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^ Much Ado ahom Nothing.

ACTL SCENE L

SCENE, a Court before Leonato'^ Houfe^

Enter Leonato, Hero, and Beatrice, 'with a Mejfenger.

L E O N A T

Learn in this letter, that Don Pedro of

Jrragon comes this night to Meffma,

Mejf. He is very near by this ; he waa

not three leagues off when I left him.

Leon» How many gentlemen have you

loft in this aflion ?

MeJf, But few of any Sort, and none of Name.
Leon. A vidtory is twice itfelf, when the atchiever

brings home full numbers ; I find here, that Don
Pedro hath beftovved much honour on a young Flo-

rentine^ call'd Claudio,

Mejf, Much defcrved on his part, and equally re-

membred by Don Pedro : he hath borne himfelf be-

yond the promife of his age, doing in the figure of a

Iamb the feacs of a lion: he hath, indeed, better bet-

I The Story from Jrhp, Or/. Fur. 1. 5. Mr. Pope.

B 2 ter'd



Much Ado about Nothing.
tcr'd expedlation, than you muft expe£b of me to tell

you how.

Leon. He hath an uncle here in Mejfina will be

very much glad of ic.

McjJ. I have already delivered him letters, and there

appears much joy in him ; even fo much, that * joy

could not fhevv itfelf modeft enough, without a badge

of bitternefs.

Leon. Did he break out into tears I

Meff, In great mcafure.

Leon. A kind overflow of kindnefs. There are no

facts truer than thofe that are fo wafh'd. How much
better is it to weep at joy, than to joy at weeping!

Beat, 1 pray you, ^ is Signior Montanto return'd

from the wars or no ?

Mejf. I know none of that name, Lady ; there

was none fuch in the army of any Sort.

• Leon, What is he that you ask for, Neice ?

Hero. My Coufin means Signior Benedick of Padua.

MeJf. O, he's return'd, and as pleafant as ever he

Was.

Beat. He fet up his hills here in Meffina^ and chal-

lenged Ctipid at the flight ; and my Uncle's fool, read-

ing the challenge, fublcrib'd ^ovCupid^ and challenged

him at the bird-bolt. " I pray you, how many hath

he kiird and eaten in thefe wars ? but how many

2 joy could not Jhenjo it felf modeft enough, n.<:ithout a badge

9f bitternefs.'] This is judicioufly exprefs'd. Of all the tranl-

ports of Joy, that which is attended with tears is leaft ofFenfive;

becaufe carrying with it this mark of pain, it allays the envy
that ufually attends another's happinefs;. This he finely calls a

modeji]oy^ fuch a one as did not infult the obfcrver by an indica-

tion of happinefs unmixed with pain.

3 is Sig?iior Montanto return'd'\ Montante, in Spanijh, is

a huge t'-wo-handed-fvoord, given, with much humour, to one,

the ipeaker would reprefent as a. Boafter or Bravado.

4 there nvas none fuch in the army of any Sort.] Not mean-

ing there was none fuch of any order or degree nuhate'ver, but

that there was none fuch of any qHality above the common.

«^ hath



Much Ado ahout Nothing.
hath he kill'd ? for, indeed, I promis'd to cat all

" of his killing."

Leon. Faith, Neice, you tax Signior Benedick

too much j but he'll be meet wjth you, I doubt it

not.

Mejf. He hath done good fervice, Lady, in thefe

wars.

Beat. You had mufty viduals, and he hath holp
*' to eat it; he's a very valiant trencher-man, he hath
*' an excellent flomach.'*

MeJJ. And a good foldier too. Lady.

Beat. And a good foldier to a lady ? but what is

he to a lord ?

Me^. A lord to a lord, a man to a man, ftufFc

with all honourable virtues.

Beat. It is fo, indeed : he is no lefs than a flufPr

man : but for the (luffing,—well, we are ail mortal.

Leon. You mutl: not, Sir, miftake my Neice ^ there

is a kind of merry war betwixt Signior Benedick and

her ; they never meet, but there's a skirmifli of Wit
between them.

Beat. Alas, he gets nothing by That. In our laft

confli(5l, four of his five wits went halting off, and

now is the whole man govern'd with one: So that ii^

he have * wit enough ro keep himfelf from harm, let

him bear it for a ditference between himfelf and his

horfe; for it is all the wealth that he hath left, to be

known a reafonable creature. Who is his companion

now ? he hath every month a new fworn brother.

* nvit enough to keep htmfeJfwkTLU,'] But how would tlmt

make a difference hetv:een him arid bis horfe? We fnould read,

Wit enough to keep himfelf from harm. This fuits the fa-

tirical turn of her fpeech, in the charadler (he would give of

Benedick ; and this would make the difference fpoken of. For
'tis the nature of hcrfcc, when wounded, to run upon che pf^ia:

of the weapon.

Vol. H.
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MfJJ, Is it poffible ?

Beat, Very cafiJy poflible ; ' he wears his faith but

as the fafhion of his hat, it ever changes with the

next block.

Mejf, 1 fee, Lady, the gentleman is not in your

books.

Beat, " No ; an he were, I would burn my Study.
" But, I pray you, who is his companion ? is there

" no young fquarer now, that will make a voyage
*' with him to the devil ?

Mejf, He is mod in the company of the right no-

ble Claudio,

Beat. O lord, he will hang upon him like a difeafe;

he is fconer caught than the peftilence, and the

taker runs prefently mad. God help the noble ClaU'-

dioy if he have caught the Benedick j it will coft him a

thoufand pounds ere he be cufd.

Mejf. I will hold friends with you, Lady,

Beat. Do, good friend.

Leon, You'll ne'er run mad, Neice.

Beat. No, not 'till a hot January.

MeJf. Don Pedro is approach'd.

SCENE IL

Enter Don Pedro, Claudio, Benedick, Balthazar, and

Don John.

Pedro. Good Signior Lccnatc^ you are come to

meet your trouble : the fafhion otl the world is to

avoid cofl, and you encounter it.

Leon. Never came trouble to my houfe in the likc-

nefs of your Grace ; for trouble being gone, comfort

5 he nvears his faith ] Not religious Profeflion, but Profef-
/ten of frietidfAp i for ihe fpeaker gives it as the reafon of her

asking, nxho ^w^s noiu his Companion ? that had e<very month
m nenjfiKcrn brother.

ihould
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fhould remain ; but when you depart from me, forrow

abides, and happinefs takes his leave.

Pedro. You embrace your charge too willingly : I

think, this is your daughter.

Leon. Her mother hath many times told me lb.

Bene. Were you in doubt, Sir, that you askt her.'*

JLeon, Signior Benedick^ no \ for then were you a

child.

Pedro, You have it full, Benedick ; We may guefs

by this what you are, being a man ; truly, the lady fa-

thers her felfj be happy, Jady, for you are like an

honourable father.

Bene, If Signior Leonato be her Father, fhe would

not have his head on her fhoulders for all Mejfma^ as

like him as fhe is.

Beat. I wonder, that you will ftill be talking, Sig-

nior Benedick no body marks you.

Bene. What, my dear \2idy DifdainI are you yet

living ^

Beat. Is it pofTible, Difdain fhould die, while fhe

hath fuch meet food to feed it, as Signior Benedick ?

Courtefie it felf mufi: convert to Difdain, if you come
in her prefence.

Bene. Then is courtefie a turn-coat; but it is cer-

tain, I am lov'd of all ladies, only you excepted ; and

I would I could find in my heart that I had not a hard

heart, for truly I love none.

Beat. A dear happinefs to women ; they would elfe

have been troubled with a pernicious fuitor. I thank

God and my cold blood, I am of your Humour for

that ; I had rather hear my dog bark at a crow, than

a man fwear he loves me.

Bene. God keep your ladyfhip flill in that mind

!

fo fome gentleman or other fliali fcape a predeflinace

fcratcht face.

Beat. " Scratching could not make it worle, an

'twere fuch a face as yours were."

B 4 Bene^
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Bene. Well, you are a rare parrot-teacher.

Beat. A bird of my tongue is better than a beaft

of yours.

Bene. I would, my horfe had the fpeed of your

tongue, and fo good a continuer \ but keep your way
o' God's name, I have done.

Beat. You always end with a jade's trick •, I know
you of old.

Pedro. This is the Turn of all : Leonato^—Signior

Claudio^ and Signior Benedick^ my dear friend

LeonatQ hath invited you all ; I tell him, we fliall ftay

here at the lead a month \ and he heartily prays, fome
occafion may detain us longer: I dare fwear, he is no
hypocrite, but prays from his heart.

Leon. If you fwear, my Lord, you fhall not be for-

fworn.' Let me bid You welcome, my lord, being

reconciled to the prince your brother ; I owe you all

duty.

John. I thank you I am not of many words, but

I thank you.

Leon. Pleafe it your Grace lead on ?

Pedro. Your hand, Leonato \ we will go together.

\_Exeunt all but Benedick ^2;;^Claudio.

SCENE IIL

Claud. Benedick^ didft thou note the daughter of
Signior Leonato ?

Bene. I noted her not, but I look'd on her.

Claud. Is fhe not a modeil: young lady ?

Bene. Do you queftion me, as an honeft manfhould
do, for my fimple truejudgment ? or would you have
me fpeak after my cuftom, as being a profefled tyrar>t

to their fex ?

Claud, No, I pr'ythee, fpeak in fober judgment.
Bene. Why, i'faith, methinks, fhe is too low for

an high praife, too brown for a fair praife, and too Jit-
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tie for a great praife; only this commendation I can

afford her, that were fhc other than fhe is, fhe were
" unhandfome; and being no other but as Ihe is, I

" do not like her."

Claud. Thou think'ft, I am in fport \ I pray thee,

tell me truly how thou lik'ft her.

Bene. Would you buy hei*, that you enquire after

her?

Claud. Can the world buy fuch a jewel ?

Bene. Yea, and a cafe to put it into; but fpeak you

this with a fad brow? or do you play the flouting

Jack^ to tell us Cwpid is a good hare- finder, and Vul-

can 2l rare carpenter ? come, in what key fliall a man
take you to go in the Song ?

Claud. In mine eye, fhe is the fweetefl lady that I

ever look'd on.

Bene. I can fee yet without fpedacles, and I fee no
fuch matter ; there's her Coufin, if fhe were not pof-

fefl with fuch a Fury, exceeds her as much in beauty,

as the firft of May doth the lafl: 'December : but I

hope, you have no intent to turn husband, have you ?

Claud. I would fcarce trufl my felf, tho' I had

fworn the contrary, if Hero would be my wife.

Bene. Is't come to this, in faith ? hath not the world

one man, but he will wear his cap with fufpicion ? ihall

I never fee a batchelor of threefcore again? go to,

i'faith, if thou wilt needs thruft thy neck into a yoke,

wear the print of ir, and ^ figh away Sundays : look,

Don Pedro is return'd to feek you.

SCENE IV.

Re-enter Bon Pedro and Don John.

Pedro. What Secret hath held you here, that you
foUow'd not to LeonatQ'% houfe ?

7 J^g^ aivay Sundays ;] A proverbial expreffion to lignify that

a man has no reft at all ; when Sunday, a day formerly of eafe

iind diveriion, was pafled fo uncomfgrtably.

Bene.
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Bene, 1 would, your Grace would conftrain me to

tell.

Fedro. I charge thee on thy allegiance.

Bene, You hear, Count Claudio, I can be iecret as

a dumb man, I would have you think fo; but on my
allegiance, mark you this, on my allegiance : he

is in love ; with whom ? now that is your Grace's

part : mark, how fliort his anfwer is, with Hero^ Leo-.

nato\ fhort daughter.

Claud. If this were fo, fo were it uttered.

Bene, Like the old tale, my lord, it is not lb, nor

*twas not fo ; but, indeed, God forbid it fliould be

fo.

Claud. If my pafTion change not ihortly, God for*

bid it fhould be otherwife.

Pedro, Amen, if you love her, for the Lady is

very well worthy.

Claud, You fpeak this to fetch me in, my Lord.

Pedro. By my troth, I fpeak my thought.

Claud. And, in faith, my Lord, I fpoke mine.

Bene. And by my two faiths and troths, my Lord,

I fpeak mine.

Claud. That I love her, I feel.

Pedro, That fhe is worthy, I know.
Bene. That I neither feel how fhe fhould be loved,

nor know how fhe fhould be worthy, is the opinion

that fire cannot melt out of me ; I will die in it at the

ftake.

Pedro. Thou waft ever an obftinate heretick in the

defpight of beauty.

Claud. And never could maintain his part, ^ but in

the force of his will.

Bene. That a woman conceived me, I thank her;

that fhe brought me up, I likewife give her moft
humble thanks : but that 1 will have a recheate winded

8 hut in the force of his ^ill ] Alluding to the definition

of a Heretick in the Schools.

in
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in my forehead, or hang my bugle in an invifible

baldrick, all women fhall pardon me ; becaufe I will

not do them the Wrong to miftruft any, I will do
my felf the Right to trull none ; and the fine is, (for

the which I may go the finer,) I will live a batchelor.

Pedro, I lhall fee thee, ere I die, look pale with

love.

Bene, " With anger, with ficknefs, or with hun*

ger, my lord, not with love : prove, that ever I

lofe more blood with love, than I will get again
" with drinking, pick out mine eyes with a ballad-

" maker's pen, and hang me up at the door of a

brothel-houfe for the Sign of blind Cupid'^

Pedro, Well, if ever thou doft fall from this faith,

thou wilt prove a notable argument.

Bene, If I do, hang me in a bottle like a cat, and
fhoot at me ; and he that hits me, let him be clapt oa
the fhoulder, and call'd ^ Adam.

Pedro, Well, as time ihall try; in time the favage

bull doth bear the yoke.

Bene. The favage bull may, but if ever the fenfible

Benedick bear it, pluck off the bull's- horns, and fee

them in my forehead, and let me be vilely painted

;

and in fuch great letters as they write. Here is good

Horfe to Mre^ let them fignifie under my Sign, Here

you mayfee Benedick the marry''d man.

Claud. If this Ihould ever happen, thou would'ft

be horn-mad.

Pedro. Nay, ' if Cupid hath not fpent all his qui-

ver in Venice^ thou wilt quake for this fhortly.

Bene.

9 Adam Bell, at that time famous for Archery. Mr. Theobald.

I if Cupid hath not fpent all his quinjer in Venice,] AH
modern Writers agree in reprefenting Venice in the fame light,

that the Ancients did Cyprus. And 'tis this Charadler of the Peo-

ple that is here alluded to. The Sieur de St. Difdier fpeaking of

their Courtifanes fays, Je fuis certain que rien ne pent egaler ce

^ui fe qjoit a Venice, tant pour la multitudej que pour la plei?i&

lihertc
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Bene. I look for an earthquake too then.

Pedro. Well, you will temporize with the hours

in the mean time, good Signior Benedick.^ repair to

Leonato^Sj commend me to him, and tell him I will

not fail him at fupperj for, indeed, he hath made
great preparation.

Bene. \ have almoft matter enough in me for fuch

an embaflage, and fo I commit you

Claud. To the tuition of God \ From my houfe, if

I had it,.

Pedro. The fixth of Julyy your loving friend.

Benedick.

Bene. Nay, mock nor, mock not; the body of

your difcourfe is fometime guarded with fragments,

and the guards are but (lightly bafted on neither : ere

you flout old ends any further, examine your con-

science, and fo I leave ycu. [Exit.

SCENE V.

Claud. My Liege, your Highnefs now may do mc
good.

liherte II y a deux cent cinquante quatre ans que Venice ft
irouuantfa?is Courtifanes, la Republique fut obligee d^en faire nje-

ftir un grand nombre d" Eftrangeres. La Doglioni loiie extreme-
meni en cela la fageffe de la Rep. laquelle, par ce moyen fceut

pournjoir a la feurete des femmes d^honneur^ aufquelles on faifoit

tons les jours des violences publiques ; pui/que Us lieux les plus

faints n'efioient point un afle aJure. Oef pourquoy comme la Rep.
croit que Vair faie quon refpire dans ce climat rend le difordre ha-

bitueI cf fans remede, elle jugea. Sec. Mr. Bayle, fpeaking of

the diffolace manners of the Ecclefiafucks, fays, Je me
fouuiens (Ta-joir demande un jour a un Homme, qui me contoit mille

iff mille Dereglemens des Ecclefiaftiques de Venice, comment ilfe

powvoit faire que le Senat fouffroit.—On me fit repcnfe que le bien

public obligeoit le Sou-jerain a ufer de cette Indulgence : iff pour
m'expliquer cette Enigme, on ajcuta que le Senat etoit bien aife que

le Peuple eut le dernier mepris pour les Pretres ; car des Icrs ils

font moins capables de le faire foule'ver. Thus, when na:u.*-al

temperament, the Policy of the Republic, and the Example of

Churchmen, all concur to foment this diforder, it is no wonder it

Ihould rife higher here than in any other place.

Pedro,
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Tedro. My love is thine to teach, teach it but how.

And thou fhalt fee how apt it is to Jearn

Any hard leflbn that may do thee good.

Claud, Hath Leonato any fon, my lord ?

Pedro. No child but Hero^ (he's his only heir:

Dofl: thou affed her, Claudio ?

Claud. O my lord.

When you went onward on this ended adlion,

I look'd upon her with a foldier's eye ;

That lik'd, but had a rougher task in hand
Than to drive liking to the name of love 5

But now I am returned, and that war-thoughts

Have left their places vacant ; in their rooms
Come thronging foft and delicate Defires,

All prompting me how fair young Hero is ;

Saying, I lik'd her ere I went to wars.

Pedro. Thou wilt be like a lover prefently.

And tire the hearer with a book of words

:

If thou dofl: love fair Flero., cherifh it.

And I will break with her : and with her Father^

And Thou fhalt have her : was'c not to this end.

That thou began'fb to twift fo fine a flory ?

Claud. How fweetly do you minifter to love.

That know love's grief by his compleftion

!

But left my liking might too fudden feem,

I would have falv'd it with a longer treatife.

Pedro. What need the bridge much broader than

the flood ?

^ The faireft grant is the necefTity

;

Look, what will ferve, is fitj 'tis once, thou lov'fti

And I will fit thee with the remedy.

I know, we fhall have revelling to-night 5

I will afTume thy part in fome difguife,

And tell fair Hero lam Claudio ;

2 7he faireji grant is the necejjlty ;] i.e. no one can have 3

better reafon for granting a requelt than the neceffity of its being

granted.

And
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And in her bofom I'll unclafp my heart.

And take her hearing prifoner with the force

And tlrong encounter of my amorous tale

:

Then, after, to her father will I break ;

And the conclufion is, fhe (hall be thine 5

In practice let us put it prefently. [_E>ceunt,

Re-enter Leonato and Antonio.

Leon. How now, Brother, where is my Coufin your

fon? hath he provided this mufick?

Ant, He is very bufie about it ; but, brother, I can

tell you news that you yet dream'd not of.

Leon. Are they good ?

Ant, As the event ftamps them, but they have a

good cover ; they Ihow well outward. The Prince

and Count Claudio^ walking in a thick-pleached alley

in my orchard, were thus over-heard by a man of

mine : The Prince difcover'd to Clandio, that he lov'd

my neice your daughter, and meant to acknowledge it

this night in a dance; and if he found her accordant,

he meant to take the prefent time by the top, and in-

ftantly break with you of it.

Leon. Hath the fellow any wit, that told you this ?

Ant, A good fharp fellow ; I will fend for him, and

queftion him your felf.

Leon. No, no; v/e will hold it as a dream, *till it

appear it felf: but I will acquaint my daughter withal,

that fhe may be the better prepared for anfwer, if

peradventure this be true; go you and tell her of it:

Coufins, you know what you have to do. [Several crof

s

the Stage here.] O, I cry you mercy, friend, go you

with me and I will ufe your skill ; good Coufin, have

a care this bufie time. [Exeunt.

SCENE
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S C E N E VI.

Changes to an Jpartment in Leonato*J Hgufe.

Enter Don John and Conrade.

,D«r.\T 7HAT -the good-jer, my lord, why are

VV you thus out of meafure fad ?

John. There is no meafure in the occafion that

breeds it, therefore- the fadnefs is without limit.

Conr, You fhould hear reafon.

John, And when I have heard it, what BlefTing

bringeth it ?

Conr, If not a prefent remedy, yet a patient fuf-

ferance.

John, I wonder, that thou (being, as thou fay'fl:

thou art, born under Saturn) goeft about to apply a

moral medicine to a mortifying mifchief : I cannot

hide what I am : I muft be fad when I have caufe, and
fmile at no man's jells ; eat when I have ftomach, and
wait for no man's leifure; fieep when I am drowiie,

and tend on no man's bufinefs j laugh when I am mer-

ry, and clav/ no man in his humour.
Co7tr, Yea, but you muft not make the full fliow

of this, *till you may do it without controlement; you

have of late ftood out again ft your brother, and he

hath ta'en you newly into his grace, where it is im-

poflible you fhould take root, but by the fair weather

that you make your felf ; it is needful that you frame

the feafon for your own harveft.

John, I had rather be a canker in a hedge, than a

rofe in his grace ; and it better fits m.y biood to be

difdain'd of all, than to fafhion a carriage to rob love

from any : in this, (though I cannot be faid to be a

flattering honeft man) it muft not be deny*d but I am
a plain-deahng villain ; I am trufted with a muzzel,

and infranchiied with a clog, therefore I have decreed

not
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not to fing in my cage : if I had my mouth, I would

bite ; if I had my liberty, I would do my liking : in

the mean time let me be that I am, and feek not to

alter me.

Conr, Can you make no ufe of your difcontent ?

John. I will make all ufe of it, for I ufe it only.

Who comes here? what news, Borachio?

• Enter Borachio.

Bora, I came yonder from a great fupper; the

Prince, your brother, is royally entertain'd by Leo-

7iato^ and I can give you intelligence of an intended

marriage.

John. Will it ferve for any model to build mifchief

on ? what is he for a fool, that betroths himfelf to un-

quietnefs ?

Bora, Marry, it is your brother's right hand.

John. Who, the moft exquifite C/^^^^/(?

Bora, Even he.

John, A proper Squire ! and who, and who ? which
way looks he ?

Bora, Marry, on Hero^ the daughter and heir of

luConato,

John, A very forward March chick! How come
you to this ?

Bora, Being entertain'd for a perfumer, as I was
fmoaking a mufty room, comes me the Prince and
Claudia hand in hand in fad conference : 1 whipt be-

hind the Arras, and there heard it agreed upon, that

the Prince fhould woo Hero for himfelf5 and having
obtain'd her, give her to Count Claudio,

John, Come, come, let us thither, this may prove

food to my difpleafure ; that young ftart-up hath all

the glory of my overthrow ; if I can crofs him any
way, I blefs my felf every way 5 you are both fure,

and will affift me.
Conr, To the death, my lord.

John.
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John. Let us to the great fupper; their Cheer is

the greater, that I am fubdu'd ; 'would the cook were

of my mind). fliail we go prove what's to be

done ?

Bora, We'll wait upon your lordfhip. {Exeint.

A C T II. SCENE!.
SCENE, a Hall in Leonato'i Hoiife,

Mnter Leonato, Antonio, Hero, Beatrice, Margaret
and Urfula.

L E O N AT O.

WA S not Count John here at Supper?
jint, I faw him not.

Beat. How tartly that gentleman looks ! I never

can fee him, but I am heart-burn*d an hour after.

Hero. He is of a very melancholy difpofition.

Beat, He were an excellent man, that were made
juft in the mid-way between him and Benedick ; the

one is too like an image, and fays nothing : and the

other too like my lady's eldeft fon, evermore tailing.

Leon, Then half Signior Benedick*^ tongue in Count

John's mouth, and half Count John\ melancholy in

Signior Benedick^ face—
Beat, With a good Leg, and a good foot. Uncle,

and mony enough in his purfe, fuch a man would
win any woman in the world, if he could get her

good Will.

Leon, By my troth, Neice, thou wilt never get

thee a husband, if thou be fo fhrewd of thy tongue.

Ant. In faith, (he's too curft.

Beat, Too curft is more than curft ; T fliall lefTen

God's fending that v/ay, for it is faid, God fends a

Vol. IL C curft
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curft Cow fhort horns \ but to a Cow too curft he

fends none.

Leon, So, by being too curft, God will fend you

no horns.

Beat, Juft, if he fend me no Husband ; for the

which Blefling I am at him upon my knees every

morning and evening : Lord ! I could not endure

a husband with a beard on his face, I had rather lye

in woollen.

Leon, You may light upon a husband, that hath

no beard.

Beat, What fliould I do with him ? drefs him in my
apparel, and make him my waiting-gentlewoman?

he that hath a beard is more than a youth, and he

that hath no beard is lefs than a man ; and he that is

more than a youth, is not for me ; and he that is lefs

than a man, I am not for him : therefore I will even

take fix pence in earneft of the bear- herd, and lead

his apes into hell. ^

Ant, Well, Neice, I truft, you will be rul'd by
your father. \To Hero.

