//riz, if

Geinltmen content y»
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1 can by any means light on a fit man, to teach her that

wherein fhe delights, 1 will with him to her father.

HoR, So will f, fignior Gremio : But a word, I pray.

Though the nature of our quarrel yet never brook'd

parly, Know now, upon advice, it toucheth us both,

—

that we may yet again have accefs to our fair millrefs,

and be happy rivals in Biancas love,~~ to labour and
elFedl one thing 'fpccially.

Gre, What's that, I pray?

HoR. Marry, fir, to get a husband t'or her fifter.

Gre. a husband! a devil.

HoR. 1 fay, a husband.

Gre. \ fay, a devil : Think'ft thou, Horicnfo, though

her father be very rich, any man is fo very a fool to be

marryM to helir

HoR, Tufh, G/f////^/ .though it pafs your patience,

and mine, to endure her loud alarums, why, man,
there be good fellows in the world, an a man could

light on them, would take her with all faults, and mo-
ney enough.

Gre, I cannot tell: but I had as lief take her dowry
with this condition,—to be whipt at the high crols every

morning
HoR, Taith, as you fiy, there's fmall choice in rot-

ten apples. But, come; fmce this bar in law makes us

friends, it ftiali be fo far forth friendly maintain'd,
—

'till

by helping ^i^///,'?^'s elded daughter to a hufband, we
fet his youngeit free for a husband, and then have to't

afrefti .— Sweet — Happy mr.!i be his dole!—Me
that runs fadeil, gets the ring—How lay you, fignior

Gremio ?

Gre, I am agreed: and *would I had given him tlie

^^4



i8 The Taming cf the Shrenv,

beft horfe in Faaua, to begin his wooing, that would
thoroughly woo her, wed her, and bed her, and rid the

houfe of her. Come on. \Exeunt Gre. andWo^.
Tka, i pray, fir, tell me,— \adn)anci7ig,'\ Is it poffible.

That love fhould of a ludden take fuch hold ?

Luc. O, TraniD, 'till I found it to be true,

I never thought it poffible, or likely;

But fee ! while idly I flood looking on,

I found the effect of love in idlenefs

:

And now in plainnefs do confefs to thee,*~

That art to me as fecret, and as dear.

As Anna to the queen of Carthage was,

—

Tranioy \ burn, 1 pine, I periOi, Tranioy

If I atchieve not this young modeft girl

:

Counfel me, Tranio, for I know thou canfl;

Aflift me, Tranio^ for I know thou wilt.

'Jra. Mailer, it is no time to chide you now;
Affection is not rated from the heart:

If love have touch'd you, nought remains but fo,^
Redime te captu77i quam queas 7ninimo^

Luc. Gramercies, lad; go forward: this contents;

The refl will comfort, for thy counfel's found.

Tra. Mailer, ycu look'd io longly on the maid.

Perhaps you mark'd not what's the pith of all.

Luc, O yes, I faw fweet beauty in her face.

Such as the daughter of Agenor had ;

That made grt2iiJo^je to humble him to her hand.

When with his knees he kifTM the Cretan llrond.

Tra. Saw you no more? mark'd you not, how her

filler

Began to fcold; and raise up fuch a ftorm.

That mortal ears might hardly endure the din?
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Luc. Tranio, I faw her coral lips to move.

And with her breath fhe did perfume the air;

Sacred, and fv^eet, was all I faw in her.

Trj. Nay, then, *tis time to ftirhim from his trance:

I pray, awake, fir; S^foaking him J\ If you love the maid.

Bend thoughts and wits to atchieve her. Thus it ftands:"^

Her elder filler is fo curft and fhrewd.

That, 'till the father rid his hands of her.

Mailer, your love mull live a maid at home;
And therefore has he clofely mew'd her up.

Because fhe fhall not be annoy'd with fuitors.

Lvc. Ah, Tranio, what a cruel father's he!

But art thcu not advis'd, he took fome care

To get her cunning fchoolmaflers to inftru^l her?

TRji, Ay, marry, am I, fir;—and now 'tis plotted.

Luc, I have it, Tranio,

Tka. Mafter, for my hand.

Both our inventions meet and jump in one,

Luc, Tell me thine firft.

Tra, You will be fchoolmafter.

And undertake the teaching of the maid:
That's your device.

Luc. It is ; May it be done r

Tra, Not poflible; For who fhall bear your part.

And be in Padua here Vi7icenti6*s fon?

Keep houfe, and ply his book; welcome his friends;

Visit his countrymen, and banquet them :

Luc. Bajia, content thee; for I have it full.

We have not yet been feen in any houfe;

Nor can we be difiinguifh'd by our faces.

For man, or mailer: then it follows thus;

—

Thou (halt be mailer, Tranioy in my Head,

1
J /h? will
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Keep houfe, and port, and fervants, as I fliould:

I v/iil fome other be; feme Florentine

y

Some "Neapolitan^ or mean man of Pifa

*Tis hatch'd, and (hall be fo : TraJiio, at once

Uncafe thee; take my coloured hat, and cloak:

[^exchanging Cloaths ivith him.

When Biondello comes, he waits on thee;

But I will charm him firfl: to keep his tongue.

Tra. So had you need, Sith it your pleasure is.

And I am ty'd to be obedient;

(For fo your father chargM me at our parting;

Be fernjiceahle to myfon, quoth he,

—

Although, I think, 'twas in another fenfe)

I am content to be Lucentio,

Because fo well I love Lucentio.

Luc, Tranio^ be fo, because Lucentio loves:

And let me be a flave, to atchieve that maid
Whose fudden fight hath thrali'd my wounded eye.

Enter Biondello.
Here comes the rogue: Sirrah, where have you been ?

Bio. Where have I been t Nay, how now, where ate

you ?

Mafrer, has my fellovsr Tranio iloln your cloaths?

Or you ftoln liis? or both? pray, what's the news?
Luc. Sirrah, come hither ; 'tis no time to jeft.

And therefore frame your manners to the time.

Your fellow Tranio here, to fave my life.

Puts my apparel and my countenaace on.

And \ for my efcape have put Oii his;

For in a quarrel, fince i came aihore,

] kiird a man, and fear 1 am dcfcry'd

:

Wait you on him, I charge you, as becomes^

I meiir.^r man y.ncevl'i: Ja breefe Sir^ fuk



^he Taming of the Shre^. Zl

While I make way from hence to fave my life:

You underlland me?
£io. Ay, fir, ne'er a whit.

Luc, And not a jot Tranio in your mouth;
Tranio is changed into Lucentio.

Bio, T'he better for him; 'Would, I were fo too!

7ra. So would I, i'faith, boy, to have the next wifh

after,

—

T\\2it Lucentio indeed had BapfiJIas youngeft daughter.

But, firrah,"-not for my fake, but your mafter's,""! ad-

vise you.

Use your manners difcreetly In all kind of company:
When 1 am alone, why, then 1 am Tranio\

But in all places elfe, your m^^Sitx Lucentio.

Luc, Tra?uo, let's go:—
One thing more reils, that thyfelf execute;—
To make one among these wooers : if thou afk me vvhy,—

SufHceth, my reasons are both good and weighty.

[ Exeunt.

I. S. My lord, you nod; you do not mind the play.

Sir, Yes, by faint Auue, do I. A good matter, furely

;

Comes there any more of it?

Pag» My lord, 'tis but begun.

Slt, 'Tis a very excellent piece ofwork, madam lady;

^Would, it were done!

SCENE II. The fame. Before Plort

Enter Pet R u c H lO, am/ G R u M lo.

Pet, VeronQy for a while 1 take my leave.

To fee my friends in Padua \ but, of all,

My beft beloved and approved friend,

7 fo could 12 companies
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Horienjio; and, I trow, this is his houfe:

Here, firrah Grumio; knock, I fay.

Gru, Knock, fir!

Whom fhould I knock, Cfr? Is there any man
'SFfjat has rebus'd your worfhip?

Pet. Villain, 1 fay.

Knock me here foundly.

Gru. Knock you here, fir? Why, fir,

What am J, fir, that 1 fhould knock you here, fir?

Pet, Villain, I fay, knock me at this gate,

And rap me well, or Til knock your knave's pate.

Gru. My mafter is grown quarrelfome: I Ihould

knock you firft,

And then I know after who comes by the worft.

Pet, Winitnorber_
Taith, firrah, an you'll not knock, Pll ring it;

ril try how you can /ol,/a, and fing it.

[rings him hy the Ears*

Gru, Help, mailers, help! my mailer is mad.
Pet. Now knock when I bid you: firrah! villain!

Enter Hortensio.
HoR. How now? what's the matter?—My old friend

Grupiio ! and my good friend Petruchio! How do you

all at Verona P

Pet. Signior Hortenjio^ come you to part the fray?

Con tutto iL core hen trouato^ may 1 fay,

HoR, Alia ncfira caja bene njenuto,

Molio honorat0Jigmor mio Petruchio—
Rise, Grumio, rise; we will compound this quarrel.

Gru. Nay, 'tis no matter, fir, what he 'leges in Latin,

If this be not a lawful cause for me to leave his fer-

vice, Look you, fir,— he bid me knock him, and rap

19 miRrls ^6 tutti k core bene trcn'attQ
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him foundly, fir: Well, was it fit for a fervant to use

his mafter fo; being, perhaps, (for ought 1 fee) two and
thirty,— a pip out?

Whom would to God I had well knock'd at firft;

Then had not Grumio come by the worft.

Pet, a fenfelefs villain! Good Hortenjloy

I bad the rafcal knock upon your gate,

And could not get him for my heart to do it.

Gru, Knock at the gate?_«.0 heavens !_«

Spake you not these words plain^

—

Sirrahy knock me bertt

Rap me here^ knock me ^elly and knock mefoundly?
And come you now with— knocking at the gate?

Petl, Sirrah, be gone, or talk not, I advise you.

HoR, Fetruchioy patience; J am Grumio' s pledge:

Why, This 10 a heavy chance 'twlxt him and you;
Your ancient, trufly, pleasant fervant Gru?nio^

And tell me now, Iweet friend,— what happy gale

Blows you to Padua here, from old Verona? [world.

Pet, Such wind as fcatters young men through the

To feek their fortunes farther than at home.
Where fmall experience grows. But, in a few,

Signior Hortenjio^ thus it ftands with me;—
Antonio^ my father, is deceaf'd ;

And I have thruft myfelf into this maze,
Happ'ly to wive, and thrive, as beft I may:
Crowns in my purfe I have, and goods at home.
And fo am come abroad to fee the world.

HoR. Petruchio, fhall I then come roundly to thee.

And wifh thee to a fhrewd ili-favour'd wife?

Thou'dft thank me but a little for my counfel:

And yet TU promise thee (he fhall be rich.

And very rich:— but thouVt too much my friend,

3 a peepe v, Kou,
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And ril not wifh thee to her.

Pet, Signior Hortenfio^ 'twixt fuch friends as we.
Few words fuffice: and, therefore, if thou know
One rich enough to be Petruchioi's wife,

(As wealth is burthen of my wooing dance)—
Be (he as foul as was Florentius* love,

As old as ^'ihyU and as curft and flirowd

As Socnztes^ Xantippey or a worfe.

She moves me not, or not removes (at leaft)

AlFeftion's edge in me; were fhe as rough
As are the fwelling Adriatick feas :

I come to wive it wealthily in Padua\

If wealthily, then happily in Padua,

Gjru. Nay, look you, fir, he tells you flatly what his

mind is: Why, give him gold enough, and marry him
to a puppet, or an aglet baby; or an old trot with ne'er

a tooth in her head, though fhe have as many diseases

as two and fifty horfes: why, nothing comes amifs, fo

money comes withal.

HoR. Petruchioy fince we are flept thus far in,

I will continue that I broach'd in jell.

I can, Petruchio, help thee to a wife

With wealth enough, and young, and beauteous;

Brought up as befl becomes a gentlewoman:
Her only fault (as that is fault enough)

Is,— that fhe is intolerable curft.

And (hrewd, and froward ; fo beyond all measure.

That, were my iiate far worfer than it is,

I would not wed her for a mine of gold.

Pet, Ho/Vf/y^^, peace: thou know'tt not gold's efFeft ;

—

Tell me her father*s name, and 'tis enough;

For I will board her, though fhe chide as loud



The Taming of the Shrenju. 25

As thunder, when the clouds in autumn crack,

HoR, Her father is Baptijla Minoiay

An affable and courteous gentleman:

Her name is, Catherina Mincla\

Renown'd in Padua for her fcolding tongue.

Pet, \ know her father, though I know not her;

And he knew my deceafed father well:—
I will not fleep, Horteti/to, 'till I fee her;

And therefore let me be thus bold with you.

To give you over at this firft encounter,

—

Unlefs you will accompany me thither.

Gru. I pray you, fir, let him go while the humour
lafts. O'my word, an fhe knew him as well as I do, fhe

would think fcolding would do little good upon him:
She may, perhaps, call him half a fcore knaves, or fo :

why, that's nothing; an he begin once, he'll rail in his

rope-tricks. I'll tell you what, fir,—An fhe (land him
but a little, he will throw a figure in her face; and fo

diffigure her with it, that fhe fhall have no more eyes to

fee withal than a cat: You know him not, fir.

HoR. Tarry, Petruchio^ \ muft go with thee;

For in Bapiifla's keep my treasure is:

He hath the jewel of my life in hold.

His youngefl daughter, beautiful Branca;

And her withholds from me, anU other more,
Suitors to her, and rivals in my love:

Supposing it a thing impofTible,

(For those defeds I have before rehearPd)

That ever Catherina will be woo'd.

Therefore this order hath Baptijla ta'en;—
That none fhall have accefs unto Biancay

'Till Catherine the curJi have got a husband.
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Gru, Catherine the cur& I

A title for a maid, of all titles the worft.

HoR, Now fhall my friend Petruchio do me grace;

And offer me, difguisM in fober robes.

To o\A Baptijla as a fchoolmafler

Well feen in musick, to in^rva^ Biatica :

That fo I may by this device, at leaft,

Have leave and leisure to make love to her.

And, unfufpedled, court her by myfelf.

E?2tery on the opposite Si^e^ Gremio; Lucentio
nvith him^ ^juith Books under his Arm.

Gr u. Here's no knavery See ; to beguile the old folks,

how the young folks lay their heads together! Mafter,

mafter, look about you: Who gees there? ha.

HoR. Peace, Grumio\ 'tis the rival of my love:^
Petruchio^ ftand toe by a little while.

Gru, a proper tripling, and an amorous!
\they retire.

Gre, O, very well; I have perus'd the note.

\^gi''ving it hack.

Hark you, fir; 111 have them very fairly bound;—
All books of love, fee that at any hand;

And fee you read no other ledlures to her

:

You underftand me : Over and befide

Signior Baptijia\ liberality,

I'll mend it with a largefs. il^ere,=|= take your papers too.