Beat, Yes, faith, it is my Coufm's duty to make
curtfie, and fay, Father^ as it pleafes you\ but yet for

all that, Coufin, let him be a handfome fellow, or

elfe make another curtfie, and fay. Father^ as it

pleafes me.

Leon. Well, Neice, I hope to fee you one day
fitted with a husband.

Beat, Not 'till God make men of fome other

3 Well then. Sec- ] All this impious nonfenfe thrown to
the bottom is the players, and foilted in without rhyme or reafon.

Leon. Well then, go you into hell,

Beat. No, but to the gate ; and there will the devil meet me,
like an old cuckold, with his horns on his head, and fay, get
*' you to heaven, Beatrice, get you to heav'n, here's no place

for you maids." So deliver I up my apes, and away to St.

Peter, for the heav'iis; he fhews me where the batchelors lit,

and there live we as merry as the day is long.

metal



Much Ado about Nothing.
metal than earth; would it not grieve a woman to

be over-mafter'd with a piece of valiant duft ? to make
account of her life to a clod of way-ward marie ? no,

uncle, I'll none ; Adam\ fons are my brethren, and,

truly, I hold it a fin to match in my kindred.

Leon. Daughter, remember, what I told you if

the Prince do follicit you in that kind, you know
your anfwer.

Beat, The fault will be in the mufick, coufm, if

you be not woo'd in good time; If the Prince be

too important, tell him, there is meafure in every

thing, and fo dance out the Anfwer; for hear me,
Hero^ wooing, wedding, and repenting, is as a Scotch

jig, a meafure, and a cinque-pace; the firft fuit is

hot and hafty, like a Scotch and full as fantaftical

;

the wedding mannerly-modeft, as a meafure, full of

ftate and anchentry ; and then comes repentance, and

with his bad legs falls into the cinque-pace fafter and
fafter, 'till he finks into his grave.

Leon. Coufin, you apprehend palling fhrev/dly.

Beat. I have a good eye, uncle, i can fee a church

by day-light.

Leon. The revellers are entring, brother; make
good room.

SCENE II.

Enter Don Pedro, Claudio, Benedick, Balthazar, and

others in Mafquerade,

Pedro. Lady, will you walk with your Friend ?

Hero. So you walk foftly, and look fweetly, and

fay nothing, I am yours for the walk, and efpecially

when I walk away.

Pedro, With me in your company ?

Hero. I may fay fo, when I pleafe.

Pedro. And when pleafe you to fay fo ?

Hero. When I like your favour; for God defend,

the lute Ihould be like the cafe I

C 2 Pedr9.



Much Ado about Nothing.
Pedro, My vifor is 'Philemon^% roof j within the

houfe is {a) 'Jove,

Hero, Why, then your vifor fhould be thatch'd.

Pedro. Speak low, if you fpeak love.

Balth. Well ; 1 would, you did like me.

Marg, So would not I for your own fake, for I

have many ill quaUties.

Balih, Which is one ?

Marg, I fay my Prayers aloud.

Balth. I love you the better, the hearers may cry

Amen.
Marg. God match me with a good dancer

!

Balth. Amen.
Marg. And God keep him out of my fight when

the dance is done! Anfwer, Clerk.

Balih, No more words, the clerk is anfwer'd.

IJrf. I know you well enough \ you are Signior

Antonio.

Ant. At a word, I am not.

Urf. I know you by the wagling of your head.

jint. To tell you true, I counterfeit him.

TJrf. You could never do him fo ill-well, unlefs

you were the very man : here's his dry hand up and

down ; you are he, you are he.

Ant, At a word, I am not.

IJrf. Come, come, do you think, I do not know
you by your excellent wit? can virtue hide \x.{^{} go
to, mum, you are he; graces will appear, and there's

an end.

Beat, Will you not tell me, who told you fo ?

Bene, No, you fhall pardon me.
Beat. Nor will you not tell me, who you are?

Bene. Not now.

Beat. That I was difdainful, and that I had my
good Wit out of The Hundred merry 'Tales j well, this

was Signior Benedick that faid fo.

(a) Jo^e, Mr. Theobald— Vulg. Love,

Bene.
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Bene, What's he?

Beat, I am fure, you know him well enough.

Bene, Not I, beheve me.
Beat. Did he never make you laugh ?

Bene. I pray you, what is he ?

Beat. Why, he is the Princess jefler ; a very dull

fool, only ^ his gift is in devifing impaflible flanders

:

none but libertines delight in him, and the com-
mendation is not in his wit, but in ^ his villany ; for

he both pleafeth men and angers them, and then

they laugh at him, and beat him ; I am fure, he is

in the fleet ; I would, he had boarded me.

Bene, When I know the gentleman, I'll tell him
what you fay.

Beat, Do, do, he*Il but break a comparifon or

two on me ; which, peradventure, not mark'd,
or not laugh'd at, llrikes him into melancholy, and
then there's a partridge wing fav'd, for the fool

will eat no fupper that night. We muft follow the

leaders. {Mufick within.

Bene. In every good thing.

Beat, Nay, if they lead to any ill, I will leave

them at the next turning. [Exeunt^

SCENE III.

Manent John, Borachio, and Claudio.

John. Sure, my brother is amorous on Hero^ and

hath withdrawn her father to break with him about

it: the ladies follow her, and but one vifor remains.

Bora, And that is Claudio-^ I know him by his

Bearing.

4 his gift is in de'vifing IMPOSSIBLE flanders:']

We fhould read Impassible, i. e. flanders fo ill invented that

they will pafs upon no body.

5 his villany ;] by which, fhe means his malice and im-

piety. By his impious jefts, Ihe infmuates he pleafed libertines

;

^d by his de^inng Jlandsrs of them, he angered them.

C 3 John^
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John. Are you not Signior Benedick ?

Claud, You know me well, I am he.

John. Signior, you are very near my brother in

his love, he is enamour'd on Hero\ I pray you, dif-

fuade him from her, fhe is no equal for his birth j

you may do the part of an honed man in it,

Claud. How know ye, he loves her ?

John. 1 heard him fwear his affection.

Bora. So did I too, and he fwore he would marry

her to night.

John, Come, let us to the banquet.

[Exeunt John and Bor,

Claud. Thus anfwer I in name of Benedick^

But hear this ill news with the ears of Claudio,

*Tis certain fo, the Prince wooes for himfelf.

Friendlhip is conitant in all other things.

Save in the office and affairs of love

;

Therefore all hearts in love ufe {a) your own tongues!

Let every eye negotiate for itfelf,

And truft no agent; beauty is a witch,

Againft whofe charms ^ faith melteth into blood.

This is an accident of hourly proof.

Which 1 miflrufted not. Farewel then, Hero I

Enter Benedick.

Bene. Count Claudio ?

Claud. Yea, the fame.

Bene. Come, will you go with me?
Claud. Whither?
Bene. Even to the next willow, about your own

bufmefs. Count. What fafhion will you wear the

6 faiih melteth into hlood.'] i. e. Thefe intemperate dc-
fires make men treacherous ; bat the e^ipreffion alludes to the
old opmion of fuperftiiion concerning witches ; that they turned
wholeiome liquors into blood by their charms.

(a) yaar a wn to'/io-ues ! Oxf. Edit.— Vulg. ihsir o^n

garland
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garland of? about your neck, like an Ufurer's chain?

or under your arm, like a Lieutenant*s fcarf? you
muft wear it one way, for the Prince hath got your

Hero,

Claud, I wifh him Joy of her.

Bene. Why, that's fpoken like an honefl: drover;

fo they fell bullocks: but did you think, the Prince

would have ferved you thus ?

Claud. I pray you, leave me.

Bene. Ho! now you ftrike like the blind man;
*twas the boy that ftole your meat, and you'll beat

the Poft.

Claud, If it will not be, I'll leave you. \Ev:it,

Bene. Alas, poor hurt fowie ! now will he creep

into fedges. But, that my Lady Beatrice fhould know
me, and not know me ! the Prince's fool ! ha ? it

may be, I go under that Title, becaufe I am merry

;

yea, but fo I am apt to do myfelf wrong : I am not

lb reputed. It is the bafe (tho' bitter) difpofition of

Beatrice., that puts the World into her perfon, and lb

gives me out; well, I'll be reveng'd as I may.

SCENE IV.

Enter Don Pedro.

"Pedro, Now, Signior, whcre's the Count? did you

fee him ?

Bene, Troth, my lord, I have play'd the part of

lady Fame. I found him here as melancholy as a

lodge in a warren, I told him (and I think, told him
true) that your Grace had got the Will of this young
lady, and I offer'd him my company to a willow-

tree, either to make him a garland, as being for-

faken, or to bind him up a rod, as being worthy to

be whipt.

Pedro. To be whipt! what's his fault ?

Bene, The fiat tranfgreffion of a School-boy 5 who,

C 4 t>eing
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being overjoy'd with finding a bird's neft, fhews k
his companion, and he fteals it.

Pedro. Wik thou make a truft, a tranfgrefTion ? the

tranfgreffion is in the flealer.

Bene. Yet it had not been amifs, the rod had been

made, and the garland too ; for the garland he might
have worn himfelf, and the rod he might have be-

ftow'd on you, who (as I take it) have ftol'n his

bird's nefl-.

Pedro. I will but teach them to fing, and reftorc

them to the owner.

Bene. If their Tinging anfwer your faying, by my
faith, you fay honeftiy.

Pedro. The lady Beatrice hath a quarrel to you the

gentleman, that danc'd with her, told her fne is much
wrong'd by you.

Bei^, O, file mifus'd me pad the indurance of
" a block an oak, but with one green leaf on it,

would have anfwer'd her ; my very vifor began to

" aflume life, and fcold with her; fhe told me, not

thinking I had been myfelf, that 1 was the Prince's

jefter, and that I was duller than a great thaw

;

hudling jefl upon jeft, with 7 fuch impalTable con-
" veyance upon me, that I flood like a man at a

mark, with a whole army (hooting at me ; flie

*' fpeaks Pony aids, and every word ftabs ; if her
*' breath were as terrible as her terminations, there

" were no living near her, ^ fhe would infe6t to the

" North-Star;" 1 would not marry her, though (he

^ere endowed with all that Adam had left him before

he tranfgrefs'd ; (he would have made Hercuki have

turn'd Spit, yea, and have cleft his club to make the fire

7 fuch IMPOSSIBLE coH'veyance] We fhouM read Im-
passable. A term taken from fencing, when the ftrokes are

lb fwift and repea'.ed as not :o be parried or palled off.

8 Jhe nvould infea the Nqrth Star ;] i. e. There is nothing of

fo pure and keen a brightnefs, that her calumnious tongue would

not fall/.

too.
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too. Come, talk not of her, you (hall find her ^ the

infernal Ate in good apparel. I would to God, fome

fcholar would conjure her-, for, certainly, while fhe

is here a man may live as quiet in hell as in a fanduary,

and people fin upon purpofe, becaufe they would go

thither-, fo, indeed, all di{quiet, horror, and pertur-

bation follow her,

SCENE V.

Enter Claudio, Beatrice, Leonato and Hero,

Ped7'0, Look, here flie comes.

Bene, Will your Grace command me any fervice

to the world's end ? I will go on the Oigliteil errand

now to the Attipodes^ that you can devife to fend me
on; I will fetch you a tooth- picker now from the

fartheft inch of AJia ; bring you the length of Prefter

Jobn^^ foot; fetch you a hair off the great Cham*%

beard ; do you any ambafiage to the pigmies, rather

than hold three words conference with this harpy;
you have no employment for me ?

Pedro. None, but to defire your good company.
Bene, O God, Sir, here's a difh I love not. I

cannot indure this Lady Tongue.
Pedro, Come, Lady, come; you have loft the

heart of Signior Benedick,

Beat, Indeed, my Lord, he lent it me a while, and
I gave him ufe for it, a double heart for a fingle one

;

marry, once before he won it of me with falfe dice,

therefore your Grace may well fay, I have loft it.

Pedro. You have put him down, Lady, you have
put him down.

Beat. So I would not he fhould do me, my Lord,

9 the infernal A^e in good apparel ] This is a pleafant allu-

fioii to the cullom of ancient poets and painters, who reprefent
the furies in rages.
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left I fhould prove the mother of fools : I have brought

Count Claudio^ whom you fent me to feek.

Pedro. Why, how now. Count, wherefore are

you fad ?

Claud, Not fad, my Lord.

Pedro. How then ? fick ?

Claud. Neither, my Lord.

Beat. The Count is neither fad, nor fick, nor

merry, nor well ; but civil. Count, civil as an orange,

and fomething of that jealous complexion.

Pedro. I'faith, Lady, I think your blazon to be
true; though Fll be fworn, if he be fo, his conceit is

falfe. Here, Claudio^ I have wooed in thy name, and
fair Hero is won j I have broke with her father, and

his good will obtained ; name the day of marriage,

and God give thee joy.

Leon. Count, take of me my daughter, and with

her my fortunes : his Grace hath made the match, and

all grace fay, Amen, to it.

Beat. Speak, Count, 'tis your cue. '

Claud, Silence is the perfedeft herald of joy 5 I

were but little happy, if I could fay how much.
Lady, as you are mine, I am yours : I give away

my felf for you, and doat upon the exchange.

Beat. Speak, Coufin, or (if you cannot) flop his

mouth with a kifs, and let him not fpeak neither.

Pedro, In faith. Lady, you have a merry heart.

Beat, Yea, my Lord, 1 thank it, poor fool, it

keeps on the windy fide of care; my coufin tells him
in his ear, that he is in her heart.

Claud. And fo fhe doth, coufin.^

Beat, Good Lord, for alliance! thus goes every

one to the world but I, and I am fun-burn'd ; 1 may
fit in a corner, and cry beigh bo! for a husband.

Pedro, Lady Beatrice^ 1 will get you one.

Beat. I would rather have one of your Father's

getting : hath your Grace ne'er a brother like you

your
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your Father got excellent Husbands, if a maid could

come by them.

Pedro, Will you have me. Lady ?

Beat. No, my Lord, unlefs I might have another

for working-days ; your Grace is too coftly to wear

every day : but I befeech your Grace, pardon me, I

was born to fpeak all mirth and no matter.

Pedro. Your filence mod offends me, and to be

merry beft becomes you \ for, out of queftion, you
were born in a merry hour.

Beat. No, fure, my Lord, my mother cry'd ; but

then there was a ftar danc'd, and under that I was

born. Coufins, God give you joy.

Leon. Neice, will you look to thofe things I told

you of?

Beat. I cry you mercy, Uncle: by your Grace*s

pardon. [Exit Beatrice,

SCENE VI.

Pedro. By my troth, a pleafant-fpirited Lady.
Leon. There's litde of the melancholy element in

her, my Lord ; fhe is never fad but when fhe fleeps,

and not ever fad then ; for I have heard my daughter

fay, ' fhe hath often dream'd of an unhappinefs, and
wak'd her felf with laughing.

Pedro. She cannot endure to hear tell of a huf-

band.

Leon. O, by no means, fhe mocks all her wooers
out of fuit.

Pedro, She were an excellent wife for Benedick.

1 Jhe hath often drean^d of unhappinefs^ So all the editions ;

but Mr. Theohald\ alters it to, an happinefs, having no concep-
tion that unhappinefs meant any thing but misfortune, and that

he thinks Ihe could not laugh at. He had never heard that it

fignified a wild, wanton, unlucky trick. Thus Beaumont and
Fletcher in their comedy of the Maid of the Mill.

-My dreams are like my thoughts honeji and innocent

:

Tours are unhappy.

Leon.
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Leon, O Lord, my Lord, if they were but a

week marry'd, they would talk themfelves mad.

Pedro. Count ClaudiOy when mean you to go to

church ?

Claud. To morrow, my Lord ; time goes on crutches,

'till love have all his rites.

Leon, Not 'till Monday^ my dear fon, which is

hence a juft feven-night, and a time too brief too,

to have all things anfwer my mind.

Pedro. Come, you fhake the head at fo long a

breathing *, but, I warrant thee, Claudia^ the time

fliall not go dully by us. I will in the Interim under-

take one of Hercuki^s labours, which is, to bring

Signior Benedick and the Lady Beatrice into a moun-
tain of afFedlion the one with the other; I would

fain have it a match, and I doubt not to fafhion it,

if you three will but minifter fuch alTiftance as I lhall

give you direflion.

Leon. My Lord, I am for you, though it cofl:

me ten nights watchings,

Qlaud. And I, my Lord.

Pedro, And you too, gentle Hero ?

Hero. I will do any modefl: office, my Lord, to

help my Coufin to a good husband.

Pedro. And Benedick is not the unhopefulleft hus-

band that I know : thus far I can praife him, he is

of a noble drain, of approved valour, and confirmed

honefty, I wjll teach you how to humour your

Coufin, that fhe (hall fall in love with Benedick ; and

I, with your two helps, will fo pradife on Benedick^

that in defpight of his quick wity* and his queafie

ftomach, he fhall fall in love with Beatrice, If we
can do this, Cttpid is no longer an archer, his glory

fhall be ours, for we are the only Love-Gods ; go in

with me, and I will tell you my drift. [^Exeunt,

SCENE
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SCENE VII.

Changes to another Apartment in LeonatoV Houfe^

Enter Don John and Borachio.

John.^T is fo, the Count Claudio fhall marry the

Tim^wc o'i Leonato,

Bora, Yea, my Lord, but 1 can crofs it.

'John. Any bar, any crofs, any impediment will

be medicinable to me; I am fick in difpleafure to

him ; and whatfoever comes athwart his afFedion,

ranges evenly with mine. How canft thou crofs this

marriage ?

Bora. Not honeftly, my Lord, but fo covertly

that no diflionefty fhall appear in me.

John. Shew me briefly how.
Bora, I think, I told your lordfhip a year fince,

how much I am in the faveur of Margaret^ the

waiting-gentlewoman to Hero,

John, I remember.
Bora, I can, at any unfcafonable inftant of the

night, appoint her to look out at her Lady's chamber-
window.

John, What life is in That, to be the death of
this marriage ?

Bora, The poifon of That lyes in you to temper;
go you to the Prince your brother, fpare not to tell

him, that he hath wrong'd his Honour in marrying the

renown'd Claudio., (whofe eftimation do you mightily
hold up) to a contaminated Stale, fuch a one as Hero.

John, What proof fhall I make of That.?^

Bora. Proof enough to mifufe the Prince, to vex
Claudio^ to undo Hero^ and kill Leonato\ look you
for any other ifiuc ?

John. Only to defpite them, I will endeavour any
ching.

Borii.
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Bora. Go then find me a meet hour, to draw Don
Tedro^ and the Count Claudio^ alone ; tell them, that

you know, Hero loves me ; intend a kind of zeal

both to the Prince and Claudia^ as in a love of your

Brother's honour who hath made this match ; and his

friend's reputation, (who is thus like to be cozen'd

with the femblance of a maid,) that you have dif-

cover'd thus ; they will hardly believe this without

tryal : offer them inftances, which fhall bear no lefs

likelihood than to fee me at her chamber-window;

hear me call Margaret^ Hero\ hear Margaret term

me Borachio ; and bring them to fee this, the very

night before the intended Wedding ; for in the mean

time I will fo fafhion the matter, that Hero lhall be

abfcnt *, and there lhall appear fuch feeming truths of

Herd*^ difloyalty, that jealoufie (hall be call'd alTurance,

and all the preparation overthrown.

John. Grow this to what adverfe iflue it can, I will

put it in pradlice : be cunning in the working this,

and thy fee is a thoufand ducats.

Bora, Be thou conftant in the accufation, and my
cunning fhall not fhame me.

John. I will prefently go learn their day of marriage.

SCENE VIII.

Changes to Leonato'j Orchard,

Enter Benedick, and a Bo^.

Bene:V%OX,
-D Boy. Signior,

Bene. In my chamber window lies a book, bring it

hither to me in the orchard.

Boy. I am here already. Sir. \Exit Boy.

Bene. 1 know that, but I would have thee hence,

and here again. 1 do much wonder, that one

man, feeing how much another man is a fool, when
he
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he dedicates his behaviours to love, will, after he hath

Jaught at fuch fhallovv follies in others, become the

argument of his own fcorn, by falling in love! and
fuch a man is Claudio. 1 have known, when there

was no mufick with him but the drum and the fife;

and now had he rather hear the taber and the pipe ; I

have known, when he would have walk'd ten mile

a-foot, to fee a good armour ; and now will he lye

ten nights awake, carving the fafhion of a new
doublet. He was wont to fpeak plain, and to the

purpofe, like an honed man and a foldier ; and now
he is turn'd orthographer, his words are a very fan-

taftical banquet, juft fo many ftrange diflies. May I

be fo converted, and fee with thele eyes? I cannot

tell ; I think nor. I will not be fworn, but love may
transform me to an oyfter; but I'll take my oath

on it, 'till he have made an oyfter of me, he fhall

never make me fuch a fool : one woman is fair, yet

I am well ; another is wife, yet I am well ; another vir-

tuous, yet I am well. But 'till all graces be in one
woman, one woman lhall not come in my grace. Rich
fhe fhall be, that's certain 5

* " wife, or I'll none ; vir-

tuous, or I'll never cheapen her: fair, or I'll never
*' look on herj" mild, or come not near me j noble,

or not I for an angel ; of good difcourfe, an excellent

mufician, ^ and her hair fhall be of what colour it

pleafe God. Ha ! the Prince and Monfieur Love ! I

will hide me in the arbour. [PFMdraws,

SCENE IX.

Enter Don Pedro, Leonato, Claudio, and Balthazar.

Pedro, Come, fhall we hear this mufick ?

Claud, Yea, my good lord ; how ftill the evening is^

2 Thefe words added out of the editions of 1623. Mr. Pope,

3 and her hair Jhall he of <vohat colour it pleafe God.'\ i. e. She
lhall not difcolour it; hinting at the fafhion of difcolouring their

hair, by art, when it was not of the colour in cfteem.

As
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As hufh*d on purpofe to grace harmony

!

Fedro. See you ^\\tit Benedick hath hid himfelf?

Claud. O very well, my lord > the mufick ended,

We'll fit the hid fox with a penny-worth.

Pedro. Comc^ Balibaz^r^ we'll hear that Song again.

Baltb. O good my lord, tax not To bad a voice

To flander mufick any more than once.

Pedro. Ic is the witnefs ftill of excellency.

To put a ftrange face on his own perfection 5

I pray thee, fing \ and let me woo no m.ore.

Baltb, Bccaufe you talk of wooing, I will fing 5

Since many a wooer doth commence his fuit

To her he thinks not worthy, yet he wooes;

Yet will he fwear, he loves.

Pedro, Nay, pray thee, come *,

Or if thou wilt hold longer argument,

Do it in notes.

Balth, Note this before my notes.

There's not a note of mine, that's worth the noting.

Pedro. Why, thefe are very crotchets that he Ipeaks,

Note, notes, lonboth, and noting.

Bene. Now, divine air; now is his foul ravifh'd!

is it not ftrange, that fheeps guts fhould hale fouls out

of mens bodies? well, a horn for my money, when
ail's done.

The S O N G.

Sigh no more^ ladies^ ftgh no more^

Men 'were deceivers ever ;

One foot in fea, and one on jhorCy

To one tJmg conftant never

nenfigh not fo^ hut let them go^

And he you hlith and honny ;

Converting all your fourids of woi
Into hey nory^ nony,

4 We'llfit the kid-fox — ] This is a new fpecies of animals of
the Editor's creation. We ihould read the hidfox, i. e. the fox
who had hid himfelf.

Sing



Much Ado about Nothing.
Sing no more ditties^ fing no mo

Of dumpsfo dull and heavy j

'The frauds of men were ever foy

Since fummer ivas jirji kafy

:

Thenfigh not fo^ &c.

fedro. By my troth, a good Song.

Balth. And an ill finger, my lord.

Pedro. Ha, no j no, faith ; thou fing'ft vvelJ enough
for a fliift.

Bene, " If he had been a dog, that fhould have
*' howl'd thus, they would have hang'd him \ and, I

" pray God, his bad voice bode no mifchief : I had
as hef have heard the night-raven, come what plague

could have come after it.

Pedro. Yea, marry, doft thou hear, Balthazar?

I pray thee, get us fome excellent mufick , for to-

morrow night we would have it at the lady Heroes

chamber-window.
Balth, The bed r can, my lord. Balthazar.

Pedro, Do fo: farewel. Come hither, Leonato-y

what was it you told me of to-day, that your Neice
Beatrice was in love with Signior Benedick?

Claud. O, ay ; ftalk on, ftalk on, the fowl

fits. I did never think, that lady would have loved

any man.

Leon. No, nor I neither ; but mod wonderful, that

fhe fhould fo doat on Signior Benedick, whom llie

hath in all outward behaviours feem'd ever to abhor.

Bene. Is'c polTible, fits the wind in that corner.?

iJfide.

Leon. By my troth, my lord, I cannot tell what to

think of it ^ but that fhe loves him with an inraged

affcdlion,—it is paft the definite of thought.-

PedroJ

5 hkf that Jhe lo'ves him ^ojith an inraged affeSiion, it is paft
the Infinite of thought.

'\
It is impoffible to make Senfc

and Grammar of thisfpeech. And the reafon is, that the two
Vol. II. D begin.
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Tedro. May be, (he doth but counterfeit.

Claud, Faith, hke enough.

Leon, OGod! counterfeit? there was never coun-

terfeit of paflion came fo near the life of paflion, as

fhe difcovers it.

Pedro. Why, what effedls of paffion fhews Hie ?

Claud, Bait the hook well, this fifli will bite.

lAfide.

Leon. What effe6ls, my lord ? fhe will fit you, you
heard my daughter tell you how.

Claud, She did, indeed.

Tedro, How, how, I pray you ? you amaze me : I

would have thought, her fpirit had been invincible

againft all affaults of affedion.

Leon. I would have fworn, it had, my lord ; efpe-

cially againft Benedick,

Bene, [JJide.] I Ihould think this a gull, but that

the white- bearded fellow fpeaks it; knavery cannot,

fure, hide himfelf in fuch reverence.

Claud, He hath ta'en th* infedion, hold it up.

[4fide.

beginnings of two different fentences are jumbled together and
made one. For— hut that Jhe lo<ves him <uiith an inraged a/-

feciion,—is only part of a fentence which Ihould conclude thus,—
is mojl certain. But a new idea ftriking the fpeaker, he leaves

this fentence unfinifhed, and turns to another, // isfajl the in-

finite of thought—which is likewife left unfinifhed; for it fhould

conclude thus to fay hovj great that affedion is. Thefe
broken disjointed fentences are ufual in converfation. However
there is one word wrong, which yet perplexes the fenfe, and thac

is Infinite. Human thought cannot fure be called /wyf^Z/f

with any kind of figurative propriety. I fuppofe the true read-

ing was Definite. This makes the palTage intelligible. It

is paji the D E F I ^iT E of thought i. c. it cannot be defined

or conceived how great that affeftion is. Shakefpear ufes the

word again in the fame fenfe in Cymbeline.

For Idiots, in this cafe offavour^ uuould

Be nvifely Definite. i. e. could tell how to

pronounce or determine in the cafe.

Pedr9.
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Pedro. Hath flie made her a(fedion known to Ee-

nedick ?

Leon. No, and fwears fhe never wilJ , that's her

torment.

Claud, 'Tis true, indeed, fo your daughter fays 2

fliall I, %s Ihe, that have lb oft encounter'd him with

fcorn, write to him that I love him ?

Leon, This lays flie now, when fiie is beginning to

write to him ; for flie'ii be up twenty times a night,

and there will fhe fit in lier fmock, 'till fhe have wric

a flieet of paper ; my daughter tells us all.

Claud. Now you talk of a fheet of paper, I remem-
ber a pretty jeft your daughter told us of.

Leon. O, -when fhe had writ it, and was read-

ing it over, fhe found Benedick and Beatrice between

the fheet.

Claud, That——

*

Leon, ^ O, fhe tore the letter into a thoufand

half-pence ; rail'd at her felf, that fhe fhould be fo

immodeft, to write to one that, fhe knew, wou'd flout

her : I meafure him, fays fhe, by my own Spirit, for

I fhould flout him if he wric to me; yea, though I

love him, I Ihould.

Claud, Then down upon her knees fhe falls, weeps^

fobs, beats her heart, tears her hair, prays, curfes 5 O
fweet Benedick! God give m.e patience!

Leon. She doth, indeed, my daughter fays fo5 and
the ccfl:afiehath fo much overborn her, that my daugh-

ter is fometime afraid, fhe will do defperate outrage to

her felf ; it is very true.

6 O, /he tore the Letter into a thoufand half-pence ;] I. e,

into a thoufand pieces of the fame bignefs. This is farther ex-

plained by a Pafiage in Js you like it ;

-There <iuere none principal; theyuuere all like one another

as half- pence are.

In both places the Poet alludes to the old Silver Penny which

had a Creafe running Crofs-ivife over it, fo that it might be broke

into two or four equal pieces, half-pence, or farthings.

Mr. Theobald,

D Pedro.
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Pedro. It were good, that Benedick knew of it by

fome other, if flie will not difcover ic.

Claud. To what end ? he would but make a fport

of it, and torment the poor lady worfe.

Pedro. If he fhould, it were an Alms to hang him ;

fhe*s an excellent fweet lady, and (out of all fufpi*

cion) fhe is virtuous.

Claud. And fhe is exceeding wife.

Pedro. In every thing, but in loving Benedict

Leon, O my lord, wifdom and blood combating in

fo tender a body, we have ten proofs to one, that

blood hath the vidory ; I am forry for her, as I have

jufl: caufe, being her uncle and her guardian.

Pedro, I would, fhe had beflow'd this dotage on

me ; I would have daftt all other refpefts, and made
her half my felf-, I pray you, tell Benedick of it; and

hear what he will fay.

Leon. Were it good, think you ^

Claud. Hero thinks, furely fhe will die; for fhe fays,

fhe will die if he love her not, and fhe will die ere fhe

make her love known •, and fhe will die if he woo her,

rather than fhe will bate one breath of her accuflom'd

croflhefs.

Pedro. She doth well ; if fhe fhould make tender

of her love, *cis very poflible, he'll fcorn it ; for the

man, as you know all, hath a contemptible fpirit.

Claud. He is a very proper man.
Pedro. He hath, indeed, a good outward happinefs.

Claud. *Fore God, and, in my mind, very wife.

Pedro. He doth, indeed, fhew fome (parks that

are like wit.

L.eon. And I take him to be vahant.

Pedro. As HeBor^ I afTure you ; and in the ma-
naging of quarrels you may fay he is wife ; for cither

he avoids them with great difcretion, or undertake^

them with a chriftian-likc fear.

Leon. If he do fear God, he mufl neceflarily keep

peace ;
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peace •, if he break the peace, he ought to enter into

A quarrel with fear and trembling.

Pedro. And fo will he do, for the man doth fear

*' God, howfoever it feems not in him, by fome large

" jefts he will make." Well, I am forry for your

Neice : (hall we go feek Benedick^ and tell him of her

Jove?

Claud. Never tell him, my lord ; let her wear it out

with good counfel.

Leon. Nay, that's impoflible, fhe may wear her

heart out firft.

Pedro. Well, we will hear further of it by your

daughter; let it cool the while. I love Benedick well

;

and I could vviHi he would modeftly examine himfelf,

to fee how much he is unworthy to have fo good a

lady.

Leon. My Lord, will you walk ? dinner is ready.

Gaud. If he do not dote on her upon this, I will

never truft my expectation. \_Aftde.

Pedro, Let there be the fame net fpread for her,

and that mud your daughter and her gentlewomen
carry ; the fport will be, when they hold an opinion

of one another's dotage, and no fuch matter ; that's

the Scene that I would fee, which will be meerly a

Dumb Show j let us fend her to call him to dinner.

[AJde.'] [ExeunL

SCENE X.

Benedick advances from the Arhour.

Bene, " This can be no trick, the conference wa?
fadly borne ; they have the truth of this from Hero-,

they feem to pity the lady ; it feems, her affedlions

*' have the full bent. Love me! why, it mud be
requited : I hear, how I am cenfur'd ; they fay, I

^* will bear my felf proudly, if I perceive the love

D 3 " come
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come from her ; they fay too, that fhe will rather

^' die than give any fign of aflx^dlion. 1 did never

think to marry 1 muft not feem proud—hap-
*' py are they that hear their detradlions, and can put

them to mending : they fay, the lady is fair *, 'tis

a truth, I can bear them witnels: and virtuous

'tis fo, I cannot reprove it : and wife, but for loving
6c me— by my troth, it is no addition to her wit,

" nor no great argument of her folly ; for I will be

horribly in love with her. — I may chance to

have fome odd quirks and remnants of wit broken
" on me, becaufe I have rail'd fo long againfl mar-

riage j but doth not the appetite alter ? a man loves

the meat in his youth, that he cannot endure in his

age. Shall quipps and fentences, and thefe paper-

bullets of the brain, awe a man from the career of
*' his humour? no: the world mud be peopled.

When I faid, I would die a batchelor, I did not

think 1 fliobid live 'till I were marry'd. Here
comes Beatrice: by this day, flic's a fair lady; I do

6« fpy fome marks of love in her."

Enter Beatrice.

Beat, Again ft my will, I am fent to bid you come
in to dinner.

Bene, Fair Beatrice^ I thank you for your pains.

Beat. I took no more pains for thofe thanks, than

you take pains to thank me ; if it had been painful, I

would not have come.

Bene. You take pleafure then in the meflage.

Beat, Yea, juft fo much as yoa may take upon a
knife's point, and choak a daw withal: you have no
Homach, Signior ; fare you well. {Exit,

Bene, Ha .' againft my will Iam fent to bid you come
in to dinner there's a double meaning in that.

/ took no more pains for thofe thanks,, thanyou tookpains

io thank me j—that's as much as to fay, any pains

that



Much Ado ahont Nothing.
that I take for you is as eafie as thanks. If I do not

take pity of her, I am a villain ; if 1 do not love her,

J am a Jew ; I will go gee her Pidure. [E'xit,

ACT in. SCENE I.

Continues in the Orchard,

Enter Hero, Margaret, and Urfula.

Hero.
O O D Margaret^ run thee into the parlour,

^ There fhalt thou find my Coufin Beatrice^

Propofing with the Prince and Claudia ;

Whifper her ear, and tell her, I and Urfula

Walk in the orchard, and our whole difcourfe

Is all of her ; fay, that thou overheard'ft us^

And bid her (leal into the pleached Bower,
' Where honey- fuckles, ripen'd by the Sun,
' Forbid the Sun to enter ; like to Favourites,

' Made proud by Princes, that advance their pride

' AgainU that power that bred it : there will flie hide

To lilien our Purpofe ; this is thy office, [her.

Bear thee v/ell in it, and leave us alone,

Mcirg. I'll make her come, I warrant prefently.

\Exit.

Hero, Now, Urfida^ when Beatrice doth come.
As we do trace this alley up and down.
Our Talk muft only be of Benedick ;

When I do name him, let it be thy Part

To praife him more than ever man did merit.

My Talk to thee mufl be, how Benedick

Is fick in love with^^<^/r/V^s of this matter

Is
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Is little Cupid' s> crafty arrow made,
That only wounds by hear-fay : now begin.

Enter Beatrice, rmmng towards the Jrhour,

For look, where Beatrice^ like a lapwing, runs

Clofe by the ground to hear our conference.

Urfu, The pleafant'ft angling is to fee the fifia

Cut with her golden oars the filver ftream,

And greedily devour the treacherous bait j

So angle we for Beatrice^ who e'en now
Is couched in the woodbine-coverture;

Fear you not my part of the dialogue.

Hero, Then go we near her, that her ear lofe nothing

Of the falfe fweet bait that we lay for it. '

truly, Urfula^ fhe's too difdainful

;

I know, her fpirits are as coy and wild

As ^ haggerds of the rock.

Urfu. But are you fure,

That Benedick loves Beatrice fo intirely ?

Hero, So fays the Prince, and my new-trothed lord

Urfu, And did they bid you tell her of it. Madam
Hero, They did intreat me to acquaint her of it j

But I perfuaded them, if they lov'd Benedick^

To wifli him wraftle with affedlion.

And never to let Beatrice know of it.

Urfu, Why did you fo? doth not the Gentleman
Deferve as full, as fortunate a bed.

As ever Beatrice fhall couch upon ?

Hero, O God of love! I know, he doth deferve

As much as may be yielded to a man

:

But Nature never fram'd a woman'-s heart

Of prouder ftuft than that of Beatrice.

Difdain and fcorn ride fparkiing in her eyes,

Mif prizing what they look on ; and her wit

Values itfelf fo highly, that to her

AH matter elfe feems weak ; fhe cannot love,

I Wild hawks. Mr, Pote.

Nor
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Nor take no fliape nor projeft of afFedlion,

bhe is lb felf-indeared.

Urfu, Sure, 1 think fo;

And therefore certainly it were not good

She knew his love, left (lie make fport at it.

Hero, Why, you fpeak truth. I never yet faw man.
How wife, how noble, young, how rarely featured.

But fhe would fpell him backward ; ' if fair-fac'd,

' She'd fwear, tne gentleman fhould be her nfter;

* If black, why, Nature, drawing of an antick,

* Made a foul blot ; if tall, a launce ill-headed \

* ^ If low, an Aglet very vilely cut;

* If fpeaking, why, a vane blown with all winds;
* If filent, why a block moved with none.'

So turns fhe every man the wrong fide out.

And never gives to truth and virtue That,

Which fimplenefs and merit purchafeth.

Urfu. Sure, fure, luch carping is not commendable*
Hero. No , for to be fo odd, and from all fafhions,

2 If black, '^'hyy Nature
y
dranx:ing of an antick,

Made a foul blot ^—] The antick a bufFoon charafler in

the old Er.glifh farces, with a blacked face and a patch-ivork

habit. What I would obferve from hence is, that the name of
nntick or antique^ given to this character, (hews that the people

had feme traditional ideas of its being borrowed from the ancient

mimes, who are thus defcribed by Jpuleius, tnimi centuncuh,

fultgine faciem obduSli.

3 If lo^v, an Agat 'very ^vilely cut ;] But why an agaty if

low? For what likenefs between a little man and an agat? The
ancients, indeed, ufed this ftone to cut upon i but very exquifitely.

I make no queil:ion but the poet wrote ;

an Aglet njery 'vilely cut

;

An aglet was the tagg of thofe points, formerly fo much in

faftiion. Thefe taggs were either of gold, filver, or brafs, ac-

cording to the quality of the wearer; and were commonly in the

fhape of little images ; or at leaft had a head cut at the extremity.

The French call them aiguillettes. Mazeray, fpeaking of Henry
Illd's forrow for the death of the princefs of Conti, fays,

—

por-

tant meme fur fes aiguillettes de petiies tetes de Mart. And as a
iall man is before compared to a Launce ill-headed i fo, by the

fame ^gure, a little Man is very aptly liken'd to an Aglet ill cut.
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As Beatrice is, cannot be commendable.
But who dare tell her fo } if I fhould fpeak.

She'd mock me into air ; O, fhe would laugh me
Out of myfelf, prefs me to death with wit.

Therefore let Benedick^ like cover'd fire,

Confume away in fighs, wafte inwardly ;

It were a better death than die with mocks,
Which is as bad as 'tis to die with tickling.

Urfu. Yet tell her of itj hear what fhe will fay*

Hero, No, rather I will go to Benedick^

And counfel him to fight againil his palTion.

And, truly, I'll devife fome honeft flanders

To ftain my Coufm with ; one doth not know.
How much an ill word may impoifon liking.

Urfu. O, do not do your Coufin fuch a wrong.

She cannot be fo much without true judgment,
(Having fo fwift and excellent a wit.

As ftie IS priz'd to have) as to refufe

So rare a gentleman as Benedick,

Hero, He is the only man of Italy

^

Always excepted my dear Claudio.

Urfu, I pray you^ be not angry with me, Mad^m,
Speaking my fancy > Signior Benedick,

For fhape, for bearing, argument and valour,

Goes foremoft in report through Jlaly,

Hero. Indeed, he hath an excellent good name.

Urfu, His excellence did earn it, ere he had it.

When are you marry'd. Madam ?

Hero, Why, every day ; to morrow ; come, go in,

ril (hew thee fome attires, and have thy counfel

Which is the beft to furnifh me to morrow.

Urfu. She's lim'd, I warant you j we have caught

her. Madam.
Hero. If it prove fo, then loving goes by haps j

Some Cupids kill with arrows, Some with traps.

[^Exeunt.

Beatrice,
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Beatrice, advancing.

Beat. 4- What fire is in my ears? can this be true?

Stand I condemn'd tor Pride and Scorn fo much ?

Contempt, farewel ! and maiden pride, adieu!

No glory lives behind the back of fuch.

And, BenedicK love on, I will requite thee

;

Taming my wild heart to thy loving hand;

If thou doft'love, thy kindnefs fhall incite thee

To bind our loves up in a holy band.

For others fay, thou doft deferve ; and I

Believe It better than reportingly.

SCENE II.

TeonatoV Houfe.

Enter Ben Pedro, Claudio, Benedick and Leonato.

Pedro. T DO but flay 'till your marriage be con-
A fummate, and then go I toward Arragon.

Claud. I'll bring you thither my lord, if you'll

vouchfafe me.

Pedro. Nay, That would be as great a foil in the

new glofs of your marriage, as to fhew a child his

new coat and forbid him to wear it. I will only be

bold with Benedick for his company ; for, from the

crown of his head to the foale of his foot, he is all

mirth he hath twice or thrice cut Cupid^s bow-ftring,

and the litde hangman dare not fhoot at him; he

hath a heart as found as a bell, and his tongue is the

clapper ; for what his heart thinks, his tongue fpeaks.

Bene, Gallants, I am not as I have been.

Leon. So fiy 1 5 methinks, you are fadder.

Claud. 1 hope, he is in love.

4 What fire is in my ears ? ^] Alluding to a proverbial fay-

ing of the common people, that their ears burn when others are

talking of them.

Pedro.
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Pedro, Hang him, truant, there's no true drop of

blood in him, to be truly touch'd with love ; if he

be fad, he wants mony.

Bene, I have the tooth- ach.

Pedro, Drav/ it.

Bene. Hang it.

Claud. You muft hang it firfl:, and draw it after-

wards.

Pedro, What ? figh for the tooth-ach !

Leon. Which is but a humour, or a worm.
Bene. W^ell, every one can mafter a grief but he

that has it.

Claud. Yet fay I, he is in love.

Pedro. " There is no appearance of fancy in him,

unlefs it be a fancy that he hath to ftrange dif-

*' guifes, as to be a Dutch man to day, 2i French man
*' to morrow ; ^ or in the lhape of two countries

at once, a German from the wafle downward, all

flops ; and a Spaniard from the hip upward, no
doublet Unlels he have a fancy to this foolery,

as it appears he hath, he is no fool for fancy, as you

would have it to appear he is.

Claud. If he be not in love with fome woman, there

is no believing old figns ; he brufhes his hat o'morn-

ings ; what fhould that bode }

Pedro. Hath any man feen him at the barber's ?

Claud. No, but the barber's man hath been feen

with him and the old ornament of his cheek hath

already ftuft tennis-balls.

Leon. Indeed, he looks younger than he did by the

lofs of a beard.

Pedro. Nay, he rubs himfelf with civet j can you

fmell him out by that

Claud. That's as much as to fay, the fweet youth's

in love.

Pedro, The greatcft note of it is his melancholy.

5 Edit. 1600. Mr. Pope,

Claud.
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Claud. And when was he wont to wafh his face?

Pedro. Yea, or to paint himfelf ? for the which, I

hear what they fay of him.

Claud. Nay, but his jelling fpirit, which is now
crept into a lute-ftring and now govern'd by flops

Pedro. Indeed, that tells a heavy tale for him.

Conclude, he is in love.

Claud. Nay, but I know who loves him.

Pedro. That would I know too : I warrant, one
that knows him not.

Claud. Yes, and his ill conditions, and in defpighc

of alJ, dies for him.

Pedro. She (hall be bury'd with her face upwards.

Bene, Yet is this no charm for the tooth-ach. Old
Signior, walk afide with me, I have ftudy'd eight or

nine wife words to fpeak to you which thefe hobby

-

horfes muft not hear. {Exeunt Benedick and Leonato.
Pedro. For my life, to break with him about

Beatrice.

Claud. 'Tis even fo. Hero and Margaret have by
this play'd their parts with Beatrice \ and then the

two bears will not bite one another, when they meet.

SCENE III.

Enter Bon John.

John. My Lord and Brother, God fave you.

Pedro. Good den, brother.

John. Ifyour leifure ferv*d, I would fpeak with you,

Pedro. In private ?

John. If it pleafe you; yet Count Claudio may
hear for, what I would fpeak of, concerns him.

Pedro. What's the matter?

John. Means your lordfhip to be marry'd to mor-

row? [Tl? Claudio,

Pedro, You know, he does,

John.
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John, I know not that, when he knows what I

know,
Claud, If there be any impediment, I pray you,

difcover it.

John. You may think, I love you not ; let that

appear hereafter ; and aim better at me by That I

now will manifeft ; for my brother, I think, he holds

you well, and in dearnefs of heart hath holp to effedt

your enfuing marriage; fureiy. Suit ill fpent, and

Labour ill beftow'd

!

Pedro, Why, what's the matter?

John. I came hither to tell you, and circumftances

^horten'd, (for fhe hath been too long a talking of)

the Ladv is difloyal.

Claud. Who? Hero?

John, Even flie \ Leonaio^^ Hero^ your Hero^ every

man's Hero,

Claud. Difloyal?

John, The word is too good to paint out her wick-

ednefs ; I could fay, fhe were worfe j think you of a

worfe title, and I will fit her to it; wonder not 'till

further warrant ; go but with me to night, you fliall

fee her chamber-window enter'd, even the night be-

fore her wedding day ; if you love her, then to mor-
row wed her ; but it would better fit your honour lo

change your mind.

Claud, May this be fo?

Pedro, I will not think it.—

—

John. If you dare not truft that you fee, confefs

not that you know; if you will follow me, I will

fhew you enough ; and when you have feen more and

heard more, proceed accordingly.

Claud, If I fee any thing to night why I fhould

not marry her to morrow; in the Congregation,

where I fhoiild wed, there will I lhame her.

Pedro, And as I wooed for thee to obtain her, I

will join with thee to difgrace her.

. John.
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John. I will difparage her no farther, 'till you ar«

my witneflesi bear it coldly but 'till night, and let

the iflue fliew itfelf.

Pedro, O day untowardly turned!

Claud. O mifchief ftrangely thwarting!

'John. O plague right well prevented

!

So you will fay, when you have feen the fequel.

{Exeunt.SCENE IV.

Changes to the Street.

Enter Dogberry and Verges, with the Watch,

Dogh. ARE you good men and true ?

Verg. Yea, or elfe it were pity but they

Ihould fufFer falvation, body and foul.

Bogh. Nay, that were a punifhment too good for

them, if they fhould have any allegiance in them, be-

ing chofen for the Prince's Watch.
Verg, Well, give them their charge, neighbour

Dogberry,

Bogb. Firft, who think you the moft defartiels

man to be conftable ?

1 Watch. Hugh Oatecake^ Sir, or George Seacole 5

for they can write and read.

Dogb, Come hither, nti^houx Seacole : God hath

bleft you with a good name; and to be a well-

favour'd man is the gift of fortune, but to vvrite and

read comes by nature.

2 Watch. Both which, mailer conftable ——

•

Dogb, You have: I knew, it would be your

anfwer. Well, for your Favour, Sir, why, give

God thanks, and make no boaft of it ; and tor your

writing and reading, let that appear when there is

^ more need of fuch vanity : you are thought here to

6 no need of fuch 'vanity Dogberry is only abfurd, not ab-

solutely out of his fenfeg. Weihould read therefore, More need.

be
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be the moft fenfelefs and fit man for the Conftable of

the Watch, therefore bear you the Janthorn ; this is

your charge : you fhall comprehend all vagrom men ;

you are to bid any man (land, in the Prince's name.
2 Watch. How if he will not ftand?

Dcgh. Why, then take no note of him, but Jet

him go \ and prefendy call the reft of the Watch to-

gether, and thank God you are rid of a knave.

Verg. If he will not ftand when he is bidden, he

is none of the Prince's Subjects.

Dogb. True, and they are to meddle with none
but the Prince's Subjedls : you fliall aifo make no
noife in the ftreets for, for the Watch to babble and

talk, is moft tolerable, and not to be endur'd.

2 Watch. " We will rather fleep than talk; we
know what belongs to a Watch.
Dogh. " Why, you fpeak like an ancient and moft
quiet watchman, for I cannot fee how Sleeping

" fhould offend only have a care that your Bills be

not ftoien: well, you are to call at all the ale-

" houfes, and bid them that are drunk get them
" to bed."

2 Watch. How if they v/ill not?

Dogb, Why then let them alone 'till they are fo-

ber; if they make you not then the better anfwer,

you may fay, they are not the men you took them
for.

2. Watch. Well, Sir.
^

Dcgh. If you meet a thief, you may fufpe£t him
by vertue of your office to be no true man; and for

fuch kmd of men, the lefs you meddle or make with

them, why, the more is for your honefty.

2 Watch, If we know him to be a thief, lhall wc
not lay hands on him ^

Dcgb. Truly, by your office you may ; but, I think,

they that touch pitch will be defil'd: the moft peace-

able way for you, if you do take a thief, is, to let
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him fhew himfelf what he is, and fteal out of your

company.
Verg. You have been always call'd a merciful man,

Parmer.

Bogb. Truly, I would not hang a dog by my will,

much more a man who hath any honefty in him.

Verg, If you hear a child cry in the night, you
muft call to the nurfe and bid her ftill it.

2 Watch. How if the nurfe be aQeep, and will not

hear us

Bogb. Why, then depart in Peace, and Jee the

child wake her with crying : for the ewe that will not

hear her lamb when it baes, will never anfwer a calf

when he bleats,

Verg. 'Tis very true.