And let me have them very well perfum'd

;

For fhe is fweeter than perfume itfeif,

To whom they go. What will you read to her?

Lvc. Whatever I read to her, I'll plead for you.

As for my patron,— ftand you fo afTur'd,"*

As firmly as yourfelf were ftill in place:

26 paper ^9 go to : what
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Vea. and (perhaps) with more fuccefsful words
Than you,"" unlefs you were a fcholar, fir.

Gre. O this learning! what a thing it is!

Gru, O this woodcock! what an afs it is!

PEr. Peace, firrah.

HoR, Gru?nioy mum. God fave you, fignior Gremio!

{^advancing,

Gre, You are well met, fignior HorfeTiJio. Trow yoa
Whither I am going.̂ To Baptijla Minola.

I promised ijim, to enquire carefully

About a fchoolmafter for the fair Bia?ica:

And, by good fortune, I have lighted well

On this
"I"
young man; for learning, and behaviour,

Fit for her turn ; well read in poetry.

And other books,-^good ones, 1 warrant ye.

HoR, 'Tis well: and I have met a gentleman.

Hath promised me to help me to another,

A fine musician to infirud our mifirefs;

So fhall I no whit be behind in duty

To fair Bianca, fo belov'd of me.
Gre, Belov'd of me, and that my deeds {hall prove.

Gru. ** —and that his bags lhall prove."

HoR. Grentio, 'tis now no time to vent our love:

Liften to me, and, if you fpeak me fair,

I'll tell you news indiff^srent good for either.

Here'|"is a gentleman, whom by chance I met.

Upon agreement from us to his liking,

Will undertake to woo cxxr^ Catherine \

Yea, and to marry her, if her dowry please.

Gre. So faid, fo done, is well:—
Hortenjioy have you told him all her faults?

Pet. I know, fhc is an irkfome brawling fcold ;

* Grt^ And you >7 helps one to

Vol. m.
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If that be al!, mafters, I hear no harm.

Gre. Nojfay'ft mefo, friend: ©rH?, what countryman?
Pur. Born in Verona, old Antonio's fon :

My father dead, my fortune lives for me;
And I do hope good days, and long, to fee.

Gre, Sir, fuch a life, with fuch a wife, were ftrange:

But, if you have a ftomack, to't o'God's name.

You fhall have me affifiing you in all.

But will you Vv'oo this wild-cat.'*

Pet. Will I live?

Grj. Will he woo her? ay, or Fll hang her."

Pet. Why came I hither, but to that intent?

Think you, a little din can daunt mine ears ?

Have I not in my time heard lions rear?

Have I not heard the fea, puft up with v/inds.

Rage like an angry boar, chafed with fweatr

Have I not heard great ordinance in the field.

And heaven's artillery thunder in the feies?

Have I not in a pitched battle heard

Loud 'larums, neighing fteeds, and trumpets' clangue?

And do you tell me of a woman's tongue;

That gives not half fo great a blow to the ear.

As will a chefnut in a farmer's fire?

Tulh, tufti! fear boys with bugs.

Gru. For he fears none.''

Gre, Hcrtenfio^ hark!

This gentlem.an is happily arriv'd.

My mind presumes, for his own good, and ours.

HoR. I promis'd, we v/ould be contributors.

And bear his charge of wooing, whatfoe'er.

Gre, And fo we will ; provided, that he win hen
Gnu. " 1 would, I were as fure of a good dinner.**

3 ButGnics d Cre, Oh fir, to hciie and youjs
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Enter Tranio, lraue\ and Biondello.

Tka* Gentlemen, God fave you! If I may be bold.

Tell me, I befeech you, which is the readieil way,

To the houfe of fignior Baptifta Minola? [mean?
Gre. He that has the two fair daughters? is't he you
Tra. Even he, fir.

Gre, Hark you, fir; You mean not her to

—

Tra, Perhaps, him and her, fir; What have you to do?
FeT. Not her that chides, fir, at any hand, I pray,

Tra. I love no chiders, fir: Biondello, let's away,
Lvc, Well begun, Tranio.^^

HoR, Sir, a word ere you go;

—

Are you a fuitor to the maid you talk of, yea, or no?
Tra. An if I be, fir, is it any otience? [hence.

Gre, No; if, without more words, you will get you
Tra. Why, fir, I pray you, are not the ftreets as free

For me, as for you?

Gre, But fo is not Ihe.

Tra, For what reason, I befeech you?
Gre. For this reason, if you'll know,-^

That file's the choice love of fignior Grernio,

HoR. That file is the chosen of fignior Hortcnjlo.

^RA, Softly, my mafters! if you be gentlemen.

Do me this right,— hear me with patience.

Baptijla is a noble gentleman,

To whom my father is not all unknown

;

And, were his daughter fairer than Ihe is.

She may more fuitors have, and me for one.

Fair Ledas daughter had a thousand wooers;

Then well one more may fair Bianca have;

And fo file fiiall; Lucemio fiiall make one.

Though Paris came, in hope to fpeed alone.

5 Blot He 6 he BioMh,
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Gre. What, tDl?at! this gentleman will out-talk us alf.

Luc. Sir, give him head ; I know, he'll prove a jade.

PeT. Eortenjioy to what end are all these words:'

HoR. Sir, let me be fo bold as afk you tl?i0 ;

—

Did you yet ever fee Bapiifa's daughter?

Tra, No, fir; but hear I do, that he hath two:
The one as famous for a fcolding tongue.

As the other is for beauteous modefty.

Pet, Sir, fir, the firft's for me; let her go by.

Gre» Yea, leave that labour to great Hercules

y

And let It be more than Alcides* twelve.

Pet, Sir, underftand you this of me, infooth; —
The youngeft daughter, whom you harken for,

Her father keeps from all accefs of fuitors;

And will not promise her to any man.
Until her elder filler firft be wed

:

The younger then is free, and not before.

Tra. If it be fo, fir, that you are the man
Muft ftead us all, and me amongft the reil:;

An if you break the ice, and do this feat,

—

Atchieve the elder, fet the younger free

For our accefs,— whose hap fhall be to have her.

Will not fo gracelefs be, to be ingrate.

HoR* Sir, you fay well, and well you do conceive:

And fince you do profefs to be a fuitor.

You muft as we do,— gratify this gentleman.

To whom we all reft generally beholding.

Tra, Sir, [ ftiall not be flack: in fign whereof.

Please ye we may convive this afternoon.

And quaft* carouses to cur miftrefs' health;

And do as adverfaries do in law,

—

Strive mightily, but eat and drink as friends.

' is the other this fecks 29 contrive
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Cru, O excellent motion! Fellows, let's be gone.

HoR, The motion's good indeed, and be it fo;

Petrucbio^ I'll be your hen njenuto, ' [Exeunt,

Acr ir.

SCENE L Thefame, A Room in BaptiftaV Houfe.

Enter Cat her in a, and Bianca, her Hands
bound.

BiA. Good filler, wrong me not, nor wrong yourfelf.

To make a bondmaid and a flave of me;
That I difdain: but for these other gawds,—"
Unbind my hands, Pll pull them off myfelf.

Yea, all my raiment, to my petticoat;

Or, what you will command me, will I do.

So well I know my duty to my elders.

Cat. Of all thy fuitors, here i charge thee, tell

Whom thou lov'il: beft: fee thou diflemble not.

BiA, Believe me, filler, of all the men alive,

I never yet beheld that fpecial face

Which 1 could fancy more than any other.

Cat, Minion thou ly'ft; Is't not Hortenfto?

BiA, If you afrecl him, filler, here 1 fvvear,

ril plead for you myfelf, but you fhall have him.

Cat. O then, belike, you fancy riches more

;

You will have Gremio to keep you fair.

BiA. Is it for him you do envy me fo ?

Nay, then you jeil; and now 1 well perceive.

You have bur. jelled with me all this while:

I pr'ythee filler, Kate, unty my hands. [fo.

Cat. If that be jell, [friking her.] then ali the reft was

I I fhall »5 goods
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Enter Baptist a.

Bap. Why, how now, dame! whence grows this in-

folence ?

Blanca^ fiand ande; poor girl! flie weeps
Go, ply thy needle; meddle not with her.

For lhame, thou hilding of a devilifh fpirit.

Why doft thou wrong her that did ne'er wrong thee ?

When did fhe crofs thee with a bitter word?
Cat. Her filence flouts me, and I'll be reveng'd.

\f1ie5 after Bianca.

Bap, W^hat, in my fight? \J10ppv2g her.] Bianco.y get

thee in . [
Exit Bianca.

Cat, Will you not fufFer me? Nay, now I fee,

She is your treasure, fhe mufl have a husband

;

I muft dance bare-foot on her wedding-day.

And, for your love to her, lead apes in hell.

Talk not to me; I will go fit and weep,

'Till r can find occasion of revenge. [f^v/V Gather in f»

Bap. Was ever gentleman thus griev'd as I ?

But who comes here?

Enter Gremio, and Lucentio ;

pETRUCHio, ^jjith Hortenfio as a Musician y

Tr an 10, ^^ith Biondello attending^ hearing

a Lute and Becks.

Gre, Good morrow, neighbour ^^//^v^^.

Bap. Good morrow, neighbour GV(j;/i/<j; God fave

you, gentlemen !

PEr. And you, good fir 1 Pray, have you not a daugluer

CM'a-^Cafherinay fair, and virtuous?

Bap. 1 have a daughter, fir, call'd

—

Cathtrina,

Gre, You are too blunt, go to it orderly.

Pet, You wrong me, fignior Gremic; give mc leave

—

13 Kat. What will
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I am a gentleman Vctona, fir.

That,— hearing of her beauty, and her wit.

Her affability, and bailiful modefty.

Her wondrous qualities, and mild behaviour,

—

Am bold to fhew my felf a forward guell

Within your houfe, to make mine eye the witnefs

Of that report which I fo oft have heard.

And, for an entrance to my entertainment,

I do present you with a man of mine,

\j)i-£senting HortenCo,

Cunning in musick, and the mathematicks,

To inilrudl her fully in those fciences.

Whereof, I know, (he is not ignorant:

Accept of him, or elfe you do me wrong;
His nam*e is Licio, born in Mantua,

Bap. You're welcome, fir; and he, foryour good fake:

But for my daughter Catherine^— this I know.
She is not for your turn, the more my grief.

Pet. 1 fee, you do not mean to part with her;

Or el^e you like not of my company.
Bap. Mi Rake me not, I fpeak but as I find.

Whence are you, fir? what may I call your name ?

Pet, Pctruchio is my name; Antonio's fon,

A man well known throughout all Italy,

Bap, I know him well : you are welcome for his fake.

Gre, Saving your tale, Petruchio^ 1 pray, let

Us, that are poor petitioners, fpeak too:

Baccare! you are marvelous forward, ur»

Pet. O, pardon me, figcior Gremio; I would fain be
doing.

^

[ing

—

Gre. I doubt it not, fir; but you will curfe your woo-
Neighbour, [to Baptifta.

3i wooing ne'ghbours

;

T4
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This is a gift very grateful, I am fure of it:

Sntl,""to exprefs the like kindnefs myfelf.

That have been more beholding to you than any,

—

J freely give unto jjovl this young fcholar,

[presenting Lucentio,

That hath been long ftudying at Rheimsy as cunning
In Latin^ Greeks and other languages,

As the other in musick, and X\)Z mathematicks

:

His name is Cambio\ pray, accept his fervice.

Ba? . A thousand thanks, goolJ fignior Gremio:

Welcome, good Caml^io^But, gentle fir, [to Tra.

Methlnks, you walk l)nz like a llranger; May I

Be bold to know the cause tco of your coming?
Tra, Pardon me, fir, the boldnefs is mine own;

That, being a llranger in this city here.

Do make myfelf a fuitcr to your daughter.

Unto Bianca^ fair, and virtuous.

Nor is your firm resolve unknown to me.
In the preferment of the eldeft firter:

This liberty is all that I requeil,~"

That, upon knowledge of my parentage,

I may have welcome 'n^ongft the reft that woo.
And free accefs and favour as the reft.

And, tov\ard the education of your daughters,

1 here beftow'^a fimple inftrument>

And this'|=fmall packet of Greek and Latin books

:

[gluing the Lute^ and Books,

If you accept them, then their worth is great.

Ba? , Lucentio is your name? of whence, I pray?

Tra, Of Pifa^ fir; fon to Vincentio.

Bap, a m.ighty man of Pija, by report;

I know him well: you'ie very welcome, fir

—

} More kinde'y beholding :* Gieeke, Latins v iO byld
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Take you=f=the lute,_and you=f the fet of books,.^

You (hall go fee your pupils presently

—

Hola, within tl^ere !_
Enter a Servant,

Sirrah, fhevv the§e gentlemen

To my two daughters; and then tell them both,

These are their tutors; bid them use them well.

\^Exit Servant ^ 'with Luc. and Hor. ^iQ,follo'VJS»

We will go walk a little in the orchard,

And then to dinner: You are pafTing welcome.

And fo I pray you all to think yourlelves.

PEr, Signior Baptijia, my businefs afketh haile.

And every day I cannot come to woo.

You knew my father well; and, in him, me.
Left folely heir to all his lands and goods.

Which I have better'd rather than decreafd:

Then tell me,— if I get your daughter's love.

What dowry {hall I have with her to wife?

Baf. After my death, the one half of my lands;

And, in possefTion, twenty thousand crowns.

Pet. And, for that dowry, I'll alfure her for

Her widowhood,— be it that fhe furvive me,

—

In all my lands and leafes Vv'hatfoever

:

Let fpecialties be therefore drawn between us.

That covenants may be kept on either hand.

Bap. Ay, when the fpecial thing is well obtained.

That is,— her love; for that is all in all.

pEr, Why, that is nothing; for I tell you, father

I am as peremptory as fhe proud-minded;
And where two raging (w^s meet together.

They do confume the thing that feeds their fury:

'J'bough little hre grows great with little wind

her of
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Yet extream gufts will blow out fire and all:

So I to her, and fo flie yields to me;
For I am rough, and woo not like a babe-

Bap, Well may'll thou woo, and happy be thy Ipeed J

But be thou arm'd for fome unhappy words.
Pet. Ay, to the proof; as mountains are for winds.

That fliake not, though they blow perpetually.

Re-enter Ho r T E k s i o, <iviih bis Head broke.

Bj^p, Kow now, my friend? why doll thou look fo

pale?

HoR, For fear, I promise you, if I look pale. [an ?

B^ip, What, will my daughter prove a good musici-

HoR, T think, (he'll fooner prove a foldier;

Iron may hold with her, but never lutes.