Tiogb. This is the end of the Charge: you, con-

ftable, are to prefent the Prince's own perfoni if you
meet the Prince in the night, you may ftay him.

Verg. Nay, birlady, that, 1 think, he cannot,

Dogb, Five fliillings to one on't with any man that

knows the Statues, he may flay him ; marry, not

without the Prince be willing: for, indeed, the Watch
ought to offend no man ; and it is an offence to flay a
man againft his will.

Verg. Birlady, I think, it be fo.

Dogb, Ha, ha, ha! well^ maflers, good night; an
there be any matter of weight chances, call up me ;

keep your fellow's counfels and your own, and o-ood
night; come, neighbour.

2 Watch. Well, mafbers, we hear our charo-e;

let us go fit here upon the church-bench 'till tv/o, and
then all to bed.

Bogb. One word more, honeft neighbours. I pray
you, watch about Signior Leonato\ door, for the
Wedding being there to morrow, there is a great coil

to night ; adieu be vigilant, I befeech you.

{Exeunt Dogberry and Verges
Vol. If. E SCENE
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SCENE V.

Enter Borachio and Conrade.

Bora. What? Conrade

Watch. Peace, ftir not. \^Afidc,

Bora, Conrade., I fay.

Conr, Here, Man, I am at thy elbow.

Bora. Mafs, and my elbow itch'd, I thought there

would a fcab follow.

Conr, I will owe thee an anfwer for that, and now
forward with thy tale.

Bora. Stand thee clofe then under this pent-houfe,

for it drizzles rain, and 1 will, like a true drunkard,

utter all to thee.

Watch. Some Treafon, maflers \ yet ftand clofe.

Bora. Therefore know, I have earned of Don John
a thoufand ducats.

Conr, Is it pofTible that any Villany fhould be fo

dear?

Bora. Thou fhould'ft rather ask, if it were pofTible

7 any villain fhould be fo rich ? for when rich villains

have need of poor ones, poor ones may make what

price they will.

Conr. 1 wonder at it.

Bora, That fhews, ^ thou art unconfirmed ; thou

knoweft, that the falhion of a doublet, or a hat, or

a cloak is nothing to a man.

Conr. Yes, it is apparel.

Bora. 1 mean the fafliion.

Conr. Yes, the fafhion is the fafhion.

Bcra. Tulh, I may as well fay, the fool's the Fool

;

butfee'ft thou not, what a deformed thief this fafhion is?

7 any VILLANY fcould be fo rich?'] The fenfe abfolutely

require^ us, to read villain.
8 thou art unconfirmid »] i. e. unpradlifed in the ways of the

World.

Watch.
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Watch. I know that 'Deformed \ he has be m a vile

thief thefe feven years he goes up and down Jikc a

gentleman : I remember his name.

Bora. Did ft thou not hear feme body ?

Conr, No, 'twas the vane on the houfe.

Bora. Seeft thou not, I fay, what a deformed thief

this fafhion is ? how giddily he turns about all the

hot-bloods between fourteen and five and thirty , fome-

times, fafhioning them like Pharao's foldiers in the

reachy Fainting ; fometimc^s, like the God i?^/'s

priefts in the old church-window ; ' fometimes, like

the fhaven Hercules in the fmirch worm-eaten tape-

ftry, where his codpiece Teems as maffie as his club.

Conr, All this I fee, and fee, that the fafhion wears

out more apparel than the man ; but art not thou thy

felf giddy with the fafhion too, that thou haft (Lifted

out of thy tale into telling me of the fafhion

Bora, Not fo neither *, but know, that I have to

night wooed Margaret the Lady Hero'^ Gentlewoman,

9 fometimes, like the J/^a^ven Hercules, ^c. ] By the p^aven
Hercules is meant Sam/on, the ufual fubjeii of oM npeflry. In
this ridicule on thefafliion, the poet has not unartfully give:ia ftroke

at the barbarous workmanfhip of the common rapell: y- hangings,

then fo much in ufe. The fame kind of raillery Cerzuintes has em-
ployed on the like occafion, when he brings his knight and iquire

to an inn, where they found the ftory of DiJo and JEmas repre-

fented in bad tapeftry. On Sanco's feeing the tears fall from

eyes of theforfaken queen as big as walnuts, he hopes that when
their atchievements became the general fubject for thcfe fort of
works, that fortune will fend them a better artift. What au-

thorized the poet to give this name to Samfoii was the folly of cer-

tain chriftian mythologiils, who pretend that the grecian Hercules

was the jewilh Samfon. The retenue of our author is to be com-
mended : The fober audience of that time would have been oi^

fended with the mention of a venerable name on fo light an occa-

fion. Shake/pear \% indeed fometimes licentious in thefe matters:

But to do him juftice, he generally feems to have a fenfe of reli-

gion, and to be under its influence. What Pedro fays of Benedick^

in this comedy, may be well enough applied to him. The manr

dothfear God, hoixever it feems not to be in him bj fame large

jejis he uoill make.

Vol, IL E 2 b]f
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by the name of Hero \ flie leans me out at her miftrefs's

chamber-window, bids mea thoufand times good night—

I tell this tale vildly— I fhould firft tell thee, how the

Prince, Claudio^ and my mailer, planted and placed,

and poflefled by my mafter Don John^ faw a far off

in the orchard this amiable encounter.

Conr. And thought they, Margaret was Hero?

Bora. Two of them did, the Prince and Claudia ;

but the devil my mafter knew, fhe was Margaret ;

and partly by his oaths, which firfl: pofTeil them,

partly by the dark night, which did deceive them,

but chiefly by my villany, which did confirm any

Hander that Don "John had made, away went Claudia

enraged ; fwore, he would meet her as he was ap-

pointed next morning at the Temple, and there be*

fore the whole Congregation fhame her with what he

faw o'er night, and fend her home again without

a husband.

1 Watch, We charge you in the Prince's name,
Hand.

2 Watch. Call up the right mafter conftable ; we
have here recovered the moft dangerous piece of le^

chery that ever was known in the common- wealth.

1 Watch, And one Deformed is one of them \ I

know him, he wears a lock.

•.Conr. Mafters, mafters, — •

2 Watch, You'il be made bring 'Deformed forth, I

warrant you.

Conr. Mafters,

I Watch. Never fpeak ; we charge you, let us obey

you to go with us.

Bora. We are like to prove a goodly Commodity, •

being taken up of thefe mens bills.

Conr, A commodity in queftion, I warrant you

:

come, we'll obey you. [^Exeunt,

SCENE
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SCENE VI.

Hero'j Apartment in Leon»itoV Houfe,

Enter Hero, Margaret and Urfula.

Hero.(^OO D Urfula^ wake my coufin Beatrice^ and

Vrfu, I will, lady.

Hero. And bid her come hither.

Vrfu. Well.

Marg. Troth, I think, your other Rebate were

better.

Hero. No, pray thee, good Meg^ PJl wear this.

Marg, By my troth, it*s not To good j and 1 war-

rant, your coufin will lay fo.

Hero, My coufin's a foolp and thou art another,

rU wear none but this.

Marg, I like the new tire within excellently, if the

hair were a thought browner ; and your gown's a moft

rare fifnion, i'faith. I faw the Dutchefs of Milan'%

gown, that they praife fo.

Hero. O, that exceeds, they fay.

Marg. By my troth, it*s but a night-gown in rc-

fpe6l of yours *, cloth of gold and cuts, and lac'd with

filver, fet with pearls down-fleeves, fide-fleeves and

skirts, round underborne with a blueifh tinfel ; but

for a fine, queinr, graceful and excellent falhion,

your's is worth ten on't.

Hero. God give me joy to wear it, for my heart is

exceeding heavy

!

Mar, 'Twill be heavier foon by the weight of a

man.

Hero. Fie upon thee, art not afliam*d

Marg. Of what, lady } of fpeaking honourably ? is

not marriage honourable in a beggar? is not your

Lord honourable without marriage? I think, you
E3 would



Much Ado ahout Nothing.
would have me fay (faving your reverence) a husband.

]f bad thinking do not wrefl: true fpeaking, Til of-

fend no body; is there any harm in the heavier for a

Husband? none, I think, if it be the right Husband,
and the right v/ite, otherwife 'tis light and not heavy

ask my lady Beatrice elfe, here flie comes.

SCENE VII.

E7iter Beatrice.

Hero, Good morrow, coz.

Beat. Good morrow, fweet Hero.

Hero, Why, how now? do you fpeak in the fick

tune ?

Beat, I am out of all other tune, methinks.

Marg, Clap us into Light love \ that goes with-

out a burden do you fing it, and Pil dance it.

Beat, Yes, Light o' love with your heeis ^ then if

your husband have ftables enough, you'ii l^x)k he fnall

lack no barns.

Marg. O illegitimate condrudion ! I fcorn that

with my heels.

Beat. 'Tis almofl five o'clock, coufini 'tis- time

you were ready : by my troth, I am exceeding ill i

hey ho

!

Marg. For a hawk, a horfe, or a husband ?

Beat. For the letter that begins them all, H.
Marg. Well, if you be noc ' turn'd Turk^ there's

jno more failing by the fear.

Beat. What mieans the fool, trow?
Marg. Nothing I, but God fend every one their

heart's defire

!

Here. Thefe gloves the count fent me, they are an
excellent perfume.

Beat. I am ftufft, coufm, I cannot fmell.

I turn*d furk,!^ i.e. taken captive by Love, and turn'd a Re-
aegado to his religion.

Marg,
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Marg, A maid, and ftuffc ! there's goodly catching

of cold.

Beat. O, God help me, God help me, how long

have you profeft apprehenfion ?

Marg. Ever fince you left it 5 doth not my wit

become me rarely ?

Beat, It is not feen enough, you fhould wear it in

your cap. By my troth, I am Tick.

Marg, Get you fome of this diitilPd Carduus Be-

nedi^us, and lay it to your heart j it is the only thing

for a qualm.

Hero. There thou prick'ft her with a thiftle.

Beat, Benedi^Ius ? v/hy Benedi^lus ? you have fome
moral in this Benedi^us.

Marg. Moral ? no, by my troth, I have no moral

meaning, I meant plain holy-thiftle : you may think,

perchance, that I think you are in love; nay, biriady,

I am not fuch a fool to think what I lift ; nor I lift

not to think what I can ; nor, indeed, I cannot think,

if I would think my heart out with thinking, that you
are in love, or that you will be in love, or that you
can be in love : yet Benedick was fuch another, and

now is he become a man ; he fwore, he would never

marry J and yet now, in defpight of his heart, he

cats his meat without grudging ; and how you may be

converted, I know not ; but, methinks, you look with

your eyes as other women do.

Beat. What pace is this that thy tongue keeps ?

Marg, Not a falfe gallop.

Vrfu. Madam, withdraw ; the Prince, the Count,

Signior Benedick^ Don John^ and all the Gallants of

the town are come to fetch you to church.

Hero. Help to drefs me, good coz, good Meg,^ good
Urfula» [^Exeunt.

E4 SCENE
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SCENE VIII.

Another Apartment in Leonato*j Houfe.

Enter Leonato, with Dogberry and Verges.

Leon^^^H AT would you with me, honeft neigh-

Dcgh. Marry, Sir, I would have fome confidence

with you, that decerns you nearly.

Leon. Brief, 1 pray you % for, you fee, 'tis a bufy

time with me.

Bogh. Marry, this it is, Sir.

Verg. Yes, in truth it is, Sir.

heon. What is ir, my good friends ?

Dogh. Goodman Verges^ Sir, fpeaks a little of the

matter *, an old man, Sir, and his wits are not fo blunt,

as, God help, I would defire they were ; but, in faith,

as honeft as the skin between his brows.

Verg, Yes, I thank God, I am as honeft as any

man living, that is an old man, and no hoiieiler

than V
Dcgb. Comparifons are odorous ; falahraSy neighs

bour Verges.

Leon. Neighbours, you are tedious.

Dogh. It pleafes your worfhip to lay (b, but we are

the poor Duke's officers ; bur, truly, for mine own
part, if I were as tedious as a King. I could find in

my heart to beftow it all of your worlliip.

Leon. All thy tedioufnefs on me, ha?

2 / afi't as honejl as any man U'vtng^ that is an ol4 matt, and

po honefier than 7] There is much humour, and extreme good

fenft under the cover of this blundering exprelTion. It is a fly

infiniiation thjit length of years, and the being much hacknied in

the nvays of jnen^ as Shake/pear exprcfles it, lake off the glofs of

virtue, and bring much defilement cn the manners. For as a great

Wit fays, yomh is the feafon of Virtue: corruptions gronu nvitb

jears, and Ibelie'vt the oldejt Rogue in England is the greateft.

Dogh.
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Bogh. Yea, and 'twere a thoufand times more than

^tis, for 1 hear as good exclamation on your wor/hip

as of any man in the city ; and tho* I be but a poor

man, I am glad to hear it.

Verg, And lb am I.

Leon. I would fain know what you have to fay.

Verg. Marry, Sir, our Watch to night, excepting

your worfhip's prcfence, hath ta'en a couple of as ar-

rant knaves as any in Meffina.

Dogb, " A good old man, Sir; he vvill be talking,

as they fay ; when the age is in, the wit is out ; God
" help us, it is a world to fee: well faid, i'faith,

neighbour Verges^ well, he's a good man an two
*' men ride an horfe, one muft ride behind ; an honeft

foul, i'faith, Sir, by my troth he is, as ever broke
*' bread, but God is to be worfhipp'd j all men are
*' not alike, alas, good neighbour!'*

Leon, Indeed, neighbour, he comes too ihort of you.^

Bogh. Gifts, that God gives.

Leon. I muft leave you.

Bogh. One word, Sir 5 our Watch have, indeed,

comprehended two aufpicious perfons ; and we would
have them this morning examined before your
v;orfhip.

Leon. Take their examination your felf, and bring

it me; I am now in great hafte, as may appear unto

you.

Bogh. It fhall be fuffigance,

Leon, Drink fome wine ere you go : fare you well.

Enter a Mejfenger.

MeJJ. My lord, they flay for you to give your
daughter to her husband.

Leon. I'll wait upon them. I am ready. [£;^.Leon.
Bogh. Go, good Partner, go get you to Francis Sea-

eoak., bid him bring his pen and inkhorn to the jail;

we are now to examine thofe men.

Verg.
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Verg, And we muft do it wifely.

Dogh. " We will fpare for no wit, I warrant

;

here's That Ihall drive fome of them to a non-
" come." Only get the learned writer to fet down our

excommunication, and meet me at the Jail. [_Exeunt,

ACT IV. SCENE L

A CHURCH.
Enter D» Pedro, D. John, Leonato, Friar, Claud io.

Benedick, Hero, and Beatrice.

Leonato.

COME, friar Francis^ be brief, only to the plain

form of marriage, and you lhail recount their

particular duties afterwards.

Friar, You come hither, my Lord, to marry this

lady ?

Qaud. No.
Leon. To be marry'd to her, friar 5 you come to

marry her.

Friar. Lady, you come hither to be marry'd to

this Count ?

Hero. I do.

Friar. If either of you know any inward impedi-

ment why you fliould not be conjoin'd, 1 charge you

on your fouls to utter it.

Claud. Know you any. Hero?

Hero. None, my Lord.

Friar. Know you any, Count?

Leon. I dare make his anfwer, none.

Claud. O what men dare do! what men may do!

what Men daily do ! not knowing what they do

!

Bene.
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Bene, How now! Interjeftions ? why, then feme

be of laughing, as ha, ha, he!

Claud, Stand thee by, friar : father, by your leave 5

Will you with free and unconftrained foul

Give me this maid your daughter?

Leon, As freely, fon, as God did give her me.
Claud, And what have I to give you back, whofe

worth

May counterpoife this rich and precious gift?

Pedro. Nothing, unlefs you render her again.

Claud. Sweet Prince, you learn me noble thankful-

nefs

:

There, Leoriato^ take her back again ;

Give not this rotten orange to your friend.

She's but the fign and femblance of her honour;
Behold, how like a maid fhe blufhes here I

O, what authority and fhew of truth

Can cunning fin cover it felf withal!

Comes not that blood, as modeft evidence.

To witnefs fimple virtue/ would you notfwear.

All you that fee her, that flie were a maid.

By thefe exterior fhews ? but fhe is none

:

She knows the heat of a luxurious bed ;

Her blufli is guiltinefs, not modefty.

Leon, What do you mean, my Lord?
Claud, Not to be marry'd,

Not knit my foul to an approved Wanton.
Leon, Dear my Lord, if you in your own approof

Have vanquilh'd the refiftance of her youth,

And made defeat of her virginity -

Claud, I know what you would fay: if I have

known her.

You'll fay, fhe did embrace me as a husband,

And fo extenuate the forehand fin.

No, LeonatOy

I never tempted her with word too large

;

But, as a brother to his fifter, fhew'd

Bafhful
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Bafliful fincerity, and comely love.

Hero, And feem'd I ever otherwife to you ?

Claud. Out on thy Seeming! ' I will write againft it^

You feem to me as Dian in her orb.

As chafte as is the bud ere it be blown

:

But you are more intemperate in your blood

Than Vems^ or thofe pamper'd animals

That rage in favage fenfuality.

Hero, Is my Lord well, that he doth fpeak fo wide ?

JLeon, Sweet Prince, why fpeak not you ?

Pedro. What lliould I fpeak ?

I (land diftionour'd, that have gone about

To link my dear friend to a common Stale.

Leon. Are thefe things fpoken, or do I but dream >

John, Sir, they are fpoken, and thefe things are true.

Bene, This looks not like a Nuptial.

Hero. True! O God!
Claud. Leonato^ ftand 1 here ?

Is this the Prince ? Is this the Prince's Brother.^

Is this face Herd'^ ? are our eyes our own ?

Leon, All this is fo •, but what of this, my lord ?

Claud, Let me but move one queftion to your

daughter.

And, by that fatherly and kindly power
Tiiat you have in her, bid her anfvver truly.

Leon, I charge thee do fo, as thou art my child.

Hero, O God defend me, how am I befet!

What kind of catechizing call you this }

Claud. To make you anfwer truly to your name.

Hero, Is it not Hero? who can blot that name
With any juft reproach }

Claud. Marry, that can Hero ;

Hero her felF can blot out Heroes virtue.

What man was he talk'd with you yefternight

Out at your window betwixt twelve and one?

I I nvill write agoinjl i7;] What? a libel? confenfc.

We Ihould read, lucill rate againjt it, i. e. rail or revile.

,x ^ -wv^-, -t^ ^^r f/ Now,

1
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Now, if you are a maid, anfvver to this.

Hero, \ talk'd with no man at that hour, my Lord.

Pedro, Why, then you are no maiden. Leonato^

I am lorry, you mull hear upon mine Honour,

My felf, my Brother, and this grieved Count

Did fee her, hear her, at that hour laft night

Talk with a ruffian at her chamber-window ;

Who hath, indeed, * Jike an illiberal villain,

Confels'd the vile encounters they have had

A thoufand times in fecret.

John. Fie, fie, they are not to be nam'd, my Lord^

Not to be fpoken of

;

There is not chaftity enough in language,

Without ofi-ence, to utter them : thus, pretty lady,

1 am forry for thy much mifgovernment.

Claud, O Hero ! what a Hero had ft thou been.

If half thy outward graces had been plac'd

About the thoughts and counfels of thy heart ?

But fare thee well, moft foul, moft fair ! farewel

Thou pure impiety, and impious purity !

For thee I'll lock up all the gates of love,

And on my eyelids fhall Conjedlure hang.

To turn all beauty into thoughts of harm i

And never lhall it more be gracious.

Leon. Hath no man's dagger here a point for me ?

BeaL Why, how now, Goufin, wherefore fink you
down ? 4

Jobft. Come, let us go ; thefe things, come thus to

light.

Smother her fpirits up.

[^Exeunt B, Pedro, D. John and Claud,

SCENE II.

Bene, How doth the lady

Beat. Dead, 1 think j help, uncle.

2 mnjl like a liberal villain^1 We fhould read^ lih an
ILLIBERAL Dillain,

Vol, il. ' Hnol
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Herol ^shy^H^ro! uncle! S\Qp\ox Benedick ! ir]^ !

Leon. O tate! t.ike not :iway rhy heavy hand ;

Death is the fairefl: cover for her fhame,

That may be willi'd for.

Beat. How now, coufiii Hero ?

Friar. Have comfort, Lady.
Leon, Doft thou look up ?

Friar, Yea, wherefore fhould flie not ?

Leon. Wherefore ? why, doth not every earthly

thing

Cry fhame upon her? could (he here deny
The ftory that is printed in her blood ?

'

Do not live, Hero., do not ope thine eyes:

For did I think, thou wouldft not quickly die.

Thought I, thy fpirits were ftronger than thy fhames.

My felf would on the rereward of reproaches

Strike at thy life. ^ Griev'd J, 1 had but one ?

Chid I for That at frugal nature's 'iraine ?

I've one too much by thee. Why had I one ?

Why ever waft thou lovely in my eyes ?

WHiy had I nor, with charitable hand,

Took up a beggar's iillie at my gates ?

Who fmeered thus, and mir'd with infamy,

1 might have faid, no part of it is mine;

3 —- Gric-Sd I, 1 had but one ?

Chid I for That at fr^alnatin-''s FRAME ?

V^e one too much hy tWe.—^—^ The meaning of the fecond

line according to the prefent reading, is this, Chid I at frugal
nature that /hefent me a girl and not a boy ? But this is not what
he chid nature fcr ; if he himfelf may be believed, it was becaufe

ihe had given him but one : and in that he owns he did foolifhly,

for he now finds he had one too jnuch. He called her frugal,

therefore, in giving him but one child. (For to call her fo becaufe

ftie chofe to fend a girl, rather than a boy, would be ridiculous)

So that we mutt certainly read.

Chid Ifor this atfrugal -nature''s Vraine, i. e. refraine, or

keeping back her further faiiours, fopping her hand, as 'vje fay^

mtjhenjhe had gi<ven him one. But che Oxford Editor has, in his

nfual way, improved this amendment, by fubllituting hand for

^fraine.

This
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This fiiame derives it felf from unknown loins

:

+ But mine, as mine I lov'd, as mine I prais'd.

As mine that I was proud on, mine fo much.

That I my felf was to my felf not mine,

Valuing of her ; why, fhe,—— O, fhe is fairn

Into a pit of ink, that the wide fea

Hath drops too few to wafli her clean again

;

And fait too little, which may feafon give

To her foul tainted flefh

!

Bene. Sir, Sir, be patient;

For my part, I am fo attir'd in wonder,

I know not what to fay.

Beat, O, on my foul, my coufin is bely'd.

Bene. Lady, were you her bedfellow lad night ?

Beat, No, truly, not; altho' until laft night

I have this twelvemonth been her bedfellow.

Leon. Confirm'd, confirm'd ! O, That is ftronger

made.

Which was before barr'd up with ribs of iron.

Would the two Princes lie ? and Claudio lie ?

Who lov'd her fo, chat, fpeaking of her foulnefs,

Wafh'd it with tears ? hence from her, let her die.

Friar, Hear me a little,

For I have only been filent fo long,

And given way unto this courfe of fortune.

By noting of the lady. 1 have mark'd
A thoufand blufhing apparitions

To ftart into her face ; a thoufand innocent fiiamefi

In angel whitenefs bear av/ay thofe blufhes;

And in her eye there hath appear'd a fire.

To burn the errors that thefe Princes hold

4 But minCy AND mine 1 lonj'dy AND mine Iprais*dy

AND mine that I "Mas proud on ] The fenfe requires that

we (hould read, as in thefe three places. The reafoning of the

Ipeaker Hands thus, — Had this been my adopted child, thisJhame
njjould not hanje rebounded on me. But this child luas mine, as
mine I hn}ed her, praifed her^ loas proud of her : con/e^uentfy,

as 1 claimed the glorj 1 muji needs beJubjeSid tQ the fiame, 8iC.

Againft
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Againft her maiden truth. Call mc a fool,

Truft not my reading, nor my obfervations.

Which with experimental feal do warrant

The tenour of my book ; truft not my age.

My reverence, calling, nor divinity.

If this fweet lady lie not guiltlefs here

Under fome biting error.

Leon. Friar, it cannot be j

Thou feeft, that all the grace, that fhe hath lefr.

Is, that flie will not add to her damnation

A fin of perjury ; fhe not denies it

:

Why feek'ft thou then to cover with excufe

That, which appears in proper nakednefs }

^ Friar, Lady, what man is he you are accus'd of?

Hero. They know, that do accufe rne; I know
none :

If I know more of any man alive.

Than that which maiden modefty doth warrant,

Let all my fins lack mercy! O my father.

Prove you that any man with me convers'd

At hours unmeet, or that I yefternight

Maintain'd the change of words with any creature,

Refufe me, hate me, torture me to death.

Friar, There is fome ftrange mifprifion in the

Princes.

5 Fiiar* hadj^ --what man is he you are accw^d of?'\ The fria^r

had jult before boafted his great skill in filhing ouc the truth.