Bap. Why, then thou canft not break her to the lute,

HoR. Why, no; for fhe hath broke the lute to me.
I did but tell her, flie miitook her frets,

And bow'd her hand to teach her fingering;

W^hen, with a moil impatient devilifh fpirit.

Frets call you tbese, quoth fhe? Pllfume ^jttb tbem:

And, with that v/ord, flie ftrook me on the head.

And through the inilrument my pate made way;
And there 1 flood amazed for a while.

As on a" pillory, looking through the lute:

V/hile Ihe did call me,--rafcal fidier,

And,

—

twnnghwg Jack; with twenty fuch vile t^rms.

As fhe had fludy'd to mifuse me fo.

Pet. Now, by the world, it is a luily wench;
I love her ten times more than e'er 1 did:

O, how I long to have fome chat with her! [comfited 5

By:p. Well, go v^ith me, [/^ Hor.] and be not fo dif-

Proceed in praftife with my younger daughter;
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Sbe'3 apt to learn, and thankful for good turns™
Signior Petruchio^ will you go with us;

Or fhall 1 fend my daughter Kate to you ?

Pi.r. I pray you, do; I will attend her here,

[
Exeunt Bap. Gre. Tra. and Ho

And woo her with feme fplrit when fne comes.

Say, that (he rail ; why, then I'll tell her plain.

She figns as Aveetly as a nightingale:

Say, that (he frown; I'll fay, fhe looks as clear

As morning roses newly wafhVl with dew:
Say, fhe be mute, and will not fpcak a word;
Then I'll commend her voiubility,

And fay— fl^e uttercth piercing eloquence:

If fhe do bid me pack, I'll give her thanks,

As though fhe bid me Hay by her a vyeek;

If fhe deny to wed, I'll crave the day
When I fhall af^: the banes, and when be marry'J:—
But here ilie comes; and now, Petmchio, fpeak.

Enter Catherine.
Good morrow, Kau\ for that's your name, T hear.

Cat: , Well have you heard, but fomcthing hard of
hearing

;

They call me

—

Catherine^ tliat do talk of me.
PhT, You lie, in faith; for you are calPd plain Katey

And bonny Kate, and fometinies Kate the curil;

l^wx. Kate^ the prettieft Katev:\ cliriflendora,

Kate of Kate-hall, my fuper-dainty Kate,

For dainties are allcates: And therefore, Katey

Take this of me, Kate of my confolation;—
Hearing thy mildnefs prais'd in every town,

Thy virtues fpoke of,- and thy beauty founded,

(Yet not ib deeply as to thee belongs)

all ^uus
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Myfelf am mov'd to woo thee for my wife. [hither,

C^r. Mov'd! in good time- Let him that mov'd yoa
Remove you hence: 1 knew you at the firft.

You were a moveable.

Pet. Why, what's a moveable?
Cat. a joint-flooL

Feit. Thou had hit it: come, fit on me.
Cat. AfTes are made to bear, and fo are you.

Pet. Women are made to bear, and fo are you.

Cat. No fuch jade, fir, as you, if me you mean.
Pet. Alas, good Kate! 1 will not burthen thee:

For, knowing thee to be but young and light,

—

Cat, Too light for fuch a fvvain as you to catch;

And yet as heavy as my weight Ihould be.

Pet:. Should be? fnould buz.

Cat. Well ta'en, and like a buzzard.

Pet, O flow-wing'd turtle! (hall a buzzard take thee?

Cat. Ay, for a turtle; as he takes a buzzard.

Pet. Come, come, you wafp; i'faith, you are too angry.

Cat, If I be wafpilh, beft beware my fling.

Pet. My remedy is then, to pluck it out.

Cat. Ay, if the fool could find it where it lies.

Pet, Who knows not where a wafp does wear his fling ?

In his tail.

Cat. 3in f)is tail! in his tongue.

Pet. Jn t;t0 toncue? whose tongue?

Cat. Yours, ifyoutalkoftails; and fofarewel. [again,

Pet, What, with my tongue in your tail? nay, come
Good Kate\ I am a gentleman.

Cat, That I'll try. [firikiTig him.

Pet, I fwear, I'll cufr you, if you flrike again.

So may you lose your arms: if you ilrike mc^
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You are no gentleman; and if no gentleman.

Why, then no arms.

Pet. a herald, KafeP o, put

Me in thy books.

CjiT, What is your creft ? a coxcomb ?

Pet. a comblefs cock, fo Kate will be my hen;

CjiT. No cock of mine, you crow too like a craven.

Pet, Nay, come, Ar^/^,come;youmuflnotlookfofour.

CuiT, It is my fafhion, when 1 fee a crab.

Pet, Why, here*s no crab ; and therefore look notfouh

C^T. There is, there is.

PsT, Then fnew it me.
CjiT. Had I a glafs, I would.

Pet. What, you mean my face.

Cat. Well aim'd of fuch a young one.

Pet. Now, by faint George^ i am too young for yoo.

Cjst, Yet you are withered.

Pet. ' Tis with cares.

Cat. I care not.

Pet. Nay, hear you, K^je : in footh, you 'fcape not fa.

Cat, I chafe you, if I tarry; let me go.

Pet. No, not a whit; 1 find you paffing gentle.

'Twas told me,— you were rough, and coy, and fullen.

And now I f nd report a very liar;

For thou art pleasant, gamefome, paffing courteous.

Bat flow in fpeech, yet fweet as fpring-time flowers:

Thou canll: not frown, thou can ft not look afkance.

Nor bite the lip, as angry wenches will;

Nor haft thou pleasure to be crofs in talk

;

Bat thou with mildnefs entertain^ft thy wooers.

With gentle conference, foft, and affable.

VVhy dees the world report, that Kau doth limp-,^
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0 fland'rous world! Kate like the hazle twig

Is ftrait, and flender; and as brown in hue

As hazle nuts, and fweeter than the kernels.

O, let me fee thee walk : thou doH: not halt.

C^r. Go, fool, and whom thou keep'fl: command.
FeT, Did ever Dian fo become a grove,

As Kate this chamber with her princely gait?

O, be thou Dian^ and let her be Kizte-y

And then let Kate be chaft, and Dian fportful.

Cat, Where did you ftudy all this goodly fpeech?

FeT, It is extempore from my mother-wit.

Cat, A witty m.other 1 witnefb elfe her fon.

Pet, Am I not wase?

Cat. Yes; keep you warm.
FeT, Marry, fo I mean, {wctt. Catherine, in thy bed

And therefore, fetting all this chat afide.

Thus in plain terms ;"~Your father hath confented,

That you lhall be my wife; your dowry 'greed on ;

And will you, nill you, I will marry you.

Now, Kate, I am a husband for your turn;

For, by this light,— whereby I fee thy beauty;

Thy beauty, that doth make me like thee well,"""

Thou mull be marry'd to no man but :

For 1 am he am born to tame you, Kate;

And bring you from a wild Kaie to a Kate

Conformable, as other houlhold Kates,

Re-enter Baptista, Gremio, «WTranio«
Here comes your father; never make denial,

1 mud and v^ill have Catherine to my wife.

BAFi Nows fignior Petruchio; how fpeed

You with my daughter?

Pet, How but well, fir? how but well?

12 wlt'elTc
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It were Impoflible, I fhould fpeed amifs. [dumps?
Bap. Why, how now, daughter Catherine? in your
Cat, Call you me— daughter? now [ promise you.

You have ihew'd a tender fatherly regard,

To wifh me wed to one half lunatick

;

A mad-cap ruffian, and a fwearing Jack,

That thinks with oaths to face the matter out'

Pet. Father, 'tis thus,— yourfelf and all the world.

That talk'd of her, have talk'd amifs of her;

If Ihe be curft,_it is for policy:

For fhe's not froward, but modeft as the dove;
She is not hot, but temperate as the morn;
For patience fhe will prove a fecond GrizeUey

And Roman Lucrece for her chaliity

:

And to conclude,— we have *greed fo well together.

That upon funday is the wedding-day.

Cat:, I'll fee thee hang'd oTunday firft.

Gre. Hark, Petruchio!

She fays, fhe'll fee thee hang'd o'funtJai? firft.

Tra Is this your fpeeding? nay, then, good night our
part.

Pet, Be patient, gentlemen ; I choose her for myfelf;

If fhe and 1 be pleas'd, what's that to you?
' Tis bargain'd 'twixt us twain, being alone.

That fhe (hall flill be curft in company.
I tell you, 'tis incredible to believe

How much fhe loves me: O, the kindeft Kate!
She hung about my neck; and kifs on kifs

She vy'd fo faft, protefting oath on oath.

That in a twink fhe v/on me to her love.

O, yoa are novices 1 'tis a world to fee.

How tame, when men and women are alone.



42 ^Ihe Ta?nitfg of the Shrenv,

A meacock wretch can make the curfteft fhrew.^
Give me thy hand, Kate; I will unto Venice^

To buy apparel 'gainft the wedding-day:
Provide the feail, father, and bid the guefts;

I will be fure, my Catherine fhall be fine.

B^.F . 1 know not what to fay : but give me your hands

;

God fend you joy, Petruchio! 'tis a match.

Gre. Tra. Amen, fay we; we will be witneffes.

Feu. Father, and wife, and gentlemen, adieu;

I will to Venice, funday comes apace: >

We will have rings, and things, and fine array

;

And kifs me, Kate, we will be marry'd o'funday.

\Exeunt Cat. and Vet*
Gre. Was ever match clapt up fo fuddenly?

Bap, 'Faith, gentlemen, now I play a merchant's part.

And venture madly on a defperate mart.

Tra. 'Twas a commodity lay fretting by you;

'Twill bring you gain, or periih on the feas.

Bap. The gain I feek is—quiet in the match.

Gre. No doubt, but he hath got a quiet catch*

But now, BaptiJIa, to your younger daughter;—
Now is the day we long have looked for;

I am your neighbour, and was fuitor firft.

Tra* AvAl 'dm one, that love Bianca more
Than words can witnefs, or your thoughts can guefs.

Gre. Youngling, thou canft not love fo dear as I.

Tra. Grey-beard, thy love doth freeze.

Gre, But thine doth fry.

Skipper, ftand back; 'tis age, that nourifheth.

Tra, But youth, in ladies' eyes that flourifheth.

Bap, Content you, gentlemen; I will compound this

firife;

19 quiet me the
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*Tis deeds, mull win the prize; and he, of both.

That can aflure my daughter greatefl dower,

Shall have Biancas love. ^InH, firU, to rou;

Say, fignior Gremio^ what can you afTure her?

Gre, Firft, as you know, my houfe within the city

Is richly furnifhed with plate and gold;

Bafons, and ewers, to lave her dainty hands;

My hangings all of Tyrian tapeftry:

In ivory coffers I have fluff'd my crowns;
In cyprefs chefls my arras counterpanes,

Coflly apparel, tents, and canopies,

Fine linnen, Turky cufhions boft with pearly

Valance of Venice gold in needle- work,
Pewter, and brafs,—and all things that belong

To houfe, or hou^e-keeping: then, at my farm,

1 have a hundred milch-kine to the pail,

Six-fcore fat oxen flanding in my flails.

And all things anfwerable to this portion.

Myfelf am flrook in years, I mufl confefs;

And, if [ die to-morrow, this is hers.

If, whilft I live, fhe will be only mine.

Tra. That, only, came well in iSir, lift to me;
I am my father's heir, and only fon:

If [ may have your daughter to my wife,

I'll leave her houses three or four as good.
Within rich Pifa walls, as any one

Old fignior Gremio has in Padua;

Befides two thousand ducats by the year

Of fruitful land, all which fhall be her jointure

—

What, have I pinch'd you, fignior Gremio

P

Gre, Two thousand ducats by the year of land !

My land amounts but to fo much in all,

counterpoI;its '5 Vallens ^4 belongs not to

Vol. III.. U
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That fhe fhall have; befides an argofy.

That now is lying in Marfeilles^ road:

What, have I choak'd you with an argofy?

Tra. Gremioy 'tis known, my father hath no leE

Than three great argofies; befides two galliafles,

And twelve tight gallies: these I will aflure her.

And twice aa much, whate'er thou ofFer'ft next.

Gr-e, Nay, I have offer'd all, 1 have no more;
And fhe can have no more than all I have;

If you like me, fhe fhall have me and mine.

7RA. Why, then the maid is mine from all the world,.

By your firm promise; Qremio is out-vy'd.

Ba? . I muft confefs, your offer is the befl;

And, let your father make her the affurance.

She is your own; elfe, you mufl pardon me:
If you fhould die before him, where's her dower?
Tra. That's but a cavil; he is old, 1 young.

Gre. And may not young men die, as well as old.^

Bar> Well, gentlemen,

I am thus resolv'd: r~On funday ne:^t, you know.
My daughter Catherine is to be marry'd

:

Now, on the funday following, fhall Bianca

Be bride to you, iLucentio, if you
Make this affurance; if not, to fignior Gremio :

And fo I take my leave, and thank you both. [Exit'.

Gre, Adieu, good neighbour—Now I fear thee not;

Sirrah, young gamefler, your father were a fool

To give thee all, and, in his waining age.

Set foot under thy table: Tut! a toy!

An old Italian fox is not fo kind, my boy. [Exit^

Tra. a vengeance on your crafty wither'd hide!

Yet I have fac'd it with a card often.
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^Tis in my head to do my mafter good:"-^

I fee no reason, but fappos'd Lucemio

May get a father, caird"~fuppos'd VincenUo%

And that's a wonder: fathers, commonly,

Do get their children; but, in this cafe of wooingj

A child (hall get a fire, if I fail not of iny cunnir^g.

SCENE 11. Thefame. Another Rcom,

Enter Lu c e n t 1 0 , amd B i a n c a , cou'verfing ;

to theJKy HOP.TENSIO.
Lvc, Fldler, forbear; you grow too- forward, fir:

Have you fo foon forgot the entertainment

Her filler Catherine welcomed you withal ?

HoK. ^f)c 10 a ftrcto; but, wrangling pedant, this is

The patronefs of heavenly harmony:
Then give me leave to have prerogative;

And when in musick we have fpent an hour.

Your leclure fhall have leisure for as much.

Luc. PrepoftVous afs! that never read fo far^

To know the cause why musick was ordainM I

Was it hot, to refrefh the mind of man.
After his ftudies, or his usual pain ?

Then give me leave to read philofophy,

And, when I pause, ferve in your harmony.
HoR, Sirrah, I will not bear these braves of thine.

Biji, Why, gentlemen, you do me double wrong,

To ftrive for that which relleth in my choice:

I am no breechino; fcholar in the fchools:

ril not be ty*d to hours, nor 'pointed times,

But learn my lefTons as I please myfelf.

And, to cut OiF all ftrife, here fit we down .