And indeed, he appears, by this queflion, to be no fool. He-
was by, all the while at the accuiation, and heard no names men-
tioned. Why then Hiould he ask her what man flie was accufed

of? But in this lay the fubtilty of his examination. For had
Htro been guilty, it was very probable that,, in that harry and
confufion of fpirits, into which the terrible infult of her lover

had thrown her, flie would never have obfei ved that the man's
name was not mentioned ; and fo, on this queftion, have be-

trayed herfelf by naming the perfon (he was confcious of an affair

with. The friar obf rved thib, and fo concluded, that were fhe

guilty fhe would probably fall into the trap he laid for her. 1

only take notice of this to fhew how admirably well Skakejpear

knew how to fuliain his charadlers.
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Bene. Two of them have the very bent of honour.

And if their wifdoms be mif-led in this,

The Pra6lice of it Hves in John the badard,

Whofe fpirits toil in frame of villanies.

Leon, I know not; if they fpeak but truth of her,

Thefe hands fhall tear her ; if they wrong her honour.

The proudeft of them fhall well hear of it.

Time hath not yet fo dry'd this blood of mine.

Nor age (b eat up my invention,

Nor fortune made fuch havock of my means.

Nor my bad life reft me fo much of friends.

But they fhall find awak'd, in fuch a kind.

Both ftrength of limb, and policy of mind,

Ability in means, and choice of friends,

To quit me of them throughly.

Friar. Paufe a while,

And let my counfel fway you in this cafe.

Your daughter here the Princes* left for dead 5

Let her awhile be fecretly kept in,

And publifh it, that fhe is dead, indeed

:

Maintain a mourning oftentation.

And on your family's old Monument
Hang mournful Epitaphs, and do all rites

That appertain unto a burial.

Leon. What fhall become of this.^* what will this

, do?
Friar. Marry, this, well carry'd, fhall on her behalf

Change flander to remorfe ; that is fome good :

But not for that dream I on this ftrange courfe.

But on this travel look for greater birth :

She dying, as it mufb be fo maintain'd,

Upon the inftant that fhe was accus'd

Shall be lamented, pity'd, and excus'd,

Of every hearer : for it fo falls out,

That what wc have we prize not to the worth.

Whiles we enjoy it ; but being lack'd and loff.

Why, then we rack the valuer then we find

Vol. 11. F The
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The virtue that poflefTion would not (hew us

Whifl: it was ours ; fo will it fare with Claudio:
* When he fhall hear fhe dy'd upon his words,
' Th' idea cf her Life fhall fwcetly creep
* Into his ftudy of innagination,

' And every lovely organ of her life

' Shall come apparel'd in more precious habit j

* More moving, delicate, and full of life,

* Into the eye and profpe<5t of his foul,

* Than when fhe liv'd indeed.' Then fhall he mourn.

If ever love had intereft in his liver.

And wifli, he had not fo accufed her;

No, though he thought his accufation true:

Let this be fo, and doubt not, but fuccefs

Will fafhion the event in better fhape

Than I can lay it down in likelihood.

But if all Aim but this be levelPd falfe.

The fuppofition of the lady's death

Will quench the wonder of her infamy.

And, if it fort not well, you may conceal her,

As bed befits her wounded reputation.

In fome reclufive and religious life.

Out of all eyes, tongues, minds, and injuries.

Bene. Signior Leonato, let the friar advife you :

And though, you know, my inwardnefs and love

Is very much unto the Prince and Claudio^

Yet, by mine honour, I will deal in this

As fecretly and juftly as your foul

Should with your body.

Leon, Being that 1 flow in grief.

The fmalleft twine may lead me. ^

Friar. 'Tis well confented, prefently away;
For to ftrange fores, ftrangely they ftrain the cure.

Come, lady, aie to live; this wedding day.

Perhaps, is but prolong'd : have patience and

endure. [ExeunL

SCENE
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' S . C E N E III.

Manent Benedick and Beatrice.

Bene. Lady Beatrice^ have you wept all this while?

Beat, Yea, and I will weep a while longer.

Bene. I will not defire that.

Beat. You have no reafon, I do it freely.

Bene. Surely, I do believe, your fair coufin is

• wrong'd.

Beat. Ah, how much might the man delerve of

me, that would right her

!

Bene, Is there any way to fhew fuch friendfhip ?

Beat, A very even way, but no fuch friend.

Bene. May a man do it ?

Beat, It is a plan's office, but not yours.

Bene, I do love nothing in the world fo well as

you ; is not that ftrange ?

Beat. As ftrange as the thing I know not ; it were
as poflible for me to fay, I loved nothing fo well as

you ; but believe me not and yet I lye not ; I con-

fefs nothing, nor I deny nothing. I am forry for

my coufin.

Bene, By my fword, Beatrice., thou lov'ft me.
Beat, Do not fwear by it, and eat it.

6 SCENE nr.] The poet, in my opinion, has flievvn agreat

deal of addrefs in this fcene. Beatrice here engages her lover to

revenge the injury done her coufin Hero: And without this very-

natural incident, confiderii g the character of Beatrice^ and that

the ftory of her Pallion ^or Benedick was all a fable, (he could never

have been eafily or naturally brought toconfefs ftie loved him, no:-

withftandingall the foregoing preparation. And yet, on this con-

fefTion, in this very place, depended the whole fuccefs of the

plot upon her and Benedick. For had llie not owned her lovs

here, they muft have foon found out the trick, and then the de-

fign of bringing them together had besn defeated ; and fhe

would never have owned a paffion Ihe had been only tricked into,

had not her defire of revenging her coufm's wrong made her

drop her capricious hunifour at once.

F 2 Bene,
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Bene. I will fwear by it that you love me and I

will make him eat it, that fays, I love not you.

Beat. Will you not eat your word ?

Bene. With no fauce that can be devis'd to it ; I

proteft, I love thee.

Beat, Why then, God forgive me.

Bene. What offence, {wttt Beatrice F

Beat. You have flay'd me in a happy hour*, I was

about to proteft, I lov'd you.

Bene. And do it with all thy heart.

Beat. I love you with fo much of my heart, that

none is left to proteft.

Bene. Come, bid me do any thing for thee.

Beat, Kill Claudio.

Bene. Ha ! not for the wide world.

Beat, You kill me to deny, farewel.

Bene. Tarry, fweet Beatrice.

Beat. I am gone, tho' I am here ; there is no love

in you nay, 1 pray you, let me go.

Bene. Beatrice^ •

Beat. In faith, I will go.

Bene. We'll be friends firft.

Beat. You dare eafier be friends with me, than

fight with mine enemy.

Bene. Is Claudio thine enemy }

Beat. Is he not approved in the height a villain,

that hath flander'd, fcorn'd, diftionour'd my kinfwo-

man ! O, that I were a man ! what ! bear her in hand

until they come to take hands, and then with publick

accuiation, uncover'd flander, unmitigated rancour —

^

O God, that I were a man ! I would eat his heart in

the market-place.

Bene. Hear me, Beatrice,

Beat. Talk with a man out at a window ?— a pro-

per faying

!

Bene, Nay, but Beatrice,

Beat.
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Beat. Sweet Hero! flie is wrong'd, flie is flander'd,

fhe is undone.

£ef2e. Beat,—
Beat. Princes and Counts ! furely, a princely tefti-

mony, a goodly count-com fedl, a Iweet gallant, fure-

ly ! O that I were a man for his fake! Or that I had

any friend would be a man for my fake ! but manhood
is melted into curtefies, valour into compliment, and

men are only turn'd into tongue, and trim ones too;

he is now as valiant as Hercules^ that only tells a lie,

and fwears it : I cannot be a man with wilhing, there-

fore 1 will die a woman with grieving.

Bene. Tarry, good Beatrice , by this hand, I love

thee.

Beat. Ufe it for my love fome other way than fwear-

ing by it.

Bene. Think you in your foul, the Count Claudio

hath wrong'd Hero ?

Beat. Yea, as fure as I have a thought or a foul.

Bene, Enough, I am engaged ; 1 will challenge

him, I will kifs your hand, and fo leave you j by this

hand, Claudio fhall render me a dear account; as you
hear of me, fo think of me ; go comfort your coufin;

I muft fay, fhe is dead, and fo farewel, [^Exeunt.

SCENE IV.

Changes to a Prifon,

Enter Dogberry, Verges, Borachio, Conrade, the

^own- Clerk and Sexton in Gowns,

21?. C/.T S our whole diflembly appear'd
A Dogb. O, a ftool and a cufhion for the fexton

!

Sexton. Which be the maIefa6lors ?

Verg. Marry, that am I and my Partner.

Dogb. Nay, that's certain, we have the exhibition

to examine.

F 3 Sexton*
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Sexton, But which are the offenders that are to be

examin'd ? let them come before mafter conftable.

To, CI. Yea, marry. Jet them come before me;
what Is your name, friend?

Bora. Borachio.

To. Cl. Pray, writedown, Borachio. Yours, Sirrah?

CG7ir, I am a gentleman, Sir, and my name is

Conrade.

To.Cl. Write dov/n, mafler gentleman Conrade

mafters, do you ferve God ?

Both. Yea, Sir, we hope.

To.CL Write down, that they hope they ferve

God : and write God firft : for God defend, but God
fhould go before fuch villains.—' Mailers, ir is proved

already that you are little better than falfe knaves,

and it will go near to be tho'ight fo fhortly \ how
anfwer you for yourfelves ?

Conr. Marry, Sirs, we fay, we are none.

To.Cl. " A marvellous witty fellow, I aflure you,
" but I will go about with him. Come you hither,

firrah, a v;ord in your ear, Sir ; I fay to you, it

is thought you are both falfe knaves."

Bora, Sir, I fay to you, w^e are none.

To. Cl. Well, (land afide; 'fore God, they are

both in a tale 5 have you writ down, that they are

none?"
Sexton, Mafter town- clerk, you go not the way to

examine, you muft call the watch that are their ac-

cufers.

To. CL Yea, marry, that's the defceft way, let

the Watch come forth ; maflers, I charge you in the

Prince's name accufe thefe men.

EfUer TVatcbmen.

I Watch. This man faid, Sir, that Don John the

Princess brother was a villain.

To.
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^o.Cl. Writedown, Prince John a villain; why

this is flat perjury, to call a Princess brother villain.

Bora. Maftcr town-clerk

^?. CI. Pray thee, fellow, Peace ; I do not like thy

look, I promife thee.

Sexton. What heard you him fay elfe ?

2 Watch. Marry, that he had received a thoufand

ducats of Don John.^ for accufing the lady Hero

wrongfully.

^o.CL Flat burglary, as ever was committed.

Dogh. Yea, by th'mafs, that it is.

Sexton. W^hat elfe, fellow ?

1 Watch. And that Count Claudio did mean, upon
his words, to difgrace Hero before the whole alTem-

bly, and not marry her.

CI. O villain ! thou wilt be condemned into

cverlafting redemption for this.

Sexton. What elfe }

2 Watch. This is all.

Sexton. And this is more, maders, than you can

deny. Prince John is this morning fecretly ftoll'n

away : Hero was in this manner accus'd, and in this

very manner refused, and upon the grief of this fud-

denly dy'd. Mafter Confiable, let thefe men be

bound and brought to Leonato I will go before, and
fliew him their examination.

Dogb. Come, let them be opinion'd.

7 Sexton. Let them be in hand. \^Exit,

Conr, Off, Coxcomb!
Dogb. God's my life, where's the Sexton? let him

write

7 Sexton. Let them he in the hands of Co?ccomh.'\ So the Editions.

Mr. Theobald gives the words to Conrade, and lays, But ^hy the

Sexton Jhould be fo pert upon his Brother Officers^ there feems no

reajon from anyfuperior qualifications in him ; or anyfujpicion he

fhenjos of knonjoing their ignorance. This is llrange. The Sexton
throughout fhews as good fenfe in their Examination as any Judge
upon the bench could do. And as to his fufpicion of their igno-

rance, he tells the Town- clerk That he goes not the avay to examine.

F 4 ^ . Thfi
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write down the Prince's officer Coxcomb : come, bind

them, thou naughty varlet.

Conr. Away ! you are an afs, you are an afs.—

-

Dogh. Doft thou not M^tSt my place? doft thou

not fufped my years ? O, that he were here to write

me down an afs ! but, mafters, remember, that I am
an afs *, though it be not written down, yet forget not

that I am an afs; no, thou villain, ihou art full of

piety, as fhall be prov'd upon thee by good witrtfs ;

1 am a wife fellow, and which is more, an officer;

*' and which is more, an houfholder *, and which is

" more, as pretty a piece of fiefh as any in Meffina,

and one that knows the law ; go to, and a rich

fellow enough ; go to, and a fellow that hath had
" lofles •, and one that hath two gowns, and every

thing handfome about him ; bring him away ; O,
that 1 had been writ down an afs! [_Exeunt,

The meannefs of his name hindered our Editor from feeing the

Goodnefs of his Senfe. But this Sexton was an Ecciefiallic of one

of the inferior Orders called the Sacrijiauy and not a Brother Of-
Jicer, as the Editor calls him. I fuppofe the book from wnence

the Poet took his fubjedt was fome old EngUJh novei tranflated

from the Italian, where the word Sagriftano was rendered Sexton,

As in Fairfax''& Godfrey of Boulogne ;

When Phoebus next unclos'd his ivakeful eye^

Up rofe the Sexton of that place prtphane.

The paffage then in quePrion is to be read thus.

Sexton. Let them he in hand. \Bxit,

Conr. Ojfy Coxcomb!
Dogherry would have them pinion'd. The Sexton fays, it was
fufticient if they were kept in fafe cuftody, and then goes out.

"When one of the watchmen comes up to bind them, Conrade fays.

Off, Coxcomb ! as he fays afterwards to theConilable, Anvay ! you

are an afs.—But the Editor adds,7';^^' old^arto ga<ve me the firfi
umbrage for placing it to Conrade. What thefe words mean I

don't know : But 1 fufped the old Quarto divides the paflage as

I have done.

ACT
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ACTV. SCENE I.

Before Leonato*^ Houfe,

Enter Leonato and Antonio.

Antonio.

IF you go on thus, you will kill yourfelf;

And 'cis not wifdotn thus to lecond grief

Againft your felf.

Leon. I pray thee, ceafc thy counfel.

Which falls into mine ears as profitlefs

As water in a fieve ; give not me counfel.

Nor let no Comforter delight mine ear,

But fuch a one whofe wrongs do fuite with mine.

Bring me a father, that fo lov'd his child,

Whofe joy of her is overwhelm'd like mine.

And bid him fpeak of patience

;

JViCafure his woe the length and breadth of mine,

And let it anfwer every ftrain for (train

:

As thus for thus, and fuch a grief for fuch.

In every lineament, branch, fhape and form.

If fuch a one will fmile and ftroke his beard,

(a) And Sorrow waive ; cry, hem ! when he fhould groan;
' Patch grief with proverbs; make misfortune drunk
* With candle-wafters ; bring him yet to me,
* And I of him will gather patience.

* But there is no fuch man ; for, brother, men
* Can counfel, and give comfort to that grief

' Which they themfelves not feel ; but tailing it,

* Their counfel turns to paiTion, which before
* Would give preceptial medicine to rage

;

* Fetter ftrong madnefs in a filken thread j

(a) And Sorrow n^jaive Oxf. Editor.—Vulg. And forro<w

« Charm
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* Charm ach with air, and agony with words.
* No, no 'tis all mens office to fpeak patience

' To thole, that wring under the load of forrow ;

* But no man's virtue, nor fufficiency,

^ To be lb moral, when he fhall endure
* The like himfelt j therefore give me no counfel \

^ My griefs cry louder than advertifcment.

Ant> Therein do men from children nothing differ.

Lcon. I pray thee, peace ; I will be flelli and

blood i

* For there was never yet philofopher,

* That could endure the tooth-ach patiently;

' ' However they have writ the ftyle of Gods,
' * And made a pifh at chance and fufferance.

Ant, Yet bend not all the harm upon yourfelf:

Make thofe, that do offend you, fuffer too.

hton. There thou fpeak'ft reafon ; nay, I will do fo.

My foul doth tell me. Hero is bely'd

;

And that fhall Claudio knov/, fo fhall the Prince i

And all of them, that thus dillionour her.

S C E N E II.

Enter Don Pedro, and Claudio.

Ant, Here comes the Prince and Claudia haftily.

Pedro» Good den, good den.

Claud, Good day to both of you.

Leon. Hear you, my lords ?

Pedro. We have fome hafte, Leonato.

Leon. Some hafte, my lord I well, fare you well,

my lord.

1 Ho'we'uer ths^f ha've njorit the ilyle of Gods,] This alludes to

the extravagant nties the Stoics gave their wife man. Sapiens ille

Diis, expari^ 'vi'vit. Senec. Ep. 59. Jupiter quo antecedit

fjirum hoiiutn? diutius bonus eji. Sapiens nihilo js minoris ajii-

mat.— Deus »o» 'L'/'K^/V Sapieniem felicitate. Ep. 73.

2 Arid made a ^ifo at chance and fufferance. J Alludes to their

tamous Aj'dthy.

Are
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Are you fo hafty now ? well, all is one.

Fedro, Nay, do not quarrel with us, good old man.

Ant, If he could right himfelf with quarrelling,

Some of us would lye low.

Claud. Who wrongs him }

Leon, Marry, thou doft wrong me, thou diflembler,

thou

!

Nay, never lay thy hand upon thy fword,

I fear thee not.

Claud. Marry, befhrew my hand.

If it fhouid give your age fuch caufe of fear;

In faith, my hand miCant nothing to my fword.

Leon, l iifh, tufh, man, never fleer and jell at me;
I fpeak not like a dotard, nor a fool

;

As, under privilege of age, to brag

What I have done being young, or what would do.

Were I not old: know, Claudio^ to thy head,

Thou haft fo wrong'd my innocent child and me.
That I am forc'd to lay my reverence by

;

And, with grey hairs, and bruife of many days.

Do challenge thee to tryal of a man ;

I fay, thou haft bely'd mine innocent child.

Thy ftander hath gone through and through her heart;

And fhe lyes bury'd with her anceftors,

O, in a tomb where never fcandal flept,

Save this of hers, fram'd by thy villany

!

Claud. My villany?

Leon. Thine, Claudia ; thine, I fay.

Pedro. You fay not right, old man,
Leon. My lord, my lord,

ril prove it on his body, if he dare;

Defpight his nice fence and his adive pradice.

His May of youth, and bloom of luftyhood.

Claud. Away, I will not have to do with you.

Leon. Canft thou fo dofFe me thou haft kill'd my
child ;

If thou kill'ft me, boy, thou fhalt kill a man*

Ant.
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^ Ant. He fhall kill two of us, and men indeed %

Bat that's no matter, let him kill one firfl:

;

Win me and wear me, let him anfwer me;
Come, follow me, boy ; come, boy, follow me

;

Sir boy, I'll whip you from your foining fence j

Nay, as I am a gentleman, I will.

Leon, Brother,

Ant, Content your felf ; God knows, I lov'd my
Neice

;

And fhe is dead, flander'd to death by villains.

That dare as well anfwer a man, indeed.

As 1 dare take a ferpent by the tongue.

Boys, apes, braggarts, jacks, milkfops!

Leon. Brother Anthony

Ant. Hold you content j what, man? I know
them, yea.

And what they weigh, even to the utmofi: fcruple:

" Scambling, out-facing, fafhion-mongring boys,

" That lye, and cog, and flout, deprave and flander.

Go antickly, and fhow an outward hideoufnefs.

And fpeak off half a dozen dangerous words,
*' How they might hurt their enemies, if they durfl:>

" And this is all."

Leon, But, brother Anthony.^—
Ant. Come, 'tis no matter

;

Do not you meddle, let me deal in this.

3 Ant. He Jhall kill tnuo of us, &;c.] This Brother Anthony is the

trueft pifture imaginable of human nature. He had afTumed the

Charader of a Sage to comfort his Brother, o'erwhelm'd with

grief for his only daughter's affront and difhonoiir ; and had fe-

verely reproved him for not commanding his paffion better on

fo trying an occafion. Yet, immediately after this, no fooner does

}ie begin to fufpefl that his Jge and Valour are flighted, but he

falls into the moit intemperate rit of rage himfelf : and all his Bro-

ther can do or fay is not of power to pacify him. This is copy-

ing narure with a pene ration and exadnefs of Judgment peculiar

to Shake/pear. As to the exprefiion, too, of his paflion, nothing

can be more highly painted.

Pedro,
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Pedro, Gentlemen both, ^ we will not wrack your

patience.

My heart is forry for your daughter's death

;

But, on my Honour Ihe was charg'd with nothing

But what was true, and very full of proof.

Leon. My lord, my lord •

Pedro, I will not hear you.

Leon, No ! come, brother, away, I will be heard.

Ant, And fhall, or fome of us will fmart for it.

[Exeunt amho,

SCENE III.

Enter Benedick.

Pedro, See, fee, here comes the man we went to

feek.

Claud, Now, Signior, what news?

Bene. Good day, my lord.

Pedro, Welcome, Signior ; you are almoft come
to part almoft a fray.

Claud, We had like to have had our two nofes

fnapt off with two old men without teeth.

Pedro, Leonato and his brother j what think'ft thou ?

had we fought, 1 doubt, we fhould have been too

young for them.

Bene, In a falfe quarrel there is no true valour : I

came to feek you both.

Claud, We have been up and down to feek thee

;

for we are high-proof melancholy, and would fain

have it beaten away : wilt thou ufe thy wit.?

' Bene, It is in my fcabbard ; fhall I draw it ?

Pedro. Doft thou wear thy wit by thy fide ?

4 ^ve ^ill not \w AViE your patience.'] This conveys a fentiment

that the fpeaker would by no means have implied, That the pa-

tience of the two Old men was not exercifed, but afleep, which
upbraids them for infenfibiliry under their wrong. Shake/pear

mull have wrote We i>:ill v9t wrack,, i e. deftroy your pa-

tience by tantalizing you,

Claui.
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Claui. Never any did fo, though very many have

been befide their wit. I will bid thee draw, as we do
the minftreJs; draw, to pleafure us.

Pedro. As I am an honeft man, he looks pale : art

thou fick or angry ?

Claud. What ! courage, man : what tho' care kill'd

a cat, thou haft mettle enough in thee to kill care.

Bene. Sir, I fhall meet your wit in the career, if

you charge it againft me.— I pray you, chufe another

iubjecl:.

Claud. 5 Nay. then give him another ftaff ; this laft

was broke crofs.

Pedro. By this light, he changes more and more

:

1 think, he be angry, indeed.

Claud. IF he be, he knows how to turn his girdle.

Bene. Shall I jpeak a v/ord in your ear ?

Claud. God biefs me from a challenge!

Bene. You are a villain ; I jeft not. I will make it

good how you dare, with what you dare, and when
you dare. Do me right, or I will proteft your cow-
ardife. You have kili'd a fweet lady, and her death

fhall fall heavy on you. Let me hear from you.

Claud. Well, I will meet you, fo I m.ay have good
cheer.

Pedro. What, a feaft ?

Claud, 1 'faith, I thank him he hath bid me to a

calves-head and a capon, the which if I do not carve

moft curioufiy, fay, my knife's naught. Shall I not

find a woodcock too ^.

Bene. Sir, your wit ambles well ; it goes eafily.

Pedro, ril tell thee, how Beatrice prais'd thy wit

the other day: I faid, thou hadft a fine wit; right,

fays fhe, a fine little one •, no, faid I, a great wit % juft,

faid fhe, a great grof^ one ; nay, faid I, a good wit;

juft, faid fhe, it hurts no body ; nay, faid I, the gen-

5 Ka)\ then ginje him anotherf.a^\ &rc ] Allufion to jilting.

See note, As y::: liks it. Ad 3. Scene 10.

tleman
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tleman is wife ; certain, faid fhe, a wife gentleman ;

nay, faid I, he hath the tongues j that I believe, faid

fhe, for he fwore a thing to me on Monday night,

which he forfwore on 'Tuefday morning there's a

double tongue, there's two tongues. I'hus did fhe

an hour together trans-lhape thy particular virtues

;

yet, at laft, Ihe concluded with a figh, thou waft the

propcreft man in Italy.

Claud, For the which fhe wept heartily, and faid,

fhe car'd not.

Pedro. Yea, that Ihe did ; but yet for all that, and

if fhe did not hate him deadly, .Ihe would love him
dearly \ the old man's daughter told us all.

Claud. All, all *, and moreover, Godfaw him when
he was hid in the garden,

Pedro, But when fhall we fet the falvage bull's

horns on the fenfible Benedick^s head ?

Claud. Yea, and text underneath. Here dwells

Benedick the married man.

Bene, Fare you well, boy, you know my mind;
I will leave you now to your gofTip-like humour;
you break jefts as braggarts do their blades, which,

God be thank'd, hurt nor. My lord, for your many
courtefies I thank you ; I muft difcontinue your com-
pany*, your brother, the baftard, is fled from MeJ[ma\
you have among you killed a fweet and innocent lady.

For my lord lack-beard there, he and I fhall meet

;

and *till then, peace be with him! Benedick.

Pedro, He is in earneft.

Claud, In moft profound earneft, and, I'll warrant

you, for the love of Beatrice.

Pedro. And hath challeng'd thee?

Qaud. Moft fincerely.

Pedro, ^ What a pretty thing man is, when he goes

in his doublet and hofe, and leaves off his wit!

SCENE
6 What a pretty thing man is, ifjhen he goes in his doublet and

hofe, and Uai'es off hisnjjitl^ It was efteemcd a mark of levity

and
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SCENE IV.

Enter Dogberry, Verges, Conrade and Borachio

guarded,

Claud, He is then a giant to an ape; but then is

an ape a do6tor to fuch a man.

Pedro, Bur, foft you. Jet me fee, pluck up my
heart and be lad j did he not fay, my brother was

fled?

Dogh. Come, you. Sir; if juftice cannot tame you,

flie fhall ne'er weigh more reafons in her balance;

nay, an you be a curfing hypocrite once, you muft be
looked to.

Pedro, How now, two of my brother's men bound ?

Borachio^ one ?

Claud, Hearken after their offence, my lord.

Pedro. Officers, what offence have thefe men done ?

Dogb, Marry, Sir, they have committed falfe re-

port j moreover, they have fpoken untruths ; fe-

condarily, they are (landers ; fixth and laftly, they

have bely'd a lady ; thirdly, they have verity'd un-

juft things ; and, to conclude, they are lying knaves.

Pedro, Firfl, I ask thee v/hat they have done;

thirdly, I ask thee what's their offence; fixth and laft-

ly, why they are committed ; and, to conclude, what

you lay to their charge

Claud. Rightly reafon'd, and in his own divifion ;

and, by my troth, there's one meaning well fuited.

Pedro, Whom have you offended, mafters, that

you are thus bound to your anfwer? This learned

conftable is too cunning to be underftood. What's

your offence ^

and want of becoming gravity, at that time, gp i?t the douhiei

and hofcy and leaqje off the cloak, to which this well turn'd ex-

frejjion alludes. The thought is, that love makes a man as ridi-

cuiOU'^, and expofes him as naked as being in the doublet and

hole wiihout a cloak.

Bora,
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Bora. Sweet Prince, let me go no further to mine

anfwcr : do you hear me, and let this Count kill me:
I havedecciv'd even your very eyes-, what your wil^

doms could not difcover, thefe lhallow fools have

brought to light, who in the night overheard me con-

felFing to this man, how Don John your brother in^

ccns'd me to flander the Jady Hero \ how you were

brought mto the orchard, and faw me court Margaret

in Hero's garments ; how you difgrac'd her, when you

fhould marry her ; my villany they have upon record,

which 1 had rather feal with my death, than repeat

over to my fhame ; the lady is dead upon mine and

my mafter's falfe accufation ; and briefly, I defire

nothing but the reward of a villain.

Pedro. Runs not this fpeech like iron through your

blood ?

Claud, I have drunk poifon, while he utter'd it.

Pedro. But did my brother fct thee on to this?

Bora. Yea, and paid me richly for the practice of it.

Pedro. He is compos'd and fram'd of treachery.

And fled he is upon this villany.

Claud. Sweet Hero I now thy image doth appear

In the rare femblance that I lov'd it firft.

Dogb. Come, bring away the Plaintifl^s; by this

time, our Sexton hath reform'd Signior Leonato of
the matter ; and makers do not forget to fpecifie,

when time and place fhall ferve, that I am an als.

Verg. Here, here comes mafter Signior Leonato.^ and
the Sexton too.

SCENE V.

Enter Leonato and Sexton,

Leon, Which is the villain? let me fee his eyesj

That when I note another man like him,

I may avoid him ; which of thefe is he?"
Bora. If you would know your wronger, look on me.
Vol.. II. G Leon,
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Leon. Art thou, art thou the flave, that with thy

brdath

Haft kill'd mine innocent child ?

Bora. Yea, even I alone.

Leon, No, not fo, villain; thou bely'ft thy felf

;

Here ftand a pair of honourable men,

h third is fled, that had a hand in it:

I thank you, Princes, for my daughter's death ;

Record it with your high and worthy deeds;

'Twas bravely done, if you bethink you of it.

Claud. \ know not how to pray your patience.

Yet I muft fpeak: chufe your revenge your lelf;

Impofe me to what penance your invention

Can lay upon my fin; yet finn'd I not,

But in miftaking.

Pedro. By my foul, nor I

;

And yet, to fatisiic this good old man,

I would bend under any heavy Vv'eight,

That he'll enjoyn m.e to.

Leon. You cannot bid my daughter live again.

That were impoflible; but, I pray you both,

Poffefs the People in Meffina here

How innocent fhe dy'd ; and if your love

Can labour aught in fad invention,

Hang her an Epitaph upon her tomb.

And fing it to her bones ; fing it to night:

To morrow morning come you to my houfe,

• And fince you could not be my fon- in-law.

Be yet my nephew; my brother hath a daughter,

Almofl: the copy of my child that's dead.

And fhe alone is heir to both of us

;

Give her the Right you fliould have given her Coufin,

And fo dies mv revenge.

Claud. O noble Sir

!

Your over-kindnefs doth wring tears from mc:
I do embrace your ofi^er; and difpole

For henceforth of poor Clandio.

Leon.
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heon. To morrow then i will cxpeft your Coming,

To night I take my leave. This naughty man
Shall face to face be brought to Margaret^

Who, 1 believe, was pack'd in all this wrong,

Hir'd to it by your brother.

Bora, No, by my foul, (he was not;

Nor knew not what flie did, when (he fpoke to me.

But always hath been juft and virtuous,

In any thing that 1 do know by her.

Dogh. Moreover, Sir, which indeed is not under

white and black, this plaintiff here, the offender, did

call me afs : I befeech you, let it be remembred in his

punifliment j and alio the watch heard them talk of
one 'Deformed: they fay, " he wears a key in his

ear, and a lock hanging by it ; and borrows money
^' in God's name, the which he hath us'd fo long,
" and never paid, that now men grow hard-hearted,

" and will lend nothing for God's fake. Pray you,

*V examine him upon that point."

Leon, I tharik thee for thy care and honed pains.

Dogh. Your Worfhip fpeaks like a moft thankful

and reverend youth ; and I praife God for you
Leon. There's for thy pains.

7 he tveaf-s a key in his ear, and a lock hanging by it ; anii

horro-jos money in God's name,^ There could not be a plealanter

ridicule on die fafhion, than tne conftable's defcant on his own
blunder. They heard the confpirators fatyrize the fajhion ;

Whom they took to be a man, iirnamed, Deformed. This the

conftable applies with exquifite humour to the courtiers, in a

defcriptioh of one of the melt fantaftical fafiiions of that time,

the men's wearing rings in their ears, and indulging a favourite

lock of hair which was brought before, and tied with ribbons,

and called a Lo've-lock. Againit this falhion William Prinn wrote

his treatife, called, "The unloveelynefs of Lo-^e locks. To this fan-

taftick mode Fletcher alludes in his Cupid''s Re-venge This

morning I brought him a nenjj peri-ivig luith a lock at it And
yonder s a felloe co?ne has bored a hole in his ear. And agaift

\ti his Woman-hater -— If 1 could endure an ear vjith a hole in

it, or a platted lock, ^c,

G 2 BogK
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Dogh, God fave the foundation !

Leon. Go, I difcharge thee of thy prifoner and I

thank thee.

Dogh, \ leave an errant knave with your Worfhip,

which, I befeech your Worfhip, to corred your felf,

for the example of others. God keep your Worfhip,

1 wifh your Worfhip well : God reflore you to health ;

I humbly give you leave to depart ; and if a merry

meeting may be wif}i*d, God prohibit it. Come,
neighbour. [Exeunt.

Leon. Until to morrow morning, Lords, farewel.

Ant, Farewel, my Lords ; we look for you to

morrow.
Pedro. We will not fail.

Claud, To night I'll mourn with Hero,

Leon. Bring you thefe fellows on, we'll talk with

Margaret.^

How her acquaintance grew with this lewd fellow.

[Exeunt feverally.

S C E N E VL

Changes to Leonato'j Houfe,

Enter Benedick, and Margaret.

Bene.TiK thee, fweet Miftrefs Margaret, dc-

^ ferve well at my hands, by helping me to

the fpeech of Beatrice.

Marg. Will you then write me a fonnet in praife of

tny beauty

Bine. In fo high a ftyle, Margaret., that no man
living fhall come over it ; for, in moll comely truth,

thou deferveft it.

Marg. To have no Man come over me ? why fhall

I always keep above flairs ?

Bene, Thy wit is as quick as the greyhound's mouth,

it catches.

Marg.
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Marg, And yours as blunt as the fencer's foils, which

hit, but hurt not.

Bene, A molt manly wit, Margaret^ it will not

hurt a woman ; and fo, I pray thee, call Beatrice \ I

give thee the bucklers.

Marg, Give us the fwordsj we have bucklers of

our own.

Bene, If you ufe them, Margaret^ you muft put in

the pikes with a vice, and they are dangerous weapons

for maids,

Marg. Well, I will call Beatrice to you, who, I

think, hath legs. [i^,?^// Margaret.

Bene. And therefore will come. [Sings. The God

of love^ that fits ahove^ and knows me^ and knows tne^

how pitiful I deferve^ 1 mean, in finging j but

in loving, Leander the good fwimmer, Uroilus the

firft employer of pandars, and a whole book full of

thefe quondam carpet-mongers, whole names yet run

fmoothly in the even road of a blank verfe; why,
they were never (b truly turn'd over and over, as my
poor felf, in love ; marry, I cannot fhew it in rhime j

I have try'd; I can find out no rhime to lady hue

hahy^ an innocent's rhime ; for fcorn^ horn, a hard

rhime ; for fchool^fool^ a babling rhime; very ominous
endings ; no, i was not born under a rhiming planet,

for 1 cannot woo in feftival terms.

SCENE VIL

Enter Beatrice.

Sweet Beatrice^ would* 11 thou come when J call thee ?

Beat. Yea, Signior, and depart when you bid me.
Bene, O, Itay but *till then.

Beat, Then, is fpoken ; fare you well now ; and
yet ere I go, let me go with that i came for, which
is, with knowing what hath paft between you and
Claudio.

G 3 Bene,
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Bene, Only foul words, and thereupon I will kifs

thee.

Beat, Foul words are but foul wind, and foul wind

is but foul breath, and foul breath is noifomcj there-

fore I will depart unkift.

Bene, Thou haft frighted the word out of its right

fenfe, fo forcible is thy wit \ but, I mufl: tell thee plain-

ly, Claudio undergoes my challenge; and either Imufl:

fhortly hear from him, or I will fubfcribe him a

coward •, and I pray thee, now tell me, for which of

rny bad parts didft'thou Hrft fall in love with me?
Beat. For them all together \ which maintained fo

politick a ftate of evil, that they will not admit any

good part to intermingle with them : but for which

of my good parts did you firft fuffer love for me?
Bene. Suffer love ! a good epithet ; I do fuffer love,

indeed, for I love thee againfl: my will.

Beat, infpightof your heart, I think ; alas! poor

heart, if you fpight it for my fake, I will fpight it

for yours j for 1 will never love that, which my friend

hates.

Bene. Thou and I are too wife to woo peaceably.

Beat. It appears not in this confeffion there's not

one wife man among twenty that will praife hiai-

felf.

Bene. " An old, an old inftance, Beatricey that

liv'd ^ in the time of good neighbours;" if a man
do no-t ereft in this age his own tomb ere he dies, he

fhall live no longer in monuments, than the bells

ring, and the widow weeps.

' Beat. And how long is that, think you ?

Bene. ^ Queftion ?—- why, an hour in clamour, and a

quarter

8 in the time of good neighbours (\ \. e. When men were not

envious, buc every one gave another his due. The reply is ex-

tremely humourous.

9 Queflion? wchy, an hour^ &;c ] i.e. What a queftion*£ there,

or what a fooLih queflion do you ask. But the Oxford Editor

not
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quarter in rhewm ; therefore it is mofl: expedient for

the wife, if Don worm (his confcience) find no im-

pediment to the contrary, to be the trumpet of his

own virtues, as I am to my felf , fo much for praifing

my felf j who, I my felf will bear witnefs, is praife-

worthy ; and now tell me, how doth your Coufin?

Beat. Very ill.

Bene, And how do you ?

Beat, Very ill too.

Bene, Serve God, love me, and mend; there will

I leave you too, for here comes one in hafte.

Enter Urfula.

Vrfu. Madam, you muft come to your uncle ; yon-

der's old coil at home ; it is proved, my lady Hero
hath been falfely accus'd ; the Prince and Claudio

mightily abus'd ; and Don John is the author of all,

who is fled and gone : will you come prefently ?

Beat, Will you go hear this news, Signior ?

Bene. I will live in thy eyes, die in thy jap, and be
bury'd in thy heart j and moreover I will go with

thee to thy uncle. [Exeunt.

SCENE VIII.

Changes to a Church.

Enter Don Pedro, Claudio, and Attendants with
tapers,

Claud,T S this the monument of Leonato^
A Attend. It is, my lord.

not underllanding this phrafe, contrafted into a fingle word,
(of which we have many inftances in EnglijT?) has fairly ftruck

it out.

EPITAPH.
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EPITAPH.
Done to death by Jlanderous tongues

fi^ai the Hero, that here lyes :

Death, in guerdon of her wrongs

y

Gives herfame which never dies.

So the life^ that dfd withfhame^
Lives in death with glorious fame.
Hang thou there upon the tomh^

Praifing her when I am dumb,

Claud, Now mufick found, and fing your folemn

hymn. SONG.
"Pardon^ Goddefs of the nighty

Thofe that flew thy virgin knight ;

for the whichy with Jongs of woe^

Round about her tomb they go.

Midnighty affifl our moan \

Help us tofigh and groan

Heavilyy heavily:

GraveSy yawn andyieldyour dead,

*Ti/l death be uttered^

Heavily^ heavily.

Claud. Now unto thy bones good night

!

Yearly will I do this Right.

Pedro, Good morrow, mafters, put your torches out j

The wolves have prey'dj and, look, the gentle

day, "

Before the wheels of Phabus^ round about

Dapples the drowfie eaft with fpots of grey

:

Thanks to you all, and leave us ; fare you well.

Claud, Good morrow, mafters ; each his feveral way.
Pedro. Come, let us hence, and put on other weeds;

And then to Leonatoh we will go,

Claud,
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Claud, * And Hymtn now with luckier ifluc fpeed*s,

Than this, for whom we render'd up this, woe

!

{Exeunt.

SCENE IX.

Changes to LeonatoV Houfe,

Enter Leonato, Benedick, Margaret, Urfula,

Antonio, Friar, and Hero.

Pmr.T^ID I not tell you, fhe was innocent?

Leon. So are the Prince and ClaudiOy who
accus*d her,

Upon the error that you heard debated.

'Bui Margaret was in fome fault for this;

Although againlt her will, as it appears,

In the true courfe of all the queftion.

Jnt, Well *, I am glad, that all things fort fo well.

Bene, And fo am 1, being elfe by faith enforc'd

To call young Claudio to a reckoning for it.

Leon, Well, Daughter, and you gentlewomen all.

Withdraw into a chamber by your felves.

And when I fend for you, come hither mask'd :

The Prince and Claudio promis'd by this hour

To vifit me ; you know your office, brother.

You muft be father to your brother's daughter.

And give her to young Claudio, [Exeunt Ladies,

Ant, Which I will do with confirm'd countenance.

Bene, Friar, I muft intreat your pains, I think.

Friar. To do what, Signior ?

Bene, To bind me, or undo me, one of them

:

1 And Hymen nonv <with luckier ijfue fpeeds,

T^han th'is^ for nvhom ive render''d up this Woe.'\ Claudio

could not know, without being a prophet, that this new-propos'd

match {hould have any luckier event than that delignM with

Hero. Certainly, therefore, this Ihould be a wifli in Claudio \

and, to this end, the poet might have wrote, fpeed's\ i. e. fpeed

us: and fo it becomes a prayer to Hymen. Dr. ^hirlby.

Signior
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Signior Leonato^ truth it is, good Signior,

Your neice regards me with an eye of favour.

Leon, That eye my daughter lent her, 'tis moft

true.

Bene, And I do with an eye of love requite her.

Leon, The fight whereof, I think, you had from
me,

From Qaudio and the Prince ; but what's your will ?

Bene. Your anfwer, Sir, is enigmatical ;

But for my will, my will is, your good will

May Hand with ours, this day to be conjoin'd

r th' fbate of honourable marriage ;

In which, good Friar, I fhall defire your help.

Leon, My heart is with your liking.

Friar. And my help.

SCENE X.

Enter Don Pedro and Claud io, with Attendants.

Pedro, Good morrow to this fair aflembly.

Leon. Good morrow, Prince; good morrow,
ClatidiOy

We here attend you; are you yet determined

To day to marry with my brother's daughter ?

Claud, I'll hold my mind, were fhe an Ethiope.

Leon, Call her forth, brother, here's the Friar ready.

[^Exit Antonio.

Pedro, Good morrow, Benedick ^ why, what's the

matter.

That you have fuch a February-hct.,

So full of froft, of florm and cloudinefs?

Claud, I think, he thinks upon the favage bull :

Tufh, fear not, man, we'll tip thy horns with gold.

And fo all Europe fhall rejoice at thee

;

As once Europa did at lufty Jove^

When he would play the noble beaft in love.

Bene,
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Bene. Bull JovCy Sir, had an amiable low.

And fomc fuch ftrange bull leapt your father's cow 5

And got a calf, in that fame noble feat.

Much like to you j for you havejufl: his bleat.

SCENE XI.

Enter Antonio, with Hero, Beatrice, Margaret, and

Urfula, mask\i,

Claud.. For this I owe you*, here come other

recknings.

Which is the lady I mufl: ferze upon ?

Ant. This fame is fhe, and 1 do give you her.

Ciaud. Why, then fhe's mine; Sweet, let me fee

your face.

Leon, No, that you fhall nor, 'till you take her

hand

Before this Friar, and fwear to marry her.

Claud. Give me your hand ; before this holy Friar^

I am your husband if you like of me.

Hero, And when 1 liv'd, I was your other wife.

[Unmaskingi

And when you lov'd, you were my other husband.

Claud. Another Hero?

Hero. Nothing certainer.

One Hero dy'd defil'd, but I do live

;

And, furely, as I live, I am a maid.

Pedro. The former Hero I Hero^ that is dead !

Leon. She dy'd, my lord, but whiles her flander

liv'd.

Friar. All this amazement can I qualifie.

When, after that the holy rites are ended,

ril tell thee largely of fair Heroes death

:

Mean time let wonder fcem familiar,

And to the chappel let us prefently.

Bene. Soft and fair, fnar.^ Which \% Beatrice? •

Beat.
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Beat, I anfwer to that name ; what is your will ?

Bene, Do not you love me ?

Beat, Why, no, no more than reafon.

Bene, Why, then your Uncle, and the Prince, and
QaudiOy have been deceiv'd ; they fwore, you did.

Beat. Do not you love me ?

Bene, Troth, no, no more than reafon.

Beat, Why, then my Coufin, Margaret ^.n^UrfuIa^

Have been deceiv'd ; for they did fwear, you did.

Bene, They fwore, you were almoft fick for me.

Beat, They fwore, you were well-nigh dead for

me.

Bene, 'Tis no matter ; then you do not love me
Beat, No, truly, but in friendly recompence,

Leon, Come, Coufin, I am fure, you love the gen-

tleman.

Claud, And I'll be fworn upon't, that he loves

her

;

For here's a paper written in his hand,

A halting fonnet of his own pure brain,

Fafhion'd to Beatrice,

Hero. And here's another,

Writ in my Cou fin's hand, ftolen from her pocket,

Containing her affection unto Benedick,

Bene, A miracle ! here's our own hands againft our

hearts ; come, I will have thee ; but, by this light, I

take thee for pity.

Beat, * I would not deny you ; but, by this good

day, I yield upon great perfuafion, and partly to fave

your

2 I ivould r\ot denyyouy &c .] Mr. Theobald hy^y is not this

mock-reafoning ? She avould not deny him, but that Jhe yields upon

great perfuajion. In changing the Negative I make no doubt but

I have retrieij d the poeis humour: and Co changes not into yet.

Bat is not this a Mock Critic? who could not lee that the plain

obvious fenfe of the common reading was this, i cannot find in

my heart to deny you, but for all that I yield, after having Hood

out great perfualicns to fubmiirion. He had faid, / take theefor
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your life for as I was told, you were in a confump-

tion.

Bene. Peace, I will flop your mouth.

[Kiffing her,

Pedro. How doft thou. Benedick^ the married

man?
Bene. I'll tell thee what, Prince ; a College of wit-

crackers cannot flout me out of my humour: doft thou

think, I care for a fatire, or an epigram ? no :
" if a

man will be beaten with brains, he fliall wear no-

thing handfome about him in brief, fmce I do
purpofe to marry, I will think nothing to any purpofe

that the world can fay againil it ; and therefore never

flout at me, for what 1 have faid againft it ; for man
is a giddy thing, and this is my conclufion ; for thy

parr, Claudio^ I did think to have beaten thee; but

in that thou art like to be my kinfman, live unbruis'd,

and love my coufin.

Claud. 1 had well hoped, thou would ft have denied

Beatrice., that I might have cudgell'd thee out of thy

Angle life, to make thee a double dealer ; which, out

of queftion, thou wilt be, if my Coufin do not look

exceeding narrowly to thee.

Bene. Come, come, we are friends; let's have a

Dance ere we are marry*d, that we may lighten our

own hearts, and our wives heels.

Leon. We'll have dancing afterwards.

Bene. Firft, o' rtiy word ; therefor-e, play, mufick.

Prince, thou art fad, get thee a wife, get thee a wife;

there is no ftaff more reverend than one tipt with

horn.

fity, (he replies. I ih-ould not deny thee. i.e. I take thee for pity

too : bat as I live I am won to this compliance by importunity of
friends. Mr. Theobald by altering not to yet makes it fuppofed,

that he had been importunaie, and that Jhe had often denied;

which wai not the caic,

Enter
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Enier MeJJcnger.

MeJJ. My Lord, your brother Joc^, is ti'en In

flight.

And brought with armed men back to Mejjlna.

Bene. Think not on him 'till tomorrow: 1*11 de-

vife thee brave punifliments for him. Strike up,

Pipers. [Dance.

\E?!eunt amfjej.

THE
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Merchant of Venice.

ACT I. SCENE I.

u4 Sfreef in Venice.

Enter Anthonio, Solarino, and Salanio.

Anthonio.

N 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

borOj

I am to learn

And fuch a want-wit fadnefs makes of me.

That I have much ado to know my felf.

Sal. Your mind is tolling on the ocean ;

There, where your ^ Argofies with portly Sail,

Like figniors and rich burghers on the flood,

I ArgofiBy a (hip from Argo. Mr. Tote,

Vol. II. H Or
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Or as it were the pageants of the Sea^

Do over-peer the petty traffickers,

That curtfie to them, do them reverence,

As they fly by them with their woven wings,

Sola, BeHeve me, Sir, had I fuch venture forth.

The better part of my affedlions would

Be with my hopes abroad. I fhould be ftill

Plucking the grafs, to know where fits the wind

Peering in maps for ports, and peers, and roads

;

And every objedl, that might make me fear

Misfortune to my ventures, out of doubt.

Would make me fad.

Sal, My wind, cooling my broth.

Would blow me to an ague, when I thought

What harm a wind too great might do at fea.

I fhould not fee the fandy hour-glafs run.

But I fhould think of fhallows and of fiats

;

And fee my wealthy Andrew dock'd in fand,

Vailing her high top lower than her ribs.

To kifs her burial. Should I go to church,

And fee the holy edifice of fl.one,

And not bethink me fi:rait of dang'rous rocks ?

Which, touching but my gentle vefi^el's fide,

Would fcatter all the fpices on the fiream.

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 fiiall I lack the thought,

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

But tell not me ; I know, Anthomo

Is fad to think upon his merchandize.

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

My ventures are not in one bottom trufied.

Nor to one place ; nor is my whole eftate

Upon the fortune of this prelent year

:

Therefore, my merchandize makes me not fad.

Sola, Why then you are in love.

Anth.
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yinth. Fie, fie!

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

Becaule you are not merry ; and 'twere as eafy

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

Bscaufe 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 eyeSj

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

And others of fuch vinegar-afped,

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

" Though iV-?/?(7r fwear, the jeft be laughable.'*

Enter Bafianio, Lorenzo and Gratiano.

Sal. Here comes Bajfanio^ your mod noble kinfman

j

Gratiano and Lorenzo: fare ye well j

We leave ye now with better company.

Sola. I would have (laid 'nil I had made you merry.

If worthier friends had not prevented me.

jinth. Your worth is very dear in my regard:

I take it, your own bufinefs calls on you,

And you embrace th' occafion to depart.

Sal. Good morrov/, my good lords.

Bajf, Good Signiors both, when fhall we JaiTgh?

fay, when ?

You grow exceeding ftrange ; muft it be fb

SaL We'll make our leifures to attend on yours.