3 MuHgei *S while I

U z
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Take you your inftrument, play you the whiles

;

His ]e6lure will be done, ere you have tun'd.

HoR. You'll leave his ledlur^, when Lam in tune?

^to Bia. taking up his Lute\

Luc, That will be never; tune your inftrument.

Bia . Where left we laft ? \fitting to aTable ivith Luc^
Luc, Here, madam: — [Jbe^ing a Book.

Hie that Simoisj hie eft Sigeia tellu5\

Hie fieierat Priami regia celja fenis*

Bia, Conftrue them.

Luc. Hie ibat, as I told you before, I am
Lueenticy

—
hie eji^ fon unto Vincentio of P//2z,

—

Sigeia tel'

lust difguised thus to get your love;

—

Hie fieteraty and
that Lucentio that comes a wooing,

—

Priami^ is my man
Tranioy'^ regia, bearing my port,

—

celja fenisy that we
might beguile the old pantaloon.

Hqr, Madam, my inftrument's in tune.

Bia, Let's hear:— [Hor. /^y^^*

O, fie! the treble jars.

Luc, Spit in the hole, m^n.
And tune again.

Bia, Now let me fee if I can conftrue it.

Hie ibat Si?nois, 1 know you not;— hie eft Sigeia telluSy I

truft you not;

—

Hie flaerat Priami ^ take heed he hear

us not;

—

regiay presume noiy^'eelfa Jenisy defpair

not.

^ Hqr, Madam, 'tis now in tune.

Luc, All but the bafe.

HoR . The bafe is right ; 'tis the bafe knave that jars

How fiery and t'OiO forward is our pedant!*'

Now, for my life, the knave doth court my love;"
** Pedajcuie^ I'll watch you better yet."

30 our Pedant is
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"Bia* In time I may believe, yet I miftruft.

[Jeeing Hor. lij^en.

Luc, Miftruft it not; for, fare, JSacides

Was A]ax^— calTd fo from his grandfather.

BiA, I muft believe my mafter ; elfe, I promise you,

I fliould be arguing ftill upon that doubt:

Bat let it reft—Now, Licio^ to you: \ri5ing^

Good mafters, take it not unkindly, pray,

That I have been thus pleasant with you both,

HoK* You may go walk, \to Luc] and give me leave

a while;

My leiTons make no musick in three parts.

LvQ. Are you fo formal, firi* well, I muft wait,

[relinng.
<^ And watch withal; for, but I be deceived,'*

Our fine musician groweth amorous."

Hor. Madam, before you touch the inftrument.

To learn the order of my fingering,

I muft begin with rudiments of art;

To teach you gamut in a 'briefer foit.

More pleasant, pithy, and effeilual.

Than hath been taught by any of my trade:

And there it is in writing, fairly drawn, [gi^es a Pafer^

BiA, Why, I am paft my gamut long ago.

Hor. Yet read the gamut of Hortenjio,

BiA. Gamut / am^ the ground of all accord^ {reads.

A re, to plead HortenfioV pajjion:^

B me, Bianca, take himJor thy lord,

C faut, that loaves ^ith all affeBion .•

D fol re, one cliffy not t'wo notes ha've I;

E la mi, Jho-iv me pity, or I die.

Call you this""gamut? tut! I like it not:

^.Blan, Mif— S Hsrt, I « mafter

U 3
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Old fafhiohs please me beft; I am not fo nice,

Xo change true rules for odd inventions.

Enter a Servant.

Ser, Miftrefs, your father prays you leave your book*.

And help to drefs your filter's chamber up

;

Ycu know, to-morrow is the wedding-day.

ElA, Farevvel, fweet maders both ; I mufl: be gone.

\^Exeut]t Ser. and BlA,

Luc. Taith, niiftrefs, then I have no cause to Hay.

[Exit LuCENTlO.
HoR. But I have cause to pry into this pedant;

Methinks, he looks as though he were in love;
—

Yet if thy thoughts, Biancuy be fo humble.

To cafl thy wandVing eyes on every itale.

Seize thee, that Jift ; If once 1 find thee ranging,

Hartenjio will be quit with thee by changing. [Exit^

JCT III.

SCENE 1. The/ame. Court before the Hoiife.

Enter Baptist a, Gremio, Tranio, Catherine,
Bianca, and Attendant s-^ Lucentio, and

Hortenfio among them.

Bap . Signior Lucentio, Tra ] this is the 'pointed day
That Catherine and Petruchio Ihould be marry'd,

And yet we hear not of our fon-in-law:

What will be faid ? what mockery will it be,*^

To vvant the bridegroom, when the prieft attends

To fpeak the ceremonial rites of marriage?
What fays Lucentio to this fhame of ours ?

Or. No fhame but mine : I muft, forfootb, be forc'd

* for ol4
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To give my hand, oppos'd againft my heart,

Unto a mad-brain rudesby, full of fpleen;

Who woo'd in hafte, and means to wed at leisure.

I told you, I,^he was a frantick fool.

Hiding his bitter jefts in blunt behaviour:

And, to be noted for a merry man.
He'll woo a thousand, 'point the day of marriage.

Make friends, invite, yes, and proclaim the banes;

Yet never means to wed where he hath woo'd.

Now mull the world point at poor Catherine

And fay,— Lo ! there is mad Petruchio'i ^ife^

If it uoQuld flease him come and marry her,

Tra, Patience, good Catherine y and Baptijla too;

Upon my life, Petruchio means but well.

Whatever fortune ftays him from his word

:

Though he be i)lunt, I know him paffing wise;

Though he be merry, yet withal he's honeft.

Cat. 'Would, Catherine had never feen him though

!

[Exity iveeping: isfollonjij d by Bianca, Gremio,

Hortenfio, and Others,

Bap. Go, girl; I cannot blame thee now to weep^
For fuch an injury would vex a faint,

Much more a Ihrew of thy impatient temper.

Enter Biondello, haflily.

Bio. Mafter, mafter! [to Tra.] news, oRl uete0, and
fuch news as you never heard of!

Bap. Is it new and old too ? how may that be?
£io. Why, is it not news, to hear of P-etruchio's co-

Bap. Is he come? [min|;?

Bio. Why, no, fir.

Bap. What then?

Bio , He is coming.

^4
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Bap, When will he be here?

Bio, When he ftands where f am, and fees you there.

Tra, But fay, what be thine old news?
Bio. Why, Fetruchio is coming, in a new hat, and

an old jerkin; a pair of old breeches, thrice turn'd; a

pair of boots that have been candle-cafes, one buckPd,
another lac'd; an old ruily fword ta'en out of the town
armory, with a broken hilt, and chapelefs, with two
broken points : His horfe hip'd with an old mothy fad-

die, the ftirrops of no kindred: befides, posseft with the

glanders, and like to mose in the chine; troubPd with

the lampafs, infeded with the fafhions, full of wind-

galb, fped with fpavins, ray'd with the yellows, paft cure

of the vives, Hark fpoil'd with the daggers, begnawn
with the bots; fway'd in the back, and fhoulder-(hotten;

near-leg'd before, and with a half-check'd bit, and a

head-ftall of fheep's-leather ; which, being reflrain'd to

keep him from liumbling, hath been often burll, and
now repaired with knots: one girth fix times piec'd,

and a woman's crupper of velure; which hath two let-

ters for her name, fairly fet down in ftuds, and here and

there piec'd with pack-thread.

Bjp, Who comes with him?

Bio. O, fir, his lacquey, for all the world caparifon'd

like the horfe; with a**linnen flock on one leg, and a

kerfey boot-hose on the other, gartered with a red and

blue lift; an old hat, and the humour of forty fancies

prick'd in't for a feather: a monfter, a very monfter in

apparel; and not like a chriftian foot-boy, or a gentle-

man's lacquey. [ion ;

—

Tra, 'Tis fome odd humour pricks him to thisfafti-*

Yet oftentimes he goes but mean apparel'd.

3 what to thine n Fives '5 Waid



7he Taming of the Shrenv. 5«

Bap. I am glad, he's come tl;ong!?,howfoe*er he comes.

Bio, Why, fir, he comes not,

B^p. Did ft thoQ not fay, he comes?

Bio . Who ? that Peiruchio came ?

Bap, Ay, th2ii Petruchio came.

Bjo, No, fir; I fay, t!)at his horfe comes, with him
On his back.

Pap. Why, that's all one.

Bio, Nay, by faint Jamy, I hold you a penny,

A horfe and a man is more than one, and yet not many.
Etiiei- Petruchio, and his Man Grumio,

oddly habited both.

Pet. Come, where be these gallants fjere? who's at

Bap, You are welcome, fir. [home?
Pet. And yet J come not well.

Bap, And yet you halt not.

Tra. Not fo well apparePd
As I courD wiQi you were.

Pet, ^Tut! were it better, I fhould ru(h in thcis^

But where is KateF where is my lovely bride?

How does my father? Gentles, methinks, you frown.

And wherefore gaze this goodly company;
As if they faw fome wond'rous monument.
Some comet, or unusual prodigy?

Bap. Why, fir, you know, this is your wedding-day:
Firft were we fad, fearing you would not come;
Now fadder, that you come fo unprovided.

Fie! doff this habit, fhame to your eftate.

An eye-fore to our folemn feftival.

Tra. And tell us, what occasion of import
Hath all fo long detainM you from your wife,

Anfl fent you hither fo unlike yourfelf?
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Pet. Tedious it were to tell, and harfh to hear;

SufRceth, I am come to keep my word:
Though, in fome part, enforced to digrefs;

Which, at more leisure, I will fo excuse

As you (hall well be fatiffy'd withal.

But where is KateF I ftay too long from her;

The morning wears, 'tis time we were at church.

TRji. See not your bride in these unreverent robes;

Go to my chamber, put on cloaths of mine.

Fet. Not I, believe me; thus I'll visit her.

£^p. But thus, I truft, you will not marry her.

Pet. Good footh, even thus; therefore have done
with words;

To me {he's marry'd, not unto my cloaths:

Could I repair what flie will wear in me.
As I can change these poor accoutrements,

*Twere well for Kate, and better for myfelf.

But what a fool am J, to chat with you.

When I (hould bid good morrow to my bride.

And feal the title with a lovely kifs?

[Exeunt Pet. Gru. &n^/ Bio.

Trj^, He hath fome meaning in his mad attire:

We will perfuade him, be it poffible.

To put on better ere he go to church.

£^p, I'll after him, and fee the event of this.

[Exeunt Bat* and Attendants. Txa.mo /o/!o*ws

;

hut is beckon d back by Lucentio, <who converfes

a ^hile apart.

Tra. But to f)er love, fir, concerneth us to add
fler father's liking : Which to bring to pafs.

As I before imparted to your worfhip^

I am to get a man,"" whatever he be,

a9 fir, Love* 3' before I
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It (kills not much ; we'll fit him to turn,—

And he (hall be Vincentio of Pi/a;

And make afTurance, here in Padua^

Of greater Turns than I have promised.

So lhall you quietly enjoy your hope.

And marry fweet Bianca with confent.

Luc, Were it not that my fellow fchoolmafter

Doth watch Blanco's fteps fo narrowly,

'Twere good, methinks, to fteal our marriage;

Which once performed, let all the world fay— no,

ril keep mine own defpight of all the world.

Tra, That by degrees we mean to look into.

And watch our vantage in this businefs: —
We'll over-reach the grey-beard, Gremlo ;

The narrow-prying father, Mlno/a;

The quaint musician, amorous Lido;

All for my mailer's fake, Lucentlo

Re-enter Gremio, laughing.

iI2oto, {\gn\ov Gremlo f came you from the church?

Ore. As willingly as e'er I came from fchool.

Trj, And is the bride and bridegroom coming home ?

Gre, A bridegroom, fay you ? 'tis a groom, indeed^

A grumbling groom, and that the girl fhall find.

Tra. Curfter than fhe ? why, 'tis impolTible.

Gre. Why, he's a devil, a devil, a very fiend.

Tra. Why, (he's a devil, a devil, the devil's dam.
Gre. Tut! fhe's a lamb, a dove, a fool to him.

I'll tell you, {it Lucentlo When the prieft

Should alk— if Catherine fliould be his wife,

by gog5^<wouns, quoth he; and fvvore fo loud.

That, all amaz'd, the prieft let fall the book:
And, as he ftoop'd again to take it up,
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This mad-braln'd bridegroom took him fuch a cufF,

That down fell prieft and book, and book and prieft;

jVo'Tv take them up^ quoth he, if any lift,

Tra, What faid the wench, when he rose up again?

Gre, Trembl'd, and (hook; for why, he ftamp'd, and
fwore,

As if the vicar meant to cozen him.

But after many ceremonies done.

He calls fbr wine:—
A healthy quoth he ; as he had been aboard,

Carowsing to his mates after a llorm

:

QuaiFt off the mufcadel, and threw the fops

All in the fexton's face; having no other reason,—
But that his beard grew thin and hungerly.

And feem*d to afk him fops as he was drinking.

This done, he took the bride about the neck;

And kiff'd her lips with fuch a clamorous fmack.

That, at the parting, all the church did eccho.

I, feeing this, came thence for very fhame;

And after me, I know, the rout is coming:
Such a mad marriage never was before!

Hark, hark! I hear the minftrels play. [MusicH.

Enter Pe T R u c H i o, and Catherine, as

marry d\ Baptist A, Grumio, Hortenfio,

B I A N c A , and Train.

Pet. Gentlemen and friends, I thank you for your pa-

I J^now, you think to dine with me to-day, [ins:

And have prepared great flore of wedding cheer;

But fo it is, my hafte doth call me hence.

And therefore here I mean to take my leave.

Bap. Is^t pofTible, you will away to-night?

P£r. I mull away to-day, before night come;"^

10 as if he ^9 and I
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Make 5t no wonder; if you knew my businefs.

You would entreat me rather go than ftay.

And, honeft company, I thank you all.

That have beheld me give away myfelf

To this moft patient, fweet, and virtuous wife:

Dine with my father, drink a health to me;
For I mull hence, and farewel to you all.

Tr^, Let us entreat you ftay 'till after dinner.

Pet, It may not be.

Gre. Let me entreat you, Cr^

Pet. It cannot be.

CjiT, Let me entreat you t^en.

Pet. I am content.

Cj4T. Are you content to ftay?

Pet. I am content, you ftiali entreat me ftay;^

But yet not ftay, entreat me how you can.

CjiT, Now, if you love me, ftay.

Pet. Grumioy my horfes.

Gru. Ay, fir, they be ready;

The oats have eaten ujx the horfes.

Cat. Nay, then.

Do what thou canft, I will not go to-day

;

No, nor to-morrow, nor 'till I please myfelf.

The door is open, fir, there lies your way.
You may be jogging while your boots are green;

For me, I'll not be gone 'till please myfelf;—
'Tis like, you'll prove a jolly furly groom,
That take it on you at the firft fo roundly.

Pet. O, Katey content thee; pr'ythee, be not angry*

Cat. I will be angry ; What haft thou to do
Father, be quiet ; he (hall ftay my leisure.

Gre. Ay, marry, fir, now it begins to work.

»8 horfe *5 not tliV till I plcafc
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Cat, Gentlemen, forward to the bridal dinner:-^

I fee, a woman may be made a fool.

If fhe had not a fpirit to resift.

Pet. They (hall go forward, Kate, at thy command
Obey the bride, you that attend on her;

Go to the feaft, revel and domineer,

Carowze full measure to her maidenhead,
Be mad and merry,— or go hang yourfelves;

But for my bonny Kate, fhe muft with me.

Nay, look not big, nor ftamp, nor ftare, nor fret

;

I will be mailer of what is mine own

:

She is my goods, my chattels; fhe is my houfe.

My houfhold-flufF, my field, my bam, m^tJable'^

My horfe, my ox, my afs, my any thing;

And here fhe ftands, touch her whoever dare;

I'll bring mine aftion on the proudeft he.

That flops my way in Padua. Grumio,

Draw forth thy weapon, we're befet with thieves;

Refcue thy miftrefs, if thou be a man :

Fear not, fweet wench, they fhall not touch thee, Katei

I'll buckler thee againft a million.

\^Exity hurrying Catherine oz//; Grumio,
<with his Snjcord dranjorty bringing up the Rear.

Bap. Nay, let them go, a couple of quiet ones. [ing.

Gre. Went they not quickly, I fhould die with laugh-

Tra. Of all mad matches, never was the like!—

Miflrefs, what's your opinion of your fifter?

BiA. That, being mad herfelf, fhe*s madly mated.

Gre, I warrant him, Petruchio is Kated.

Bap. Neighbours and friends, though bride and bride-

groom wants

For to fupply the places at the table,

*7 Luc, Miftrcfle,
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You know, there wants no junkets at the feaft:—

Lucentio, you fupply the bridegrooni's place;

And let Bianca take her fifter's room.

Tra^ Shall fweet Bianca praftife how to bride it?

Bap. She lhall, Lucentio, Come, gentlemen ; let's go^

\^ExeunU

Sir, Sim, When muill thefool come again P
I. S. Anony my lord.

Slt, Gi^e^s fome more drink here !-^^zvhere'*s the tapjler

?

Here^ Sim,

Eatfome of these things. [giving him fome Conferves*

1 . 4^. So I doy my lord.

Sir. Here, Sim, I drink to thee. [drinks.

SCENE II. A HallinVQtruQhio's Country-Houfe.

Efiter Grumio, halting.

Gru. Fie, fie, on all tir'd jades! on all mad mafters!

and all foul ways! Was ever man fo beaten? was ever

man fo 'wray'd ? was ever man fo weary ? I am fent be-

fore to make a fire, and they are coming after to warm
them. Now, were not I a little pot, and foon hot, my
very lips might freeze to my teeth, my tongue to the

roof of my mouth, my heart in my belly, ere I fliould

come by a fire to thaw me~But I, with blowing the fire^

fhall warm myfelf; for, confidering the weather, a taller

man than I will take cold. Hola, ho! Curtis!

Enter Curtis.
Cur. Who is that, calls fo coldly?

Grit, A piece of ice: If thou doubt it, thou may'ft

fl-ide from my (houlder to my heel, with no greater arua
tut my head and my neck. A fire, good Curtis.

* you fhall fupply
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Cur, Is my mafter and his wife coming, Grumio?
Gri;, O, ay, Curtis^ ay: and therefore, fire, fire; cafi

on no water.

Cur. \s fhe fo hot a ihrew as (he's reported?

Gru. She was, good Curtis, before this froft: but,

thou know'ft, winter tames m.an, woman, and beaft ; for

it hath tam'd my old mafter, and my new miftrefs,— and
thyfelf, fellosv Curtis,

Cur, Away, you three-inch fool! I am no beaft.

Gru, Am I but three inches ? why, thy horn is a foot

;

and fo long am J, at the leaft. But wilt thou make a fire,

or (hall I complain on thee to our miftrefs? whose hand

(flie being now at hand) thou (halt foon feel, to thy cold

comfort, for being flow in thy hot office.

Cur, 1 pry thee, good Grumio^ tell me, How goes the

world ?

Gru, a cold world, Curtis, in every office but thine;

and therefore, fire : Do thy duty, and have thy duty ; for

my mafter and miftrefs are almoft frozen to death.

Cur, There's fire ready ; And therefore, good Grumi^^

the news? [thou wilt.

Gru, Why, yack, boy! ho, boy! and as much news as

Cur, Come, you are fo full of coney-catching:

—

Gru, Why, therefore, fire ; for I have caught extream

cold. Where's the cook ? is fupper ready, the houfe trim'd,

rufties ftrew'd, cobwebs fwept; the fervingmen in their

new fuftian, their white ftockings, and every officer his

wedding-garment on? be the jacks fair within, the jills

fair without, the carpets lay'd, and every thing in or-

der?

Cur. All ready; And therefore, T pray thee, news?
Gru. Firft, know, my horfe is tired; my mafter an4

2 and myfelfe 27 the v.h'ue



The Taming of the Shrew. 59

miftrefs faU'n out.

Cur. How?
Gru. Out of their faddles Into the dirt; And thereby

hangs a tale.

Cur. Let's ha't, good Grumio,

Gru. Lend thine ear.

Cur. Here.

Gru. There. [^^^^i him.

Cur. This is to feel a tale, not to hear a tale.

Gru» And therefore 'tis cali'd^a fenfible tale: and
this cuff was but to knock at your ear, and befeech lift'n-

ing. Now I begin I'-'Inprimis, we came down a foul hill,

my mafler riding behind my miftrefs

Cur . Both on one horfe ?

Gru. What's that to thee ?

Cur. Why, a horfe.

Gru. Tell thou the tale: But, hadft thou not crofs'd

me, thou fhouldft have heard, how her horfe fell, and
fhe under her horfe; thou Ihouldft have heard. In how
miry a place: how fhe was bemoil'd ; how he left her

with the horfe upon her; how he beat me because her

horfe ftumbl'd ; how (he waded through the dirt to pluck
him off me ; how he fwore ; how fhe pray'd,— that never

pray'd before: how I cry'd; how the horfes ran away;
how her bridle was burft; how 1 loft my crupper;—with
many things of worthy memory; which now ihall die

in oblivion, and thou return unexperienc'd to thy grave.

Cur. By this reck'ning, he is more fhrew than fhe.

Gru. Ay; and that thou and the proudeft of you all

fhall find, when he comes home. But what talk I of
tiiis :— call forth Nathaniel "Joseph, Nicholas^ Philip, IVal-

igry Sugar-fopy and the reft: let their heads be flickly

9 This 'ds H of one
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comb'd, their blue coats brufh'd, and their garters of an

indifferent knot: let them curtTy with their left legs;

and not presume to touch a hair of my mailer's horfe-

tail, 'till they kifs their hands. Are they all ready?

Cur, They are.

Gru. Call them forth.

Cur, Do you hear, ho! [calling,'\ you muft meet my
mafter, to countenance my miftrefs.

Gru, Why, Ihe hath a face of her own.
Cur, Who knows not that?

Gru. Thou, it feems ; that calm for company to

countenance her.

Cur, I call them forth to credit her.

Gru. Why, fhe comes to borrow nothing of them.
Enterjeveral Servants.

1 . 5. Welcome home, Grumio.

2.5. How now, Grtt/^r/<? /*/

3. S. What, Grumio!

4. 5". Fellow Grumio!

I. S. How now, old lad?

Gru, Welcome, you; how now, you; what, you;
__fellow, you;— and thus much for greeting. Now, my
fpruce companions, is all ready, and all things neat?

I. S. All things are ready: How near is our mailer?

Gru, E'en at hand, alighted by this; and therefore

be not,— Coclc's paffion, filence; I hear my mafter.

Enter Petruchio, an^ Catherine.
Pet. Where be these knaves? What, no man at t|)e

To hold my ftirrop, nor to take my horfe ! [door.

Where is Nathaniel^ Gregcry^ Fhilip^—
Ser. Here, here, fir;

Here, fir. \cYouding round him.

i knit II calls
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Pet, Here, fir! here, fir! here, fir! here, fir!«;

You logger-headed and unpolilh'd grooms!

What, no attendance? no regard? no duty?^
Where is the foolifh knave I fent before?

Grit. Here, fir; as foolifh as I was before. [udge!

Pet, You peasant fwain! you vvhorfon malt-horfedr-

Did I not bid thee meet me in the park,

And bring along these rafcal knaves with thee?

Gru. NathaniePs coat, fir, was not fully made.
And Gabriel's pumps were all unpink'd i'the heel;

There was no link to coldur Peter s hat.

And Walter s dagger was not come from (heathing:

There were none fine, hut Adamy Ralphs and Gregory \

The reft were ragged, old, and beggarly;

Yet, as they are, here are they come to meet you.

Pet. Go, rafcals, go, and fetch my fupper in.^i.

\^Exeunt fome of the Servants. Cloth lay*J,

Where is the life that late I led, faj tf)C2 :^
Where are those \nl!ain0 ?—, Sit down, Kate, and wel-

come.^ [Jits to Table.

Soud, foud, foud, foud!—, [avi/fing himfelf

Re-enter Servants, <with Supper.

Why when, I fay ?—iNay, good fweet Kate, be merry
OiF with my boots, you rogues, you villains; When ?

It ivas thefriar of orders gray^ \fi"gs*

as heforth talked on his ivay : [awry

:

Out, out, you rogue! [to the Servant.] you pluck my foot

Take that, [ftriking him.\ and mend the plucking of the
other.

Be merry, Kate: Some water here; what ho!_
Where's my fpaniel Troilus? Sirrah, get you hence.

And bid my cousin F^'n/Zv^zw// come hither [Exit'^tx.

Xz

f
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One, Kate, that you muft kifs, and be acquainted witli._

Where are my flippers? Shall I have fome water?

[Wafer presenteci»

Come, Kate^ and wafli, and welcome heartily:

[Servant lets the Enver falL

You whorfon villain ! will you let it fall ? \Jirikes him.

Cat:, Patience, I pray you; 'twas a fault unwilling.

Pet. a whorfon, beetle-headed, flap-ear'd knave!

Come, Kate^ fit down; I know, you have a ftomach.

[feats her by him.

Will you give thanks, fweet Kate\ or elfe fhall Ir^
What is this? mutton?

1.5. Ay.
P£r. Who brought it?

i.S. I.

P£r. *Tis burnt; and fo Is all the reQ o' ti)e meat:_
What dogs are these?— Where is the rafcal cook?
How durrt you, villains, bring it from the dreffer.

And ferve it thus to me that love it not?

There, take it to you, trenchers, cups, and all;

[throiuirjg all at them.

You heedlefs jolt-hcads, and unmanner'd flaves!

What, do you grumble: I'll be with you ftraight.

Cat, I pray you, husband, be not fo difquiet;

The meat was well, if you v/ere fo contented.

Pet, I tell thee, Kate, 'twas burnt, and dry'd away;
And I expreffly am forbid to touch it,

For it engenders choler, planteth anger:

And better 'twere, that both of us did fall,

—

Since, of ourfelves, ourfclves xire cholerick,

—

Than feed it v/ith fuch over-roafted flefh.

Be patient; to-morrow't fr.all be mended.



The Naming of the Shrew.

And, for this night, we'll fad for company :

—
Come, I will bring thee to thy bridal chamber.

[ Exit, leading out Cat. Cur. follows^

I. 5. ^advancing^^ Peter^ didil ever fee the like?

5. S He kills her

In her own humour.
Re-ent.r Curtis.

Gru. Where is he?

Cur. In her chamber,

Making a fermon of continency to her

:

And rails, and fwears, and rates; that llie, poor foul,

Knows not which way to Hand, to look, to fpeak;

And fits as one new-risen from a dream.

Away, away! for he is coming hither. [Exeur.t.

Re-e/fter Petruchio.
Pet. Thus have I politickly begun my reign,

And 'tis my hope to end fuccefsfully

:

My faulcon now is fharp, and paffing empty

;

And, 'till (he Hoop, flie mufl not be full-gorg'd.

For then Ihe never looks upon her lure.

Another way I have to man my haggard.

To make her come, and know her keeper's call

;

That is,— to watch her, as we watch these kites.

That bait, and beat, and will not be obedient.

She eat no meat to-day, nor none (hall eat;

Lali night (he flept not, nor to-night ihe fhall not:

As with the m^eat, feme undeserved fault

I'll find about the making of the bed;

And here Til fling the pillow, there the bolfter.

This way the coverlet, another way the fneets
:

—

Ay, and, amid this hurly, I intend,

That all is done in reverend care of her;

X 3
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And, in conclusion, flie fhall watch all night:

And, if fhe chance to nod. Til rail, and brawl,

P^iid with the clamour keep her ftill awake.
This is a way to kill a wife with kindnefs;

And thus I'll curb her mad and headftrong humour:^
He that knows better how to tame a (hrew.

Now let him fpeak;'tis charity, to fhew. \^Exit,

jcriv.
SCENE L Padua. Be/ore BaptiftaV Hou/e.

Enter Lucent lo, an/^ Bianca, courting; and^ on

the opposite Side^ Trakio, Hortensio.

Tra. Ts't poflible, friend Licio^ that Bianca

Doth fancy any other hut LucentioP

I tell you, fir, Ihe bears me fair in hand.

HoR. To fatiffy you, fir, in what I have faid,

Stand by, and mark the manner of his teaching.

[they retire,

Luc, Now, miftrefs, profit you in what you read ?

B14. What, mailer, read you ? firft resolve me that.

Luc. I read that I profefs, the art to love.

BiA, And may you prove, fir, mafter of your art!

Luc. While you, fvveet dear, prove miftrefs of my
heart. [court apart.

HoR. Marry, quick proceeders !_Tell me now, I pray,

[ad'vancif/g.

You that durft fvvcar your miftrefs fair Bianca

Lov'd none i'the world fo Vv'ell as i)tl Lucentio?

Tra. Defpightful love! unconftant womankind!—.

I tell thee, LiciOy this is wonderful.

TS that mli^:ris Bianca Sir, to fatisfif you
2-7 V. Note. 30 Lpv'd me in 3 ^ Trtf, Oh def—
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HoR, Miftake no more: I am not Lido,

Nor a musician, as I feem to be;

But one that fcorn to live in thib difguise.

For fuch a one as leaves a gentleman,

And makcb a god of fuch a cuIHon

:

Know, fir, that I am calTd

—

Hortenjio.