Sola, My lord Bajfanio^ fince you've found Anthonlo^

We two will leave youj but at dinner-time,

2 iVo-xu hy tnvo-headed Janus,] Here Shake/pear fhews his

knowledge in the antique. By t^jjo-headed Janus is meant thofe

antique bifrontine heads, which generally reprefent a young and
fmiling face, together with an old and wrinkled one, being o£

Pan and Bacchus ; of Saturn and Apollo^ SiC. Thefe are not un-

common in collections of antiques ; and in the books of the anti-

quaries, as MontfaucoTiy Spanheim, &c.

3 — peep through their eyes,'] This gives us a very pifturefque

image of the councenance in laughing, when the eyes appear half

Ihut.

4 -^their teeth in way of fmile,} Becaufefuch are apt enough
to Ihew their teeth in anger.

Hz I pray



lOO "The Merchayit /j/* Venice.

I pray you, hive in mind where we mud meet.

BajJ. I will not fail you. [Exeunt Solar. WSala.
Gra. You look not well, Signior Antbcmo ;

You have too much refpecl upon the world :

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

Believe me, you are marveiloufly changed.

AK:b. I held the world but as the world, Graiiano^

A liage, V. here every man muft play his part.

And mine'-- a lad one.

Gra. * Let me play the Fool-,

^ Wich mirth, and laughter, let old wrinkles comci
And let my liver rather heat with wine,

Than my heart cool with mortifying groans.

" Why fliojld a man, whofe blood is warm within,

" Sic like his grandHre cut in Alabafier?

Sleep when he wakes, and creep into the jaundice

By being peevifh ? I tell thee what, Anibonio,

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

There are a lore of men, whofe vifages

" Do cream and mantle like a (landing pond j

And do a wilful ilillnefs entertain,

" With purpofc to be dreft in an opinion

" Of wifdom, gravity, profound conceit \

As who fhcuid lay, I am Sir Oracle^

" And when 1 ope my lips, let no dog bark!
" O my Antboriio^ I do know of thofe,

*' That therefore only are reputed wife,

" For faying nothing;'* who, I'm very fure.

If they fhouid fpcak, would almofh damn thofe ears,

5 Let me play the F{yyl

;

—] Alluiing to the common comparifcn

of hamin liie to a llage pla_\i . oo iruz he deurcs his may be the

fool's cr baffDan's zz:z. vv hicii was a ccnitan: charifter in the old

farcei ; From whence came the phi^fe, ts pLzy the Tzzl. Which
always fignites the acting abfurdiy O'jt of mere win:onnei's. Bu:

that, ai we cbferved, is not the fenfe here.

6 With mirth, and laughter, let old rxrinkles ccme ;] Becaufe

they come eafier, and are longer be*^ore ;hey come tXian when
Itfoughc by Care,

Which,
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Which, hearing them, would calJ their brothers fools.

PJ] tell thee more of this another time :

But filli not with this melancholy bait,

For this fool's gudgeon, this opinion.

Come, good Lorenzo fare ye well a while ;

" ril end my exhortation after dinner.

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

I mufl: be one of thefe fame dumb wife m.en j

For Graiiano never lets me fpeak.

Gra. Well, keep me company but two years more,

Thou (halt not know the found of thine own tongue.

A}ith. Fare well ; I'll grow a talker for this gear.

Gra. Thanks, i'taith ; for filence is only commend-
able

In a neats tongue dry'd, and a maid not vendible.

[_Exeunt Gra. and Loren.

Anth. Is that any thing now ^

Bajf. Gratiano ipeaks an infinite deal of nothing,

more than any man in all Venice : his reafons are as

two grains of wheat hid in two bufliels of chaff j you

fhall feek all day ere you find them, and when you
have them, they are not worth the fearch.

Jn^b. Well ; tell me r.ow, what lady is the fame.

To whom you fwore a fecret pilgrimage.

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

£a£'. *Tis not unknown to you, Jntbonio^

How much I havedifabled mineeftate.

By fhewing fome:hing a more fwelling port,

Than my faint means would grant continuance

;

Nor do I now make moan to be abridg'd

From fuch a noble rate j bat my chiet care

Is to come fairly off from the great debts,

7 ni end my exhortation after dinner.^ The humour of this

confiib in us being an allulion to the praclire of the puritan

preachers of thofe times ; who being generally very long and
tedious, were often forced to put off that part of their fermon

called the exhortation till af:er dinner.

H 3 Wherein
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Wherein my time, fomething too prodigal,

Hath left me gaged : to you, Anthonio^

I owe the moft m mony, and in Jove

;

And from your love I have a warranty

T' unburthen ail my plots and purpofes.

How to get clear of all the debts I owe.

jinth. I pray you, good Bajfanio., let me know it;

And if it ftand, as you yourfelf ftill do,

Within the eye of honour ; be affar'd,

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

Baj}. In my fchool-days, when I had loO: one (hafr,

I Ihot his fellow of the felf-fame flight

Thefelf-fame way, with more advifed watch,

To find the other forth \ by ventring both,

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

Eacaufe what follows is pure innocence.

I owe you much, and, ^ like a witlcfs youth.

That which I owe is loft ; but if you pleafe

To fhoot another arrow that felf way
Which you did fnoot the firft, I do not doubt.

As I will watch the aim, or to find bodi.

Or bring your latter hazard back again.

And thankfully reft debtor for the firft.

Anth, You know me wellj and herein fpend bui

time.

To wind about my love with circumftance

;

And, out of doubt, you do me now more wrong,

In making queftion of my uttermoft,

Than if you had m.ade wafte of all I have...

S like a w i lfu L jy(?2z/>?',] This does not at all agree with

what he jult. before promil'ed, that, what follow'd, Ihould be pure

innocence. For nxilfulnefs is not quite fo pure. We fliould read

wiTLE'". s, i. e. heedlefs; and this agrees exactly to that to which

Jie compares hu cafe, of a fchool-boy, who, for want of ad-vi/ed

patchy lort his firf: arrow, and fent another after it with more

attention. But ixilful agrees not at all with it.

Then
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Then do but fay to me, what I Ihould do,

That 9 in your knowledge may by me be done.

And I am preft unto it: therefore, fpeak.

BajJ. In Belmont is a lady richly lefr.

And llie is fair, and, fairer than that word,

Of wond'rous virtues ; fometimes from her eyes

I did receive fair fpeechlefs meflages

;

Her name is Portia^ nothing undervalu'd

To Catd*^ daughter, Brutus^ Portia:

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

For the four winds blow in from every coaft

Renowned fuitors ; and her funny locks

Hang on her temples like a golden fleece

;

Which makes her feat of Belmont^ Colchos^ ftrond

;

And many Jafons come in queft of her.

0 my Antbo'moy had I but the means

To hold a rival place with one of them,

1 have a mind prefages me fuch ' thrift,

That I fhould queftionlefs be fortunate.

Anth. Thou know'fl:, that all my fortunes are at

fea.

Nor have I mony, nor commodity
To raife a prefent fum > therefore, go forth j

Try what my credit can in Ve-fiice do

;

That fhall be rack'd even to the uttermofl.

To furnifh thee to Belmont^ to fair Portia:

Go, prefently enquire, and fo will I,

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

g—tnyour b:ovjIedge—'\ i. e. Agreeable to your knowledge and
care of my honour.

I Thrift/sr thriving. llr. Pops.

SCENE
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SCENE II.

aariges /^BELMONT.
fh'£e Caskets are fet out^ one of g:ld, another cf fdvevj

and another cf lead.

Enter Portia and Nerifla.

P^r.T>Y my troth, NeriJJa^ my little body is weary
of this great world.

Ner. You would be, fweet madam, if your mile-

ries were in the fame abundance as your good fortunes

are ; and yet, for aught I fee, they are as fick, that

furfcit with too much, as they that ftarve with no-

thing •, there;ore it is 1:0 mean happincfs to be icaced

in the mean ; fuperfluity com.es fooner by white hairs,

but competency lives longer.

Per. Good fentence?, and well pronounc'd.

Ner. They would be better, if well foliow'd.

For. If to do, were as eafie as to know what were

good to do, chappels had been churches •, and poor

mens ccttagcs. Princes' palaces. He is a good divine,

that follows his own indructions ; I can eafier teach

twenty what were good to be done, than to be one of

the twenty to follow my own teaching. The brain

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

o*er a cold decree •, fuch a hare is madnefs tne youth,

to skip o*er the mefhts of good counfcl the cripple!

But this reafoning is not in fafhion to chule jne a hus-

band : O me, the word, chufe ! I may neither chufe

whom I would, nor rcfufe whom 1 dillikej fo is the

will of a living daughter curb'd by the will of a dead

father : is it not hard, Neriffa^ that 1 cannot chufe

one, nor refufenone?

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

lotiery,
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lottery, that he hath devifed in thefe three chefls of

gold, filver, and lead, (whereof who chufes his mean-

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

any rightly, but one whom you fhall rightly love.

But what warmth is there in your afFedliun towards

any of thefe princely fuitors, that are already come?
For. I pray thee, over-name them ; and as thou

nam*ft them, I will defcribe them ; and, according to

my deicription, level at my afte6lion.

Ner. Firft, there is i\\t Neapolitan Wmct.
For, * Ay, that's a Colt, indeed, for he doth no-

thing but talk of his horfe ; and he makes it a great

appropriation to his own good parts, that he can ftioe

him himfelf: I am much afraid, my lady, his mother,

play'd falfe with a fmith.

Ner. Then, there is the Count Palatine,

For, He doth nothing but frown, as who fliould

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

tales, and fmiles not I fear, he will prove the weep-

ing philofopher when he grows old, being lb full of

unmannerly fadnefs in his youth. 1 had rather be

married to a death's head v^ith a bone in his mouth,
than to either of thefe. God defend me from thefe

two ?

Ner. How fay you by the French Lord, Monfieur

Le Eoun ?

For, God made him, and therefore let him pafs

for a man \ in truth, I know, it is a fin to be a

piocker j but, he ! why, he hath a horfe better than

the Neapolitan'^ \ a better bad habit of frowning than

the Count Palatine he is every man in no man; if a

2 Jyj that's a Colt indeed, for he doth nothing hut talk of his

horfe \\ ^Ir. Theobald lays, he can perceinje neither humour nor

reajoning in this reading, and theretcre alters Colt to Dolt ; but

what ever humour or reafoning there is in the cne there is in the

o:her: for the fignification is ihe fame in both. Hen. IV. ill pare,

Tulfaff fays, What a plague tr.ean you to colt me thus? And
Fletcher conilantly ufeb C^lt for Dilt.

throftle
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throftle fing, he falls ftrait a capering ; he will fence

with his own fhadow ; if I fliould marry him, I lliould

marry twenty husbands. If he would defpife me, I

would forgive him , for if he love me to madnefs, I

(hall never requite him.

Ker. What fay you then ioFaukonbridge^ the young
Baron of England ?

Pot. You know, I fay nothing to him, for he un-

derftands not me, nor I him ; ' he hath neither Latin^

French^ nor Italian-, and you may come into the

court and fwear, that 1 have a poor pennyworth in

the Englifb. He is a proper man's pidure, but, alas!

who can converfe with a dumb fhow ? how oddly he is

fjited I I think, he bought his doublet in lialy^ his

round hofe in France^ his bonnet in Germany , and his

behaviour every where.

i\Vr. What think you of the Scottifb lord, his

neighbour ?

Fcr, That he hath a neighbourly charity in him ;

for he borrowed a box of the ear of the Englijhman,

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

^ I think, the Frenchman became his furety, and fealed

under for another.

Flcr. How like you the young German^ the Duke
of Sa:<cny'% nephew ?

For. Very vilely in the morning when he is fober,

and mod vilely in the afternoon when he is drunk ;

when he is beft, he is a little worfe than a man ; and

when he is woril, he is little better than a beaft ; and

the word fail that ever fell, I hope, I ihall niake ihifc

10 go without him.

j\vr. If he fhould offer to chufe, and chufe the

3 he hath KeL^herh^'Wi, French, /:9r Italian ;] A Satire on the

ignorance of the yo jr.g EngliC*? Travellers in our Author s time.

4 1 think, the Frenchmzn hecame his fur Allading to the

conrtant atTutance, or rather conllant promifes of aiTillaccc, that

the French gave the Scjts in their quarrels %vi;fl the Er.gUJh. This

Alliance is here humourouily fatirized.

right
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right casket, you fhould refufe to perform your fa-

ther's will, if you fhould refufe to accept him.

For. Therefore, for fear of the vvorft, I pray thee,

fet a deep glafs of Rhenijh wine on the contrary casket

;

for if the devil be within, and that temptation with-

out, I know, he will chufe it. I will do any thing,

NeriJJay ere I will be marry 'd to a fpunge.

Ner. You need not fear, lady, the having any of

thefe lords : they have acquainted me vv'ith their de-

terminations, which is, indeed, to return to their

home, and to trouble you with no more fuit ; unlefs

you may be won by feme other fort than your father's

impofition, depending on the caskets.

For, If I live to be as old as Sibylla^ I will die as

chafte as Diana, unlefs 1 be obtain'd by the manner of

my father's will : I am glad, this parcel of wooers

are fo reafonable for there is not one among them
but I doat on his very abfence, and wifh them a fair

departure.

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

time, a Venetia}:^ a fcholar and a foldier, that came
hither in company of the Marquifsof Mountferratf

For. Yes, yes, it was Baffamo ; as I think, he was

fo calPd.

Ner. True, Madam ; he, of all the men that ever

my foolifh eyes look'dupon, was the beft deferving a

fair lady.

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

Ente7' a Servant,

Ser. The four Grangers 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 mafter, will be here to night.

For. If I could bid the fifth welcome with fo good
heart as I can bid the other four farewel, I fhould be

glad
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gkd of his approach 5 if he have the condition of a
faint, and the complexion of a deviJ, I had rather he

fhould (hrive me, than wive me. Come, NeriJJa.

Sirrah, go before ; while we (hut the gate upon one
wooer, another knocks at the door. [ExewU.

SCENE III.

J puhlick Place in V E N I C E.

Enter Baflanio and Shylock.

iS^y.'nr^Hree thoufand ducats? well.

A Bajf Ay, Sir, for three months.

Shy. For three months ? well.

Bajf. For the which, as 1 told you, Anlhonio fhall

be bound.

Shy, AnthoniG fhall become bound ? well.

BajJ. May you ftead me? will you pleafurc me?
fl:iall 1 know your anfwer ?

Shy, Three thoufand ducats for three months, and
Anthcnio bound?

BajJ. Your anfwer to that.

Shy. Anihonio is a good man.

Bajl. Have you heard any imputation to the con-

trary ?

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

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

fufficient: yet his means are in fuppofition : he hath

an Argofie bound to TripoIiSy another to the Indies; I

underltand moreover upon the Ryallo, he hath a third

at Mexico^ a fourth for England ; and other ventures

he hath, fquander'd abroad. But fhips are but boards,

failors but men ; there be land-rats, and water-rats,

water- thieves and land-thieves; I mean, pirates; and

then there is the peril of waters, winds and rocks.

The man is, notwithftanding, fufficient; three thou-

fand ducats? 1 think, I may take his bond.
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Baff] Be afTur'd, you may.

Sby. I will be aiTur'd, I may ; and that I may be af-

fur'd, I will bethink me ; may I fpcak with Anthonio?

Bajf. If it pleafe you to dine with us.

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

which your prophet the Nazarite conjur'd the devil

into ! I will buy with you, fell with you, talk with

you, walk with you, and fo following ; but I will

not eat with you, drink with you, nor pray with you.

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

Enter Anthonio.

Bajf. This is Signior Anthonio.

Shy. I4fide.] How like a fawning Publican he

looks

!

I hate him, for he is a chriftian

:

But more, for that in low fimplicity

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

If I can catch him once upon the hip,

I will feed fat the ancient grudge I bear him.

He hates our facred nation ; and he rails,

Ev'n there where merchants mod do congregate^

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

Which he calls intereft. Curfed be my tribe,

If I forgive him

!

BaJJ. Shylock^ do you hear.^''--

—

Shy. I am debating of my prefenc ftorcj

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

Of full three thoufand ducats: what of that?

^uball^ a wealthy Hebrew of my tribe.

Will furnifhme; but foft, how many months
Do you dtfire ? Reft you fair, good Signior

;

[ To Anth.

Your worfhip was the laft man in our mouths.

Anth.
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Anth. Shylock^ although I neither lend nor borrov/

By taking, nor by giving of excefs,

Yet, to lupply the ripe wants of my friend,

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

How much you would ?

Shy. Ay, ay, three thoufand ducats.

jinth. And for three months.

Shy, I had forgot, three months, you told me fo

;

Well then, your bond; and Jet me lee, but hear

you,

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

Anth. I do never ufe it.

Shy, When Jacob graz'd his uncle Lahanh fheep,

—

This Jacob from our holy Abraham was

(As his wife mother wrought in his behalf)

The third poffeflbr} ay, he was the third.

jlnth. And what of him.^^ did he take interefl: ?

Shy, No, not take int'reft; not, as you would
fay,

Diredly, int'reft; mark, v^hzl Jacob did.

When Laban and himfelf were compromis'd,

That all the yeanlings, which were ftreak'd and
pied,

Should fall as Jacobs hire ; the ewes, being rank.

In th' end of autumn turned to the rams

;

And when the work of generation was
Between thefe woolly breeders in the ad.

The skilful fhepherd peel'd me certain wands;

And, in the doing of the deed of kind.

He ftuck them up before the fulfome ewes;

Who, then conceiving, did in yeaning time

Fall party- colour'd lambs, and thofe were y^r(?^'s.

This was a way to thrive, and he was blelt

;

And thrift is blelTmg, if men fteal it not.

Anih, This was a venture, Sir, rhd^i Jacob ferv'd for?

A thing, not in his power to bring to pafs.

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

Was this inferted to make int'reft good ?

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

Shy. I cannot tell *, I make it breed as faft

;

But note me, Signior.

Jnih. Mark you this, Bajfanio ?

The devil can cite fcripture for his purpofe.—
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's fallhood hath

!

Shy, Three thoufand ducats! *tis a good round fum.

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

Anth. Well, Shylock^ fliall be beholden to you ?

Shy. Signior Anthonio^ many a time and oft

In the RyaltQ you have rated me.

About my monies and my ufances.

Still have I born it with a patient fhrug

;

(For fufFerance is the badge of all our tribe.)

You call me misbeliever, cut-throat dog,

And fpit upon my Jewijh gaberdine;

And all for ufe of that, which is my own.

Well then, it now appears, you need my help

:

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

Shylock^ we would have monies ; you fay fo

;

You, that did void your rheume upon my beard,

And foot me, as you fpurn a ftranger cur

Over your threfhold : mony is your fuit;

What fhould I fay to you P fhould I not fay.

Hath a dog mony ? is it poflible,

A cur can lend three thoufand ducats ? or

5 O, ivhat a goodly outjide falfhood hath'.'\ Bat this is not
true, that falfhood hath always a goodly outfide. Nor does this

take in the force of the fpeaker's fentiment ; who would obferve

that that falihood which quotes fcripture for its purpofe has a
goodly outiide. We ihould therefore read,

O, ii:hat a goodly outjidi i fal/hooi hath\ i. e. his falfhood.

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

With bated breath, and whifp'ring humblenefs.

Say this,— fair Sir, you fpit on me laft Wednefda)\

You fpurn'd me fuch a day ; another time

You call'd me dog ; and for thefe curtefies

ril lend you thus much monies?

Anth. I am as like to call thee fb again.

To fpit on thee again, to fpurn thee too.

If thou wilt lend this mony, lend it not

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

But lend it rather to thine enemy

;

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

Exa6t: the penalty.

Shy. Why, how you ftorm ?

I would be friends with you, and have your love 5

Forget the lhames that you have ftain'd me with 5

Supply your prefent wants, and take no doit

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

Anth. This were kindnefs.

Shy. This kindnefs will I fhow;

Go with me to a Notary, feal me there

Your fmgle bond ; and in a merry fport.

If you repay me not on fuch a day.

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

Exprefb'd in the condition, let the forfeit

Be nominated for an equal pound

Of your fair flelh, to be cut off and taken

In what part of your body it fhall pleafe me.

Anth. Content, in faith ; I'll feal to fuch a bond,

9 A breed of barren metal of hisfriend 7"^ A breed that is in-

terell money bred from the principal. By the epithet barren

the author would inftrucl us in the argument on which the ad-

vocates againft ufury went, which is this, that money is a barren

thing, and cannot like corn and cattle multiply it felf. And to

let off the abfurdity of this kind of ufury, he put breed and

barren in oppofition.
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And Hiy, there is much kindnefs in the Jew.

Bajf. You fliall not feal to luch a bond for me,

ril rather dwell in my neceflity.

Anth. Why, fear not, man j I wiil not forfeit itj

Within thefe two months (that's a month before

This bond expires) I do expedl return

Of thrice three times the value of this bond.

Shy. O father Abraham^ what thefe chriftians are

!

Whofe own hard dealings teach them to fufpedt

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

If he fhould break his day, what fnould I gain

By the exadtion of the forfeiture ?

A pound of man's flefh, taken from a man.

Is not fo eftimable or profitable,

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

To buy his favour, I extend this friendfhip j

If he will take it, fo; if not, adieu;

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

Anth, Yes, Shylock^ I will feal unto this bond.

Shy. Then meet me forthwith at the Notary's.

Give him dire6lion for this merry bond.

And I will go and purfe the ducats flrait

;

See to my houfe, ^ left in the fearlefs guard

Of an unthrifty knave, and prefently

I will be with you.

7 — left in the yzavlwl guards &c.] But furely/>«r/«/ was
the moll trully guard for a houfe- keeper in a populous city;

where houfes are not carried by llorm like fortreffes. For fear
v/ould keep them on their watch, which was all that was necef-

fary for the owner's fecurity. I fuppofe therefore Shaksf^ear wrote

FEARLESS guard.

/. e. Carelefs ; and this, indeed, would expofe his houfe to the

only danger he had to apprehend in the day-time, which was
clandefline pilfering. This reading is much confirmed by the

charader he gives this guard, of an unthrifty hiwue, and by
what he fays of him afcerwards, that he was,

a hugefeeder :

Snail-JIoiv in profit, but he fleeps by day
More than the wild-cat—

Vol. H, I Jnth.
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Anih, Hie thee, gentle Jew,
This Hchrrjj will turn chriftian; he grows kind.

Baff. I like not fair terms, and a villain's mind.

j^nth. Come on, in this there can be no difmay

;

My Ihips come home a month before the day. [Exeurjt,

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

B E L M 0 N r.

Enter Morochiu?, a ^aix^iv^-Mcor^ all in "johites and
three cr fcur FcUcusers cccordwgly \ with Portia,

Nerida, and her train. Flcurijh Cornets.

M O R O C H I U S.

MI S L I K E me not for my complexion.

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

I'o whom I am a neighbour, and near bred.

Bring me the faired crearjre northward born,

Where Pb&'hs^ fire fcarce thaws the ifiCles,

And let us make incifion for your love.

To prove v/hofe blood is reddeft, his or mine.

I tell thee, lady, this afpedl of mine

Hath fear'd the valiant ; by my love, I fwear.

The befb regarded virgins of our clime

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

Except to fteal your thoughts, miV gentle Q^een.

per. In terms of ciioice I am net folely kd
By nice direction of a maiden's eyes:

Bcudes, the lottery of my deftiny

Bars me the right of voluntary chullng.

But if my father had not fcanred mc.
And hedg'd me by his wit to yield my felf

His wife, who wins me by that means I told youj
Your felf, renowned Prince, then flood as fair.

As
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As any comer I have lookM on yet.

For my affection.

Mor. Ev'n for that I thank you ;

Therefore, I pray you, leiiJ mc to the caskets

To try my fortune. By this Icimitar,

That flew the Sophy and a Perjiayi Prince,

That won three fields of Sultan Solyman^

I would out- (tare the fternefl: eyes that look.

Out- brave the heart moft daring on the earth,

Pluck the young fucking cubs from the flie-bear,

Yea, mock the lion VN^hen he roars for prey.

To win thee, lady. But, alas the while

!

If Hercules and Licbas play at dice

Which is the better man, the greater throw

May turn by fortune from the weaker hand

:

So is Jlcides beaten by his (a) page 5

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

And die with grieving.

Por. You muft take your chance.

And either not attempt to chuie at all.

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

In way of marriage; therefore be advis'd.

Mor. Nor will not therefore, bring me to my chance.

Por. Firft, forward to the temple ; after dinner

Your hazard lhall be made.

Mor. Good fortune then, [Cornefs^

To make me bled, or curfed'ft among men ! [ExeufU,

SCENE II.

Changes to Venice.