Tra. S'lgmor Hortenjio, I have often heard

Of your entire affedlion to Bianca\

And fince mine eyes are witnefs of her lightnefs,

I will with you,— if you be fo contented,"^

Forfwear Bianca and her love for ever.

Ho R . See, how they kifs and court '.""Signior Lueentioi,

Here is my hand, and here I firmly vow—
Never to woo her more; but do forfwear her,

As one unworthy all the former favours

That I have fondly fiatter'd her withal.

Trj. And here I take the like unfeigned oath,

—

Never to marry her, though (he would entreat:

Fie on her! fee, how beaftly fhe doth court him.

HoR, 'Would, all the world, but he, had quite for-

fworn

!

For me,— that I may furely keep mine oath,

I will be marry'd to a wealthy widow.

Ere three days pafs; which hath as long lov'd me.
As I have lov'd this proud difdainful haggard:

And fo farewel, figmor Lucentio.^

Kindnefs in women, not their beauteous looks.

Shall win my love: and fo I take my leave.

In resolution as I fwore before. [ffAr/VHoR.

Tra. Miflrefs Bianca, ^paffing to the other Si^e,] blcfs

you with fuch grace

As 'longeth to a lover's bleffed cafe!

«6 flattered them wlthall marry with her

X4
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Nay, I have ta'en you napping, gentle love;

And have forfworn you, \v'n\\ Hortenjto, [me?
BiA, Tranio^ you jefl; But have you both forfworn

Tra, Miftrefs, v;e have.

Luc, Then v.'e are rid oi Lido.

7ra. rfaith, he'll have a lufty widow now.
That (hall be woo'd and wedded in a day.

BiA, God give him joy

!

7RA. Ay, and he'll tame her.

BiA, He fays fo, Tranio,

^ra. 'Faith, he is gone unto the taming fchool.

BiA* The taming fchool ! what, is there fuch a place?

Tra. Ayy miftrefs, and Petruchio is the mailer;

That teacheth tricks eleven and twenty long,

—

To tame a fnrew, and charm her chattering tongue.

Enter Biondello, rufining.

Bio. O, mailer, mailer, I have watch*d fo long

That Pm dog-weary, but at lall I fpy'd

An ancient engle coming down the hill.

Will ferve the turn.

Tra. What is he, Biondsllo?

Bio. Mafter, a mercatamite ^ or a pedant,

I knov/ not what; but formal in apparel.

In gait and countenance furely like a father.

Luc . VvHiat of him, 9"ranio ?

Tra, If he be credulous, and truft my tale,

ril make him glad to feem Vincentio ;

And give aflurance to Baptijia Minolay

As if he were the right Vincentio.

Take in your love, and then let me alone.

{Exeunt Luc. and\j \ h.

Enter a Pedant.

»9 Angel J- Marcantant -5 Luc, And what 3^ Take me your
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Ped. God fave you, fir!

Tra. And you, fir! you are welcome.

Travel you far on, or are you at the farthcft ?

Ped, Sir, at the fartheft, for a week or two:

But then up farther; and as far nsRome;

And fo ro Tripoly, if God lend me life.

7ra, What countryman, I pray ?

Ped. Of MavAua.

Tra, OfMantua, fir?— marry noto, God forbid!""

And come to Padua, carelefs of your life?

Ped, My life, fir ! how, I prayr for that goes hard.

Tra* Tis death for any one in Matitua

To come to Padua-, Know you not the cause?

Your fnips are Itay'd at Fcnice, and the duke.

For private quarrel "'tvvixt your duke and him.

Hath pubiifii'd and proclaimed it openly:

'i'is marvel; but that you're but newly come,

You might have heard it elfe proclaim'd about.

Ped, Alas, fir, it is worfe for me than fo;

For I hai'e bills for money by exchange

From Florence, and muft here deliver tiiem.

Tra, Well, fir, to do you courtefy I;cmn,

This will I do, and this I will advise you;—
Firll, tell mc, have you ever been at hfaP

Ped. Ay, fir, in Fi/a have I often been;

Pi/ay renowned for grave citizens.

TRui, Among them, know you one VincentIn?

Ped. i know him not, but I have heard of him;
A merchant of incomparable wealth.

Tra, Ke is my father, fir; and, footh to fay.

In countenance fomewhat doth resemble you. [one."

BiQ, As much as an apple doth an oilier, and all



68 The Taming of the Shreiv.

Tra. To fave your life in this extremity.

This favour will I do you for his fake;

And think it not the worll of all your fortunes,

That you are like to fir Vincentio.

His name and credit lhali you undertake,

And in my houfe you fhali be friendly lodg'd

Look that you take upon you as you fhould;

You underhand me, fir;""fo fhali you ftay,

'Till you have done your businefs in the city

:

If this be courtTy, fir, accept of it.

Fed. O, fir, I do; and will repute you ever

The patron of my life and liberty.

Tra, Then go with me, to make the matter good.

This, by the way, I let you underftand;""

My father is here look'd for every day,

To pa.'": afTurance of a dower in marriage

'Twixt me and one Baptifias daughter here:

In ail these circumflances Til inilrudl you.

Go with me, fir, to death you as becomes you.

[^Exeunt.

SCENE II. A Room in?QtrMQ\\Ws Houfe.

Enter Grumio, CATBERnsiEfoI/oz/jing,

Gru, No, no, forfooth; I dare not for my life.

Cat, The more my wrong, the more his fpite ap-

"V^ hat, did he marry me to fam;fh me?
Beggars, that corne unto my father's door.

Upon entreaty, have a present alms;
Jf not, elfev.'here they meet with charity:

But I,— who never knew how to entreat,

Nor never needed that I fnould entreat,"-
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Am ftarv'd for meat, giddy for lack of fleep;

With oaths kept waking, and with brawling fed:

And that which fpites me more than all these wrongs.

He does it under name of perfedl love;

As who fhould fay,"-if I lliould Heep, or eat,

'Twere deadly ficknefs, or elfe present death.

1 pr'ythee, go, and get me feme repafl

;

I care not what, fo it be wholfome food.

Gru. What fay you to a neat's foot?

Cat, 'Tis paffing good; I pr'ythee, let me have it.

Gru, I fear, it is too phlegmatick a meat:—
How fay yon to a fat tripe, finely broil'd?

Cat. 1 like it well; good Grumio, fetch it me*
Gru. I cannot tell; 1 fear, 'tis cholerick.

What fay you to a piece of beef, and muftard?

Cat. a difh that 1 do love to feed upon.

Gru. Avj but the muftard is too hot a little.

Ca^, Why, then the beef, and let the muftard reft.

Gru. Nay, then I will not; you fhall have themuftard,

Or elfe you get no beef of Grurnio.

Cat* Then both, or one, or any thing thou wilt.

Gru, Why, then the muilard nohJ without the beef.

Cat. Go, get thee gone, thou falfe deluding flave,

\heatifig him^

That feed*ft me with the very r ame of meat:

Sorrow on thee, and all the pac s: of you,

That triumph thus upon my misery 1

Go, get thee gone, 1 fay.

Enter P £ T R u c H i o ^jcitk a Dijh of Meat ;

H 0 R T E i\ s I o ^ivhh him.

Pet. How fares my A^?/^'.^ What, fvv-;:e ting, all amort?

HoR. Miitrefs, what cheer?
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Cat, 3I'faith, as cold as can be.

Pet. Pluck up thy fpirits, look cheerfully upon me.
Here, love; thou fee'll how diligent I am,

\_fetiing his Dijb upon a Table,

To drefs thy meat myfelf, and bring it thee:

I am fure, fweet Kate^ this kindnefs merits thanks.

What, not a word? Nay then, thou lov'ft it not;

And all my pains is forted to no proof:

Here, take away this difli.

Cat, I pray you, let it ftand.

FiT". The poorefl fervice is repay'd with thanks;

And fo fhall mine, before you touch the meat.

CAr. I thank you, fir.

HoR, Siguior PeiriichiOf fie! you are to blame:

Come, miilrefs Kau, I'll bear you company.

[fts io Table alo?ig ^vith her.

Pet. " Eat it up all, Hortenfjo, if thou lov'fl me.''—

.

iltJctD much good do't unto thy gentle heart!

Kaie, eat apace: And now, my honey love.

Will we return^ unto thy father's houfe;

And revel it as bravely as the beft.

With filken coats, and caps, and golden rings,

With ruffs, and cufB, and fardingais, and things;^

With fcarfs, and fans, and double change of bravery.

With amber bracelets, beads, and all this knavery.

[Cat. and Hor. rise.

What, haft thou din'd? The tailor ftays thy leisure.

To deck thy body with his rudling treasure

Enter Tailor njjith a Gouun.

Come, tailor, let us fee these ornaments;

E?2ter Haberdafher.

Lay forth the gown.—What news with you. firr !:a?

riming
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Hah, Here is the cap
"f"

your worfliip did befpeak.

Pet. Why, this was molded on a porrenger;

A velvet dilh;~'fie, fie! 'tis lewd and filthy;

Why, 'tis a cockle, or a walnut-fliell,

A knack, a toy, a trick, a baby's cap

;

Away with it, come, let me have a bigger.

Cat* I'll have no bigger; this doth fit the time.

And gentlewomen wear fuch caps as these.

Pet, When you are gentle, you fliall have one too.

And not 'till then.

HoR. That will not be in hafte,"

Cat. Why, fir, I truft, I may have leave to fpeak;

And fpeak I will ; I am no child, no babe:

Your betters have endurM me fay my mind;
And, if you cannot, bed you flop your ears.

My tongue will tell the anger of my heart;

Or elfe my heart, concealir:g it, will break:

And, rather than it fliall, I will be free,

Even to the uttermoft, as I please, in words.

Put, Why, thou fay'll true; it is a paltry cap,

A cuftard-coffin, a bauble, a filken pye

:

I love thee well, in that thcu lik'ft it not.

Cat, Love me, or love me not, I like the cap

;

And it I will have, or I will have none.

Pet. Thy gown ? why, ay :_come, tailor, let us fee'U

[Tailor lays forth the Goivn,

O, mercy, God! what mafking fluff is here!

What's this? a fleeve? 'tis like a demi-cannon

:

W^hat! up and down, carv'd like an apple-tart?

Here's fnip, and nip, and cut, and flifli, and flafh.

Like to a cenfer in a barber's fhop:

Why, what, o'devil's name, tailor, calPf^ thou this.^
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HoR . I fee, flie's like to have neither cap nor gown.''

Tai. You bid me make it orderly and well.

According to the faihion, and the time.

Pet. Marry, and did; but, if you be remembered,

I did not bid you mar it to the time.

Go, hop me over every kennel home,
For you fhall hop without my cuftom, fir:

I'll none of it; hence, make your beft of it.

Cat, I never faw a better faftiion'd gown,
More quaint, more pleasing, nor more commendable:
Belike, you mean to make a puppet of me.

Pet, Why, true ; he means to make a puppet of thee.

'Tai. She fays, your vi'orlhip means to make a pup-
pet of her. [ead, thou thimble.

Pet. O Hionllrous arrogance! Thou ly'ft, thou thr-

Thou yard, three quarters, half yard, quarter, nail,

Tiiou flea, thou nit, thou winter-cricket thou:

Brav'd in mine ov^ n houfewith a fkein of thread!—.

Away, thou rag, thou quantity, thou remnant;

Or 1 (hall fo be-mete thee with thy yard,

As thou fhalt think on prating whilft thou liv'fl!

1 te!l thee, f, that thou hail mar'd her gown.
Tai» Your worftup is deceived; the gown is made'

Juft as my marter had direction:

Grumio gave order how it fliould be done.

Gru, I gave him no order, I gave him the ftufF.

Tai, But how did you desire it fhouM be made ^

Gru, Marry, fir, with needle and thread.

But did you not requell to have it cut.^

Gru. Thou hail fac'd many things.

Tai. I have.

Qru* Face not me; thou hafi brav'd many men ; brave
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not me; I will neither be fac'd nor brav'd. I fay unto

thee,— I bid thy matter cut out the gown; but I did not

bid him cut it to pieces: ergo, thou ly'ft.

Tai. Why, here is
"f"

the note of the faftilon to teftify,

Pzr. Read it

Gru, The note lies in's throat, if he fay~"I faid fo.

Tai. Inprimis, a loofe-body d gon,vn : [readings

Gru. Mafter, if ever I faid~~loofe-bodyM gown, fovv

me in the fkirts of it, and beat me to death with a bot-

tom of brown thread: 1 faid, a gown.
Pet. Proceed.

TaL With a/mall compaji capc\

Gru, I confefs the cape.

Tat, With a trunkfleece %

Gru, 1 confefs two fleeves.

Tai, The Jlee'ves curioujly cut.

Pet. Ay, there's the villany.

Gru, Error i' th' bill, fir; error i'th'billr^I com-
manded the fleeves fhould be cut out, and fow*d up a-

gain; and that I'll prove upon thee, though thy little

finger be armed in a thimble.

Tai. This is true, that I fay; an I had thee in place

where, thou fhould*ft know it.

Gru. I am for thee flraight: take thou the blll^glve

me ihy mete-yard, and fpare not me.

HoR, God-a-mercy, Grumio! then he ihall have no
odds.

Pet. Well, fir, in brief, the gown is not for me,
Gru, You are i'th' right, fir; 'tis for my miftrefs.

Pet. Go, take it up unto thy matter's ufe.

Gru. Villain, not for thy life: Take up my miftrefs*

gown for thy matter's ufe

!
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Pet. Why, fir, what's your conceit in that?

Gru. O, fir, the conceit ia deeper than you think

for : Take up my miftrefs' gown to his mafter's ufe! O,
fie, fie, fie

!

Pet. Hortenjio, fay, thou'It fee the tailor pay'd:"_
Go, take it hence; be gone, and fay no more.

HoR . Tailor, I'll pay thee for thy gown to-morrow.'^

Take no unkindnefs of his hafty words:'*

Away, 1 fay; commend me to thy mafter."

\Exit Tailor.

Pet. Well, come, my Kate\ we will unto your fath-

Even in these honeft mean habiliments; [er's.

Our purfes fhall be proud, our garments poor:

For 'tis the mind that makes the body rich;

And as the fun breaks through the darkeft clouds.

So honour peereth in the meaneft: habit.

What, is the jay more precious than the lark,

Because his feathers are more beautiful ?

Or is the adder better than the eel,

Because his painted Ikin contents the eye?

O, no, good Kate% neither art thou the wcrfe

For this poor furniture, and mean array.

If thou account'il it fhame, lay it on me:
And therefore, frolick; we will hence forthwith.

To ftad: and fport us at thy father's houfe

—

Go, call my men, and let us ftraight to him;

And bring our horfes unto Lo7ig4ahe end,

There will we mount, and thither walk afoot.

Let's fee; I think, 'tis now fome feven o'clock.

And well we may come there by dinner-time.

Cat, \ dare afTure you, fir, 'tis almoft two;

And 'twill be fupper-time, ere you come there.

43 accounted^!;
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Pet. It lhall be feven, ere I go to horfe:

t^ook, what I fpeak, or do, or think to do.

You are ftill crofling it,— Sirs, let*t alone:

I will not go to-day ; or, ere I do.

It fhall be what o'clock I fay it is.

HoR. Why, fo! this gallant will command the fun,

[^Exeunt ^

SCENE III. Vziuz. Before Baptifta'/ H^^y^.

Enter TfIanio ; and the Pedant, hooted^ and

drefi like Vincentio.

Tka^ Sir, This is the houfe; Please it you, that I call I

Ved. Ay, 0r; What elfe? and, but I be deceiv'di

Signior Baptijia may remember me.
Near twenty years ago, in Genoa i"^

Tra. Where you were lodgers at the Pegafus,

'Tis well; and hold your own, in any cafe,

With fuch aufterity as 'longeth to a father.

Enter Biondello.
Ped. I warrant you: But, fir, here comes your bc(y^

'Twere good, tfjat he were fchooPd.

Tra, Fear you not him.—

,

Sirrah Biondello^

Now do your duty throughly, t advise you;

Imagine 'twere the right Vincentio,

Bio. Tut! fear not me.
Tra, But haft thou done thy errand to Batttfla?

Bio. I told him, that your father was at Venice ;

And that you look'd for him this day in Padua.

Tra. Thou'rt a tall fellow; hold thee that=}=to drink.

Here comes Baptifa: fet your countenance, lir.—.

Enter Baptista, and Lucentio.

4 day, and ere Sirs, *6 Where we were

YoL.IIL
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Signlor BaptiJIa, you are happily met :

Sir, the Pedant*

This 5s the gentleman I told you of;

I pray you. Hand good father to me now,
Give me Bianca for my patrimony.

Fed. Soft, fon!_
Sir, by your leave; having come to Padua
To gather in fome debts, my fon Lucentio

Made me acquainted with a weighty cause

Of love between your daughter and himfelf:

And,— for the good report I hear of you ;

And for the love he beareth to your daughter.

And fhe to him,— to ftay him not too long,

I am content, in a good father's care,

To have him match'd; and,— if you please to like

No worfe than I, fir,~-upon fome agreement.

Me fliall you find mod ready and moft willing

With one confent to have her fo beftow'd:

For curious I cannot be with you,

Signior Bapti/ia^ of whom I hear fo well.

Bap, Sir, pardon me in what I have to fay;—
Your plainnefs, and your fliortnefs, please me well.

Right true it is, your fon Lucentio here

Doth love my daughter, and Ihe loveth him.
Or both diffemble deeply their afFeftions

:

And, therefore, if you fay no more than this,~"

That like a father you will deal with him.

And pafs my daughter a fufRcient dower,

The match is made, and all is done toitlj vaZf

Your fon fhall have my daughter with confent.

Tra. I thank you, fir: Where then do you know beft?

We be afFy'd; and fuch alTurance ta'en.
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As ftiall with either part's agreement ftand?

B^p. Not in my houfe, Lucentioy for, you know.
Pitchers have ears, and I have many fervants;

Befides, old Gremio is hark'ning ftiil

;

And, hapily, we might be interrupted.

Tra. Then at my lodging, an it like you, fir:

There doth my father lye; and there, this night.

We'll pafs the businefs priv^ately and well

:

Send for your daughter by your fervant here.

My boy fhall fetch the fcrivener presently.

The worft is this,— that, at fo flender warning.

You're like to have a thin and flender pittance.

Ba? , It likes me well : <SOt Camiio, hie you home.
And bid Bianca make her ready ftraight:

And, if you will, tell what hath happened;"^

Lucentio^s father is arriv'd in Padua,

And how (he's like to be Lucentio's wife.

Luc, I pray the gods the may, with all niy heart.

Tra, Dally not with the gods, bat get thee gone.-„

Signior BaptiJIa, lhall I lead the way ?

Come, fir; one mefs is like to be your cheer;

We'll better it in Pi/a,

Bap. I follow you. \^Exeunt Tra. Ped. and^hV.
Bio, Cambio, [calling Lacentio back,

Luc. What fay'ft thou, Biondello?

Bio. You faw my mafter wink and laugh upon you?
Luc, Bionddloy what of that?

Bio, 'Faith, nothing ; But h'as left me here behind,

to expound the meaning or moral of his figns and tokens.

Luc, I pray thee, moralize them.

Bio. Then thus. Baptijia is fafe, talking with the

deceiving father of a deceitful fon.

J* Bhn, I pray i' v. N^te,
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Luc, And what of him? [fuppet.

Bio. His daughter is to be brought by you to the

Luc. And then'—
Bio, The old prieft at faint Luke's church is at your

command at all hours.

Luc. And what of all this?

Bio. I cannot tell; except, tuljile they are busy'd a-

bout a counterfeit affurance, take you affiirance of her,

cum prinjilegio ad imprimendum folum: to the church take

the prieft, clerk, and fome fufficient honeft witnefTes:"*

If this be not that you look for, 1 have no more to fay.

But, bid Bianca farewel for ever and a day. [.going.

Luc. Hear'ft thou, Biondello?

Bio. I cannot tarry: 1 knew a wench marryM in an

afternoon, as Ihe went to the garden for parfly to fluff a

rabbet: and fo may you, fir; and fo adieu, fir. My maf-

ter hath appointed me to go to faint Luke's, to bid the

prieft be ready to come againft you come with your ap-

pendix. [Exit.

Luc I may, and will, if flie be fo contented :

She will be pleas'd. Then wherefore fhould I doubt?
Hap what hap may, I'll roundly go about her

;

It (hall go hard, if Ca?nbio go without her. [Exit.

ACT V.
SCENE I. Jpui/ici Road,

Enter VETKvcHiOy Catherine, ^^/^Hortensio.

Pet, Come on, o' God's name; once more toward
our father's.

Good Lord, how bright and goodly ftiines the moon!
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Cat* The moon! the fun; it is not moon-light now.

Pet, I fay, it is the moon that ftiines fo bright.

Cat. I know, it is the fun that ftiines fo bright.

Pet. Now, by my mother's fon, and that's myfelf.

It ftiall be moon, or ftar, or what 1 lift.

Or ere I journey to your father's houfe:

Go on, and fetch our horfes back again

—

Evermore croft, and croft; nothing but croft!

HoR. " Say as he fays, or we fliall never go."

Cat. Forward, I pray, fince we have come fo far.

And be it moon, or fun, or what you please:

And if you please to call it a rufti-candle.

Henceforth I vow it ftiall be fo for me.
Pet, I fay, it is the moon.
Cat, I know, it is the moon.
Pet. Nay, then, you lie; it is the blefled fun.

Cat. Then, God be bleft, it is the bleftTed fun :
—

But fun it is not, when you fay it is not;

And the moon changes even as your mind.
What you will have it nam'd, even that it is;

And fo it ftiall be, fir, for Catherine.

HoR. Petruchio, go thy ways, the field is won.'*

Pet. Well, forward, forward:— thus the bowl ftiould

run,

And not unluckily againft the bias

But foft; fome company is coming here

—

Enter Vincpntio, journeying.

Good morrow, gentle miftrefs: Whither away?^
Tell me, fweet Kate, and tell me truly too,

Haft thou beheld a freftier gentlewoman?
Such war of white and red within her cheeks!

What ftars do fpangle heaven with fuch beauty,

be fo for where away

y 3
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As those two eyes become that heavenly face ?—

,

Fair lovely maid, once more good day to thee:

Sweet Kate, embrace her for her beauty's fake.

HoR^ 'A will make the man mad, to make a wo-'*
" man of him." [eet.

Cat, Young budding virgin, fair, and frefli, and fw-
Whither away; or where is thy abode?
Happy the parents of fo fair a child

;

Happier the man, whom favourable fiars

Allot thee for his lovely bedfellow!

Pzr. Why, how now, Kate! I hope, thou art not mad:
This is a man, old, wrinkPd, faded, withered;

And not a maiden, as thou fay'fl: he is.

Cjtr. Pardon, old father, my miftaking eyes.

That have be^n fo bedazzi'd with the fun.

That every thing I look on feemeth green

:

Now I perceive, thou art a reverend father;

Pardon, I pray thee, for my mad miftaking.

Pet. Do, good old grand-fire; and, withal, makq
known

Which way thou travePft: if along with us.

We (hall be joyful of thy company.
ViN, Fair fir, and you my merry miftrefs fjere,-^

That with your llratige encounter much amaz'd mej
My name is cali'd

—

Vincentio, dwelling

—

Pi/a:

And bound I am to Padua i there to visit

A fon of mine, which long [ have not feen.

Pet. What is his name?
ViN. Luccntio, gentle fir.

r. Happily met; the happier for thy fon.

And now by law, as well as reverend age,

I may entitle thee—my loving father

;

10 Alots 25 my dwelling
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The filler to my wife, this
"f"

gentlewoman,

Thy fon by this hath marry'd:— Wonder not.

Nor be not griev'd; (he is of good efteem,

Her dowry wealthy, and of worthy birth;

Belide, fo qualify'd as may befeem

The fpouse of any noble gentleman.

Let me embrace with old Viticentio:

And wander we to fee thy honefl: fon.

Who will of thy arrival be full joyous.

ViN, But is this true? or is it elfe your pleasure.

Like pleasant travellers, to break a jeii

Upon the company you overtake?

HoR. I do alTure thee, father, fo it is.

Pet, Come, go along, and fee the truth hereof;

For our firll merriment hath made thee jealous.

[Exeunt Cat. Pet. andVlN,
HoR, Well, Gr Petmchioy this has put me in heart

Have to my widow ; and if flie be froward.

Then haft thou taught Horieifio be untoward. [Exit.

SCENE II. Padua. BeforeTr2imo's Houfe.

Enter Biondello, n^Jith Lu c

£

n t i o and Bianca, haJiily ;

Gremio is feen en t"*ring, behind.

Bio. Softly and fwiftly, fir ; for the prieft is ready.

Luc. I fly, Biondello: but they may chance to need
thee at home, therefore leave us. [Exit, nvitb Bianca.

Bio. Nay, 'faith, I'll fee the church o'your back; and
then come back to my matter's as foon as I can. [Exit.

Gre, 1 marvel, Cambio comes not all this while.

£///fr Petruch 10, Catherine, V^incentio,
and Attendants,

FeT, Sir, here's the door, this'\' is Lucenfio's houfe,

19 HQrtinfo to be i8 mi ft r is

y 4
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My father's bears more toward the market place;

Thither muft I, and here 1 leave you, fir.

Fin, You ftiall not choose but drink before you goj
I think, I fhall command your welcome here.

And, by all likelihood, fome cheer is toward.

[Noise njoiihin,\m, knocks*

Gre, They're busy within, you were beft knock lou-

der, [knocks again*

Enter Pedant, alo^e^ at a Windowj,

Fed. What's he, that knocks as he would beat down
the gate ?

ViN. Is figmor Lucentio within, fxr?

Fed. He's within, fir, but not to be fpoken withal.

Fin. What if a man bring him a hundred pound or

two, to make merry withal ?

Fed, Keep your hundred pounds to yourfelf; he fhall

need none, fo long as I live.

Fet. Nay, I told you, your fon was well belov'd in.

Fadua. Do you hear, firj^to leave frivolous clrcum-

fiances,— I pray you, tell figmor Lucentio, that his father

is come from Fi/a, and is here at the door to fpeak with

him.

Fed. Thou ly'ft; his father is come from""*' Man-
tua,^* and here looking out at the window^

Fin. Art thou his father?

Fed, Ay, fir ; fo his niother fays, if I may believe her.

Fet, Why, how now, gentleman! [to Vin.] why, this

is flat knavery, to take upon you another man's name.
Fed, Lay hands on the villain ; I believe, 'a means to

cozen fomebody in this city under my countenance.

Re enter Biondello.
Bio. I have feen them in the church together; God

^3 frQm Vadua^
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(endVm good ftiipping! But who is here? [^dra^ittg

b,ack'ward.'\ mine old mafter Vincentio? now we're ua-

done and brought to nothing.

ViiJ. Come hither, crack-hemp, \feeing Bionddlo.

Bio* I hope, I may choose, fir.

Viu. Come hither, you rogue; What, have you for-

got me?
Bio, Forgot you ? no, fir : I could not forget you, for

I never faw you before in all my life.

Vii^, What, you notorious villain, didft thou never

iee thy mailer's father FinccTJtio?

Bip. What, my worlhipful old mafter? yes, marry,

fir; fee, where he looks out of the window.
ViN, Is't fo, indeed? {beats Biondello*

Bio, Help, help, help! here's a madman will mur-
ther me. \^Exity crying out.

Fed. Help, fon! help, {igmox Baptijfa!
[^Exitj from aho've,

X?^:r. Pr'ythee, Katey let's Hand afide, and fee the end
of this controverfy. [draivs her afide*

Re-enter Pedant, helo^^ Tranio,
Baptista, and Servants.

7RA. Sir, what are you, that offer to beat my fervant ?

ViN. What am I, fir? nay, what are you, fir?-_0 im-
mortal gods! l^/ur'veying him,] O fine villain! A filken

doublet ! a velvet hpse ! a fcarlet cloak ! and a copatain

hat!— O, I'm undone, Pm undone! while I play the

good husband at home, my fon and my fervant fpend

all at the univerfity.

Tra. How now ! what's the matter nolo ?

Bj4P. What, is the man lunatick?

fRA, Sir, you feem a fober ancientgentleman by vQur
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habit, but your words ftiew you a madman : Why, fir,

what concerns it you, if I wear pearl and gold ? I thank
my good father, I am able to maintain it.

FjN. Thy father? O villain , he's a fail-maker in

Bergamo,

Ba?. You miftake, fir; you mlllake, lir: Pray, what
do you think is his name?

Vii^, His name? as if I knew not his name: I have
brought him up ever fmce he was three years old, and
his name is— Tranio.

Fed, Away, away, mad afs! his name is, Lucentio*,

and he is mine only fon, and heir to the lands of me fig-

nior Vincentio.

Fin, Luceniio ! o, he hath murther'd his mafter!«^

Lay hold on him, I charge you in the duke's name:
O my fon, my fon! tell me, thou villain, where is my
fon Lucentio ?

TRA, C2]\forth2Lno{ncQr:^[E72ter One ^Itha/2 Officer.']

carry this mad knave to the jail: father Baptijia^ I

charge you, fee that he be forth-coming.

Vm. Carry me to the jail!

Gr^, Stay, officer; he fhall not go to prison.

Ba?, Talk not, fignior Gremto; I fay, he (hall go to

prison.

Gr£, Take heed, fignior Baptijla^ left you be coney-

catch'd in this businefs ; I dare fvvear, this is ihe right

Vincentio.

Bed, Swear, if thou dar'ft.

Gre. Nay, I dare not fwear it.

Tra. Then thou wert beft fay, that I am not Lucentio,

Gre. Yes, I know thee to be (igmor Lucentio,

B^P. Away with the dotard^ to the jail with him.



The 7aming of the Shreixj. is

Fjn. Thus ftrangers may be hal'd and abus'd: Q
monftroas villain

!

Re-enter Biondello, ^ith Lucentio,
an^ B I A N c A

.

Bio. O, we are fpoird, and— Yonder he is; deny

him, forfwear him, or elfe we are all undone.

Luc. Pardon, fweet father. [kneels to Yin^

Fin. Lives my fweet fon ?

[Bio. Tra. /zWPed. run ojfl

BiA. Pardon, dear father. \kneels to Bap.

Baf. How haft thou offended?—.

Where is Lucentio?

Luc. Here's Lucentio,

Right fon unto the right Vincentio'.

That have by marriage made thy daughter mine,

\Vhile counterfeit fupposes blear'd thine eyne.

Gre. Here's packing, with a witnefs, to deceive us all!

ViN. Where is that damned villain, Tranio^

That fac'd and brav'd me in this matter fo ?

Bap. Why, tell me, is not this my Cambio?
BiA. Cambio is chang'd \wX.o Lucentio?

Luc. Love wrought these miracles. Biancas love

Made me exchange my ftate with Tranio,

While he did bear my countenance in the town;
And happily T have arrived at laft

Unto the vviflied haven of my blifs:

Wliat Tranio did, myfelf enforc'd him to;

Then pardon him, fweet father, for my fake.

ViN, I'll flit the villain's nose, that would have fent

me to the jail.

Bap. But do you hear, fir? \_to Luc] have you mar-
ry'd my daughter without afking my good will?
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V}N. Fear not, BaptiJIa; we will content you, go to:

^But I will in, to be reveng'd for this villany.

[^ATJ/V IN.

Bap\ And I, to found the depth of this knavery,

[Exit Bap.
Luc, Look not pale, jB/^»f^; thy father will not frown.

[Exeunt Luc. an^BlA.
Gre. My cake is dough: But Pll in among the reft;

Out of hope of all>^but my fhare of the feaft.

[Exit Gre.
C^r. Husband, let's follow, to fee the end of this a^do.

Pet. Firft kifs me, Kate, and we will.

Cat. What, in the midft of the ftreet?

Pir. What, art thou afliam'd of me?
C^r. No, fir; (God forbid!) but afham'd to kifs.

Pet. Why, then let's home again: Come, firrah,

let's away.

C^r. Nay, ril give thee a kifs: [h^s him,] now
pray thee, love, ftay.

Pet, Is not this well ?_Come, my fweet Kate;

Better once than never, for never too late. [Exeunt.

Lor. I^ho's njuithin there? [feeing Sly afleep.

Enter Servants,

'jljleep again! go^ take him easily up.

And put him in his o<wn apparel again ;

Butfeeyou nvake him not in any cafe,

I. S. // Jhall be dcne^ my lord: Comey help to hear him

hence, [Exeunt Ser, with Sly.

SCENE IIL Thefame, A Room in the Houfe.

Musick. ABan(iuet fet out. Enter Battist a.
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ViNCENTio, Gremio, Pedant^ &c. Petruchio,
and Catherine; Lucentio, and Bianca;
HoRTENSio, and Widow: Tranio, Grumio,

BiONDELLO, and Others^ attefiding,

Luc, At laft, though long, our jarring notes agree:

And time it is, when raging war is done.

To fmile at 'fcapes and perils overblown

My fair Bianca, bid my father welcome.
While I with felf-fame kindnefs welcome thine:—.

Brother Petruchio, fifter Gatherina,

And thou, Hortenfeo, with thy loving widow,
Feaft with the beft, and welcome to my houfe;

My banquet is to close our llomacks up.

After our great good cheer : Pray you, fit down ;

For now we fit to chat, as well as eat.

\CompanyJit to lalle*

Pet, Nothing but fit and fit, and eat and eat.

Bap. Padua affords this kindnefs, fon Petruchio*,

Pet, Padua affords nothing but what is kind.

HoR* For both our fakes, I would that word were true.

Pet, Now, for my life, Hortenfio fears his widow.
Wid. Then never truft me, if I be afeard.

PEt, You are very fenfible, and yet you jnifs my fenfei

I mean, Hortenfio is afeard of you.

Wid. He that is giddy, thinks the world turns round.

Pet. Roundly reply'd.

C^r. Miftrefs, how mean you that ?

Wid. Thus 1 conceive by him: "~

Pet. Conceive by me!
How likes //(jr/^w/^i? that?

HoR . My widow fays.

Thus flie conceives her tale.

6 is come, *9 Conceives
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Pet, Very well mended-...

Kifs him for that, good widow.
CjiT. He that is giddy, thinks the world turns round

;

I pray you, tell me what you meant by that.

fVial. Your husband, being troubled with a Ihrew,

Measures my husband's forrow by his woe

:

And now you know my meaning,
C^r. A very mean meaning.
Wi^. Right, I mean you.

Cat. And I am mean indeed^

Refpefting you.

Pet. To her, Kate/

HoR. To her, widow!
Pet. a hundred marks, my Kate does put her dowi^'*

HoR. That is my office.

Pet, Spoke like an officer :
—

Ha' to thee, lad. {drinks to him.

Bap. ^nti how likes Gremio these quick-v/itted folks

Gre, Believe me, fir, they but fjeaW well together.

BiA^ C^oiu! head, and but? an hafty-witted body
Would fay, your head and but were head and horn.

Vii^. Ay, millrefs bride, hath that awaken'd you?
BiA. Ay, but not frighted me; therefore I'll fleep a-

gain.

Pet, Nay, that you fhall not; fince you have begun^^

Have at you for a bitter jell or two.

EiA, Am I your bird? i mean to ftiift my bufli.

And then purfue me as you draw your bow: {rising.

Vou're welcome all. \Exit\ Cat. and WiA.foUonv.

Pet. She hath prevented me Here, fignior Tranio,

. . . r//%-
This bird you aim'd at, though you hit her woKi

^9 trgethrer wdl bettf?
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Therefore, a health to all that fliot and mifl'M. {drinks.

Tra, O, fir, Lucentio flipt me like his grey-hound.

Which runs himfelf, and catches for his mafter.

Pir. A good fwift fimile,— but fomething currifli.

Tra. 'Tis well, fir, that you hunted for yourfelf;

'Tis thought, your deer does hold you at a bay,

Ba?, Oh ho, Petruchioy Tranio hits you now.
Luc, I thank thee for that gird, good Tranio.

HoR. Confefs, confefs, hath he not hit you here?
Pet. 'A has a little gall'd me, I confefs;

And, as the jeft did glance away from me,
'Tis ten to one It maim'd you two out-right.

Baf, Now, in good fadnefs, fon Petruchio^

I think thou haft the verieft flirew of all.

Pet, Well, I fay— no: and therefore, for aflurance,

3PIea0e pou, let's each one fend unto his wife;

And he, whose wife is moft obedient

To come at firft when he doth fend for her.

Shall win the wager which we will propose*

HoR. Content; The wager?
Luc, Twenty crowns.

Pet, Twenty crowns!
ril venture fo much on my hawk, or hound,
But twenty times fo much upon my wife.

Luc. A hundred then.

HoR, Content.

Pet, A match; 'tis done,
HoR, Who fhall begin I

Luc, That will I—I^ere, tii|?ere vm ?

Go, Biondelloy bid your miftrefs come to me.
J^Jo. I go.

^
[E^if,

Bap, Son, I will be your half, Bianca comes,

12- too out- Content, what's th?
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Lvc. ril have no halves ; I'll bear it all myfdf.-s
Re-enter Biondello.

How now! what news?
Bio, Sir, my miflrefs fends you word

That (he is busy, and fhe cannot come.
PjEr. How ! flie is busy, and Ihe cannot come!

Is that an anfwer?

Gi?E. Ay, and a kind one too:

Pray God, fir, your wife fend you not a worfe,

Fet , I hope, a better.

HoR, Sirrah Biondello^ go, and entreat my wife

To come to me forthwith. {Exit BiO.

/*£r. Oh ho, entreat her!

Nay, then fhe mufl: needs come.
HoR. I am afraid, fir.

Do what you can, yours will not be entreated.^
Re-enter Biondei.lo.

Now, where's my wife ?

Bio, She fays, you have fome goodly jell in hand.

She will not come; fhe bids you come to her.

Pi r. Worfe and worfe ;

She will not come ! o vile, intolerable.

Not to be endur*d! ifeeK, firrah Grumioy

Go to your miftrefs; fay, I command her come to me.
[Exit Gru.

JJoR, I know her anfwer.

PE<r. What?
HoR. ^f)at flie will not.

Pet. The fouler fortune mine, and there an end.

E?2ter Catherine.
£ap. Now, by my holidam, here comes Catherina !

Ca2\ What is your will, fir, that you fend for
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Pet, Where is your fifter, and Hortenjio^s wife?

Cat, They fit conferring by the parlor fire.

Pet. Go, fetch them hither; if they deny to coine,

Swindge me them foundly forth unto their husbands:

Away, I fay, and bring them hither ftraight.

{Exit Catherine.
Luc. Here is a wonder, if you talk of a wonder.

HoR, And fo it is; I wonder, what it bodes.

Pet. Marry, peace it bodes, and love, and quiet life,

And awful rule, and right fupremacy;

And, to be fhort, what not, that's fweet and happy.

Bjip. Now fair befal thee, good, Petruchio!

The wager thou haft won, and I will add

Unto their lofTes twenty thousand crowns

;

Another dowry to another daughter.

For ihe is chang'd as flie had nerei been.

Pet, Nay, I will win my wager better yet;

And fliow more fign of her obedience.

Her new-built virtue of obedience.

Re-enter Catherine, njuith Bianca,
and the Widow.

See, where flie comes; and brings your frovvard wives

As prisoners to her womanly perfuasion

—

Catherine^ that cap of yours becomes you not

;

Off with that bauble, throw it under foot,

[Cat. pulls off her Cap, and throi^vs it don.un.

Wid. Lord, let me never have a cause a figh,

'Till I be brought to fuch a filly pafs!

BiA, Fie ! what a foolifti duty call you this ?

Luc. I would, your duty were as foolifh too:

The wisdom of your duty, fair Bianca,

Coft me a hundred crowns fince fupper-time.

»o An awfull 19 vertue and obe^ Hath coil me five

Vol. III. Z
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BiA, The more fool you, for laying on my duty.

Pet. Catherine, I charge thee, tell these head-ftrong

women
What duty ihey do owe their lords and husbands.

Wid, Come, come, you're mocking; we will have no
telling.

FEr. Come on, T fay; and firft begin—
Mid. She fhall not.

Pet. 1 fay, fhe fhall; and firft begin with her.

Cat. Fie, fie! unknit that threat'ning unkind brow;

[/(? the WiJo^.
And dart not fcornful glances from those eyes,

To wound thy lord, thy king, thy governor:

3t blots thy beauty, as frofts bite the m.eads

;

Confounds thy fame, as whirlwinds fhake fair buds;
And in no fenfe is meet, or amiable.

A woman mov'd is like a fountain troubled, ,

Muddy, ill-feeming, thick, bereft of beauty;

And, while it is fo, none fo dry or thirfty

Will deign to fip, or touch one drop of it.

Thy husband is thy lord, thy life, thy keeper,

Thy head, thy fovereign ; one that cares for thee.

And for thy maintenance: commits his body
To painful labour, both by fea and land;

To watch the night in ftorms, the day in cold,

Whilft thou ly'ft warm at home, fecure and fafe;

And craves no other tribute at thy hands.

But love, fair looks, and true obedience,"^

Too little payment for fo great a debt.

Such duty as the fubjeft owes the prince.

Even I'uch a woman ovveth to her husband:

And, when file's froward, peevifti, fullen, four,

5 your 7 begin wi h her.
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And not obedient to his honeft will,

What is (he but a foul contending rebel.

And gracelefs traitor to her loving lord?

—

I am afham'd, that women are fo llmple,

To offer war where they (hould kneel for peace;

Or feek for rule, fupremacy, and fway.

When they are bound to ferve, love, and obey.

Why are our bodies foft, and weak, and fmooth.

Unapt to toil and trouble in the world

;

But that our foft conditions, and our hearts.

Should well agree with our external parts?

Come, come, you froward and unable worms!
My mind hath been as big as one of yours.

My heart as great; my reason, haply, more.

To bandy word for word, and frown for frown:

-But now, I fee, our lances are but ftraws;

Our ftrength is weak, our weaknefs pail compare,

—

That feeming to be moft, which we indeed leaft are.

Then vail your ftomacks, for it is no boot;

And place your hands below your husband's foot:

In token of which duty, if he please,

My hand is ready, may it do him ease.

Pet. Why, there's a wench !-_Come on, and kifs me,
Kate. [epulis her to him, and kijfes her.

Luc. Well, go thy ways, old lad; for thou fhalt ha't.

ViN. 'Tis a good hearing, v.'hen children are toward.

Luc, But a harfh hearing, when women are froward.
PEr, Come, Kate, we'll to bed: [^risifig.

We three are marry'd, but you two are fped.

'Tvvas I one the wager, though you hit the white;

rAnd, being a winner, God give you good night!

[Exity leading cut Catherine.

'7 ilrength as weake
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HoR. Now go thy ways, thou haft tam'd a curft fiirow.

Luc. *Tis a wonder, by your leave, fne will be tam'd
fo. \^Exeunt Omnes.

SCENE III. The Alehoufe.

Sly upon his Bench, as before; Tapjler

at the Door.

Sir, [waking.] Sim, ^/Wi feme more ivine—What!
all the players gone r

—Am not I a lord?

Tap. A lord-, nx^ith a murrain! Come, art thou drunk

Jim? [rouzing him.

Sly. Who's this? tapjler?^o^ 1 ha^e had the bra^vejl

dream that enjer thou heard'Ji in all thy life.

Tap. Yea J marry ; but thou hadjl beji get thee hotne, for

your 'Wife nvill courfeyoufor dreaming here all night.

Sly. WillJhe? I kno'w houo to tame a fjre^ ; / dreamt

upon It all this nighty and thou hajl ujak'd me out of the beJi

dream that e^er I had. But Pll to my ^ife, and tafne her

too, ifp?e anger me, [Exeunt.