Fitter Launcelot a!o?i€,

i^?;/;?. /^Ertainly, my confcience will ferve me to

run from this Jew my mafter. The fiend

[ P^'g^y ^Ir, Thtoiald-'YM\g, rage. ]

I 2 M
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is at mine elbow, and tempts me, faying to me,

Gohho^ Launcelot Gohho^ good Launcelc!^ or good
Ccbbo, or good Launcelot Gohho^ ufe your legs, take

the flare, run away. My confcience fays, no-, take

heed, honeft Launcelot ; take heed, honeft Gchho \ or,

as aforefaid, honeft Launcelot Gobbo^ do not run i

fcorn running with thy heels. Well, the raoft cou-

rageous fiend bids me pack*, 'via! fays the fiend away!

fays the fiend ; for the heav'ns roule up a brave mind,

fays the fiend, and run. Well, my confcience, hang-

ing about the neck of my heart, fays very wifely to

me, my honeft friend Lauyicelot^ being an honeft

man's fon, or rather an honeft woman's fon (for,

indeed, my father did fomething Imack, fomething

grow to : he had a kind of tafte.) well, my con-

fcience fays, budge not , budge, fays the fiend budge

not, fays my confcience \ confcience, fay I, you

counfel ilU fiend, fay I, you counfel ill. To be rul'd

by my confcience, I fhould ftay with the Jew my
mafter, who, God blefs the mark, is a kind of devil

;

and to run away from the Je'x^ I fnould be ruled by

the fiend, who, faving your reverence, is the devil

himfelf. Certainly, the Jevi is the very devil in-

carnal ; and in my confcience, my confcience is but a

kind of hard confcience, to otter to counfel me to

ftay with the Je-x. The fiend gives the more friendly

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

Enter old Gobbo, M'lth a basket.

Gob. Mafter young man, ycu, I pray you, which

is the v/ay to mafter J^a-'s ?

Lav.n. O heav'ns, this is my true-begotten father,

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

knows me not; I v.'ill try confufions with him.

Gob, Mafter young Gentleman, I pray you, which

is the way to mafter Jeiu'^, ?

Lffun,
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Lauv. ' Turn up, on your right-hand at the next

turning, but, at the next turning of all, on your

kft J marry, at the very next turning turn of no hand,

but turn down indiredtiy to the Jew's houfe.

Gol?, By God's fonties, 'twill be a hard way to hit

;

can you tell me whether one Launcelot^ that dwells

with him, dwell with him or no?

Laun. Talk you of young mif^tr Launceloi P (mark
me now, now will I raife the waters talk you of

young mafter Launcdot ?

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

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

of young mafter Launcelot,

Gob. Your worfhip's friend and Lamcelot^ Sir.

Laun, But, I pray you ergo^ old man ; ergo^ I b^*

fecch you, talk you of young mafl:er Launcelotf

Gob. Of Launcelotf an't pleafe your mafterfhip.

Laun. ErgOf mafter Latinceloi ; talk not of mafter

Launcelotf father, for the young gentleman (accord-

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

fillers three, and fuch branches of learning,) is, in-

deed, deceafed ; or, as you would fay, in plain terms,

gone to heav'n.

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

ftafF of my age, my very prop.

Laun. Do 1 look like a cudgel, or a hovel-pofl:, a

flaff or a prop.^ do you know me, father ?

Gob, Alack the day, I know you not, young gentle-

man ; but, I pray you, tell me, is my boy, God
reft his foul, alive or dead ?

I Turn up y on your right-hand, &c.] This arch and perplaxcd

direflion, to puzzle the enquirer, feems to imitate that of Sjrus

to Demea in the Brothers of 7"erence

uhi eas fra^terierts^

Ad finiflram hac redla -plated : ubi ad Dian^ fveneris,

Ito ad dextram: prius quam adportam njenias^ &C,

I 3 Lam,
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Laun. Do you not know me, father ?

G:h. Alack, Sir, I am fand-blind, i know you not.

Laun. Nay, indeed, if you had your eyes, you
rTiighr fail of the knowing me : it is a wif^ father,

that knows his own child. Well, old man, I will

tell you news of your fon ; give me your blefTing,

truih will come to light ; murder cannot be hid long»

a man's fon may ; bot in the end, truth will out.

Gcb, Pray you. Sir, ftand up ; I am fare, you are

not Launcekt m>y boy.

Lci:m, Pray you, let*? have no more fooling about

it, biit give me your bleiling ; I am 'Launcdot^ your

b-DV that was, your fen that is, vour child that fruii

be;

G:h. I cannot think, you are my fon.

Lcvn. I know nor, what I fhall think of that: but

1 am Lruncekt the ^''s man, and, 1 am fure, Margeiy

your Wife is my mother.

Gch. Her name is Margery, indeed. V\\ be fwom,
if thou be Z thou art my own flefh and

blood : lord v. i might he be ! what a beard

haft thou got \ tboii had got more hair on thy chin,

than D^hbiz my * ^
rfe has on his tail.

Lfiun. It fhoulc - -. ..en, that Dobhiffs tail grows

backward 1 am fure, he had mere hair on his taiJ^

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

G:h, Lord, how art thou char.g'd ! how doft thou

and thy m^ader agret: ? I have brought him a prefent j

how agree you now ?

Laun. Weil, well ; but for mine own ^art, as I

have fet up my reft to run away, fo I will not reft

•till I have ran fome ground. My mader's a very

Jew : give him a prcfent! give him a halter: I am
famifh'd in his fervice. You may tell every finger I

have with my ribs. Father, 1 am glad you are come
j

2 wj: FiLL-5'cr/f] Nonfenfe. Wc (houid read, THiLL-hcrrt,

the ^rfc wiiicb drag's in the Ihafc or T'oiil of the carriage.

Give
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give me your prefent to one mafter Bajfamo, who,

indeed, gives rare new liveries; if I ferve him not,

I will run as far as God has any ground. O rare

fortune, here comes the man ; to him, father, for I

am a jfezv, if I ferve the Jew any longer.

Efjter Baflanio wifb Leonardo, a^d a folkz^er or

two more.

Bajf. You may do fo-, but let it be fo hafled, that

fupper be ready at the farthefl by five of the clock

:

lee thefe letters delivered, put the liveries to making,

and defire Gyatia/io to come anon to my lodging.

Laun. To him, father.

Gob. God blels your worfhip!

BaJf. Gramercy, would'ft thou aught with me ^

Gob. Here's my fon, Sir, a poor boy,

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

—

Gob, He hath a great infeclion. Sir, as one would

fay, to ferve.

Laun, Indeed, the fhort and the long is, I ferve

the Jew^ and have a defire, as my father fhall

fpecifie,—

•

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

verence, are fcarce catercoufins.

Laun. To be brief, the very truth is, that the

JeWy having done me wrong, doth caufe me, as my
father, being 1 hope an old man, fhall frutifie unto

you,

—

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

ftovv upon your worfhipj and my fuit is

Laun. In very brief, the fuic is impertinent to my
felf, as your worfiiip fhall know by this honefl old

man; and, though I fay it, though old man, yet

poor man my father.

BaJf. One fpeak for both, what would you ?

Laun. Serve you, Sir.

I 4 Goh.
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Goh, This is the very defed of the matter. Sir.

Bajf. I know thee well, thou haft obtained thy Suit;

Shylock, thy matter, fpoke with me this day.

And hath preferr'd thee^ if it be preferment

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

Laun. The old proverb is very well parted between

my matter Shylock and you, Sir ; you have the grace

of God, Sir, and he hath enough.

Baff, ^ Thou fpeak'ft it well ; go, father, with thy

ion :

Take leave of thy old matter, and enquire

My lodging out give him a livery.

More guarded than his fellows : fee it done.

Lcrnn. Father, in ; I cannot get a fervice, no ? I

have ne'er a tongue in my head? well, if any man
in Italy have a ^ fairer table, ^ which doth ****** of-

fer to fwear upon a book, 1 fhall have good fortune >

go to, here's a fimple line of life; here's a fmall

trifle of wives; alas, fifteen wives is nothing, eleven

widows and nine maids is a fimple coming-in for one

man ! and then to Tcape drowning thrice, and to

3 Thou /peaky it well;] I fliould choofe to read, Thou

spl it'st it nvell, i. e divideft the two parts of the proverjj

between thy mafter and me.

4 fairer table,'] The chiromantic term for the lines of the

hand. So Ben John/on in his Mask of Gipjies to the lady

Blizaheth Jiatton ;

Mifrefs of a fairer table.

Hath not hijlory nor fable.

5 njohich doth offer to fixear upon a hook, &c.] This non-

fenfe feems to have taken its rife from the accident of a loft line

jn tranfcribing the piny for the prefs; fo that the pafiage, for

the future, fhould be printed thus, Well, if any man in Italy

ha've a fairer table, =vchich doth ****** offer to fixjear upon a

hook 1 Jhall have good fortune. It is impolfible to find, again,

the loft line; but rhe loft fenfe is eafy enough if any man
in Italy ha^sje a fairer table, nxshich doth [promife good luck, I

miftaken. I durft almoft] offer to fwear upon a book, 1 (hall

Jiave ^ood fortune.
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be * in peril of my life with the edge of a feather-bed,

here are fimplc 'icapes! well, if fortune be a woman,
Ihe's a good wench for this geer. Father, comej
I'll take my leave of the Jew in the twinkling of an

eye. [^Exeunt Laun. and Gob.

Bqff. I pray thee, good Leonardo^ think on this.

Thele things being bought and orderly beftowed,

Return in hafte, for I do feaft to night

My beft-efteem'd acquaintance ; hie thee, go.

Leon. My beft endeavours fhall be done herein.

SCENE IIL

Enter Gratiano.

Gra, Where is your niaftcr?

Leon. Yonder, Sir, he walks. [^Ex. Leonardo,

Gra. Signior Bajanio^

Bajf. Gratiano!

Gra. I have a fuit to you.

BaJf. You have obtain'd it.

Gra. You muft not deny me, I muft go with yois

to Belmont.

BajJ. 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

;

But where thou art not known, why, there they lliew

Something too liberal; pray thee, take pain

T'allay with fome cold drops of modefty

Thy skipping fpirit ; left, through thy wild behavioufj

I be mifconftru'd in the place 1 go to.

And lofe my hopes.

6 in perilofmy life nvith the edge ofafeather-bed,"] A cant phrafc

tQ iignify the danger of marrying. A certain French writer

ufes the fame kind of figure, O mon Atui^ faimerois mieux etre

fomhee fur la pointe d'un Orciller, csf /«' etre rompu le Cou.—

-

Gra,
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Gra. Signipr Bajfanio^ hear me^
If I do not puc on a fobcr 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, Amen j

Ufe all th' obfervance of civility.

Like one well ftudied in a fad oftent

To pleafe his grandam ; never truft me more.

Bajf. W ell, we fhall fee your bearing.

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

Bajf, No, that were pity.

I would entreat you rather to put on

Your boldeft fuit of mtrth, for we have friends

That purpofe merriment: but fare you well,

1 have fome bufinefs.

Gra. And I muft to Lorenzo and the reft :

But we will vific you at fupper-time. \_Exeunt.

SCENE IV.
.

Changes to Shylock'i Houfe,

Enter JefTica and Launcelot.

y^f/T'M ferry, thou wilt leave my father fo;

A Oar houfe is hell, and thou, a merry devil,

Didft rob it of fome tafte of tedioufnefs;

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

And, Launcelot^ foon at fupper flialt thou fee.

Lorenzo^ who is thy new matter's guefl

;

Give him this letter, do it fecretly.

And fo farewcl : I would not have my father

See me talk with thee.

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

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

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

;

but.
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but, adieu ! thefe fooliHi drops do fomevvhat drown
my manly fpirit: adieu! [Exif.

Jef. Farevvel, good Launcelot,

Alack, what heinous fin is it in me.

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

But though I am a daughter to his blood,

I am not to his manners : O Lorenzo^

If thou keep promife, I fnall end this ftrife.

Become .a chriftian, and thy loving wife. [ExiL

S C E N E V.

The STREET.
Enter Gratiano, Lorenzo, Solarino, and Salanio.

Zi'r.'^T AY, we will flink away in fupper-time, diA
i.^ guife us at my lodging, and return all in

an hour.

Gra. We have not made good preparation.

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

Sola. 7 'Tis vile, unlefs it may be quaintly ordered.

And better in my mind not undertook.

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

To furnini us. Friend Lamcelot^ what's the news?

Enter Launcelot, with a letter.

Lann. An' it fhall pleafe you to break up this, it

Hull feem to fignifie.

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, in faith.

Laun. By your leave. Sir.

'^^Tis vile, unlefs it may be quaintly ordered^

Ut gratas iurer menflis SymphoKia difcors,

Et crafTum unguemum, & Sardo cum melle papaver

OffcRduni i poterac duci quia Cocna fmc iftis. llor.

Lor.
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Lor. Whither goeft thou ?

Laun. Marry, Sir, to bid my old mafter the J^vd

to fup to night with my new mafter the chriftian.

Lor. Hold, here, take this ; tell gentle Jejfica^

I will not fail her; fpeak it privately.

Go. -—• Gentlemen, will you prepare for this mafquc
to night?

I am provided of a torch-bearer. {_Exit Laun.
Sal. Ay marry. Til be gone about it ftrait.

Sola, And fo will I.

Lor. Meet me, and Gratiano^

At Gratiano's lodging fome hour hence.

Sal. 'Tis good, we do fo. [Exit.

Gra. Was not that letter from fair Jeffica ?

Lor. I muft needs tell thee all ; fhe hath diredled.

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

What gold and jewels fhe is furnifh'd with;

What page's fuit fhe hath in readinefs.

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

It will be for his gentle daughter's fake:

And never dare misfortune crofs her foot,

Unlefs fhe doth it under this excufe.

That flie is iflfue to a faithlefs Jew.
Come, go with me ; perufe this, as thou goed ;

Fair Jeffica fhall be my torch-bearer. [Exeunt,

SCENE VI.

Shylock'; Houfe.

Enter Shylock and Launcelot.

%.TI7'ELL, thou fhalt fee, thy eyes lhall be
VV thy judge.

The difference of old Shylock and Bajfanio.

What, Jejfica! thou fhalt not gormandize.

As thou had dene with me -what, Jeffica!—
And fleep and fnore, and rend apparel out.

Why,
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\yhy, Jeffica! I fay.

Latin, Why, Jeffica!

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

Laun. Your worfhip was wont to cell me, that I

could do nothing without bidding.

Enter JefTica.

Jef. Call you } what is your will >

Shy, I am bid forth to fupper, Jeffica ;

There are my keys: but wherefore fhould I go?
I am not bid for love ; they flatter me ;

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

Look to my houfe ; I am right loth to go

;

There is fome ill a brewing towards my reft.

For I did dream of mony-bags to night.

Lam, I befeech you. Sir, goj my young mafter

doth expe6l your reproach.

Shy. So do I his.

Laun. And they have confpired together, I will not

fay, you (hall fee a mafque ; but if you do, then ic

was not for nothing that my nofe fell a bleeding on
black monday lafl:, at fix a clock i'th' morning, fall-

ing out that year on Afh-Wednefday was four year

in the afternoon.

Sh^. What ! are there mafques ? hear you me,

Jeffica.

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

Clamber not you up to the cafements then.

Nor thrufl: your head into the publick ftreet,

To gaze on chriftian fools with varnifh'd faces:

But ftop my houfe's ears ; I mean, my cafements

;

Let not the found of fliallow foppery enter

My fober houfe. By Jacobs ftaff, i fwear,

I have no mind of feafting forth to night

:

But I will go ; go you before me, firrah

;
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Say, I will come.

Latin. I will go before, Sir.

Miftrefs, look out at window, for all this

;

There will come a chriftian by.

Will be worth a Jewefs* eye. {^Exit Laun.

Shy, What fays that fool of Hagar's off-fpring, ha ?

Jef. His words were, farewel, miflrefs ; nothing elfe.

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

:

Snail-flow in profit, but he fleeps by day

More than the wild cat; drones hive not with me,
Therefore I part with him ; and part with him
To one. That I would have him help to wafte

His borrowed purfe. Well, Jeffica^ go in ;

Perhaps, I will return immediately j

Do, as I bid you.

Shut the doors after you j faft hind^ f^Jl find ;

A proverb never ftale in thrifty mind. [Exit.

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

I have a father, you a daughter, loft. \_E>:it,

SCENE VIL

ne STREET,

Enter Gratiano and Salanio in mafquerade.

Gra. This is the pent-houfe, under which Lorsnz$

defired us to make a ftand.

Sal. His hour is almoft paft.

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

For lovers ever run before the clock.

Sal, ^ O, ten times fafter Venus^ Widgeons fly

To

8 O, ten times fafter Venus* Pidgeons yTj ] This is a very odd
image, of Venus'^ Pidgeons flying to feal the bonds of Love,

The fenfe is obvious, and we know the dignity due to Venus^
Pidgeons. There was certainly a joke intended here, which the

ignorance
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To feal love's bonds new made, than they are wont

To keep obliged faith unforfeited

!

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

With that keen appetite that he fits down ?

Where is the horle, that doth untread again

His tedious meafures with th' unbared fire,

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

Are with more fpirit chafed than enjoy'd.

How like a younker, or a prodigal,

The skarfed bark puts from her native bay,

Hugg'd and embraced by the (trumpet v/ind

!

How like the prodigal doth Ihe return.

With over-weather'd ribs and ragged fails.

Lean, rent, and beggar'd by the ftrumpet wind

!

EnUr Lorenzo.

Sal. Here comes Lorenzo: more of this here-

after.

Lor. Sweet friends, your patience for my long abodes

Not I, but my afi^airs, have made you wait;

When you fiiall pleafe to play the thieves for wives,

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

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

ignorance or boldnefs of the firfl tranfcribers have murderM : I

doubt not, but Shakefpear wrote the line thus

:

O, ten timesfajier Venus' Widgeons Jly

To feal, &c.

For Widgeon is not only one fpecies of Pidgeons, but fignified

likevvife, metaphorically, a flly fellow, as Goofe, or Gudgeon,

does now. The joke confilts in the ambiguitv of the fignification.

And the calling love's votaries, Vcnus'^s Widgeons ^ is in high
humour. Butler ufes the fame joke in fpeaking of the presby-

terians.

Th'' apojiles of this fierce religion^

Z/i^ iV^ahomet'j, uoere afs and Widgeon.
Mahomet^ afs or rather mule was famous : and the monks in their

fabulous accounts of him faid, he taught a pidgeon to pick peas

out of hid ears to carry on the «nds of his iinpoiture.

Jefllca
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Jeflica above^ in boy^s cloaths,

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

Albeit ril fwear, that I do know your tongue.

Lor. Lorenzoy and thy love.

Jef, Lorenzo certain, and my love, indeed ;

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

Lor. Heav'n and thy thoughts are wicnefs, that

thou art.

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

Tm glad, 'tis night, you do not look on me j

For 1 am much afham'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 blufh

To fee me thus transformed to a boy.

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

Jef. What muft I hold a candle to my fhames I

They in themfelves, goodfooth, are too, too, light.

Why, 'tis an office of difcovery, love,

And 1 fhould be obfcur'd.

Lor. So are you, fweet,

Ev'n in the lovely garnilh of a boy.

But come at once -

For the clofe night doth play the run-away.

And we are (laid for at Bajjanio's feaft.

Jef I will make faft the doors, and gild my felf

With fome more ducats, and be with you flraii.

\_Exit from above,

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

For flie is wife, if I can judge of her

;

And fair flie is, if that mine eyes be true;

And true fhe is, as flie hath proved her felf j

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

Shall Ihe be placed in my conftant foul.

Enter
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Enter JeiTica, to them.

What, art thou come ? on, gentlemen, away;
Our mafquing mates by this time for us ftay. [Exit^

Enter Anthonio.

Anth. Who*s there?

Gra, ^\oLx\\ox Anthonio

Anth. Fie, Gratiano^ where are all the refl >

'Tis nine o' clock, our friends ail (lay for you ;

No malque to night j the wind is come about,
Bajfajiio prefently will go aboard

;

I have fent twenty cue to leek for you.

Gra. Ym glad on'c ; I defire no more delight
Than to be under fail, and gone to night. [Exeunt,

SCENE VIII,

Changes to Belmont.

Enter Portia with Morochius, and both their trains^

Por.r^O, draw afide the curtains, and difcover^ The fev'ral caskets to this noble Prince.
Now make your choice. [Three caskets are difcover^d,

Mor. The firft of gold, which this infcription bears'
JVioo chufeth me^ /halt gain what many men defire.

^

The lecond (ilver, which this promife carries.

Who chufeth me., jhallget as much as he defervss.

This third, dull lead, with warning all as blunt
Who chufeth me^ mujl give and hazard all he hath.
How fhall 1 know, if [ do chufe the right ^

Por. The one of them contains my picflure, Prince*
If you chufe that, then 1 am yours withal.

*

Mor. Some God direct myjudgment I let me fee
I will furvey th* infcriptions back again 5

*

What fays this leaden casket ^

Vol. II. K
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Uloo cbufetb me^ muji give and hazard all he hath,

Muft give, for what? for lead ? hazard for lead ?

This casket threatens. Men, that hazard all.

Do it in hope of fair advantages

:

A golden mind (loops not to Ihows of drofs

;

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

What fays the filver, with her virgin hue ?

Who chufetb me^ jkall get as much as he deferves.

As much as he deferves? paufe there, Morochius'^

And weigh thy value with an even hand.

If thou be'd rated by thy eftimation,

Thou doO: dcferve enough and yet enough

May not extend fo far as to the lady j

And yet to be afraid of my deferving.

Were but a weak difabling of my felf.

As much as I deferve why, that's the lady ;

I do in birth deferve her, and in fortunes^

In graces, and in qualities of breeding:

But m.ore than thefe, in love I do deferve.

What if I ilray'd no farther, but chofe here?

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

JVI:o chufetb me^ jJmll gain 'ji^bat many men defire.

Why, that's the lady; all the world defires her;

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

Th' Hyrcanian deferts, and the vaftie wilds

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

The wat'ry kingdom, whofe ambitious head

Spits in the face of heaven, is no bar

To ftop the toreign fpirits ; but they come.
As o'er a brook, to fee fair Portia,

One of theie three contains her heav'niy picture.

Is't like, that lead contains her? 'twere damnation

To thmk lb bafe a thought : it were too grols

To rib ner fearcloth m the obfcure grave.

Or ihall I think, in fiiver fhe's immur'd.
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Being ten times undervalued to try'd gold ?

Q finful thought, never fo rich a gem
Was fet in worfe than gold ! they have in England

A coin, that bears the figure of an angel

Scamped in gold, but that's infculpt upon :

But here an angel in a golden
,
bed

Lyes all within. Deliver me the key 3

Here do I chufe, and thrive I as I may I

Po)\ There take it, Prince, and if my form lye

there.

Then I am yours. [Unlocking the gold casket.

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

Within whole empty eye there is a fcrowl:

ril read the writing.

All that glifters is 7iot gcldy

Often have you heard that told ;

Many a 7nan his life hath fold^

But my outfide to behold.

Gilded wood may worms infold:

Had you been as wife as boldy

Toung in limbs^ injudginent old^

Tour anfwer had not been infcrol^d\

Fare you well^ yourfuit is cold.

Mor, 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 lofers part, \Exit^

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

»

Let all of his complexion chirfe me fo. lExeunt.

SCENE IX,

Changes to Venice.

Fitter Solarino atid Salanio.

SaL\\7 HY^ man, I faw EaJJanio under falUW With him is Gratiaiio gone along j

K i Xnd
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And in their (hip, Tm fure, Lorenzo is not.

<S<?/^. The villain Jew with outcries rais'd the Duke
Who went with him to fearch Bajjanio^s lliip.

Sal He came too late, the lliip was under fail j

But there the Duke was given to undcrftand,

That in a Gondola were feen together

Lorenzo and his amVous Jejfica

:

Befides, Jnthonio certify *d the Duke,
They were not with BaJJanio in his fhip.

Sola. I never heard a paflion To confus'd.

So ftrange, outrageous, and fo variable,

As the dog Jew did utter in the ftreets *,

My daughter! O my ducats! O my daughter^

Fled with achrifxian? O my chriftian ducats!

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

A fealed bag, two lealed bags of ducats,

Of double ducats, ftoll'n from me by m.y daughter

And jewels too, ftones, rich and precious ftones,

Stoirn by my daughter! juflice! find the girl

;

She hath the (tones upon her, and the ducats.

Sal, Why, ail the boys in Venice follow him,.

Crying his ftones, his daughter, and his ducats.

Sola. Let good Anthonio look, he keep his day

;

Or he fhall pay for this.

SaL Marry, well remember'd.

I rcafon'd with a Frenchman yefterday,

"Who told me, in the narrow feas, that part

The French and Englijh, there mifcarried

A vefTd of our country richly fraught:

J thought Tjpon Anthonio., when he told mc.
And wifh'd in filence, that it were not his.

• Sola. You were beft to tell Anthonio what you hear

Yet do not fuddenly, for it may grieve him.

Sal A kinder Gentleman treads not the earth,

I faw BaJJanio and Anthonio part.

Bajfanio told him, he would make fome Ipeed

Of his return : he anfwer'd, do not fo.
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Slubber not buHnefs for my fake, BaJJanio.

But Itay the vcrv riping ol" the tjmc-.

And tor the Jew^s bond, which he hath of me,
Let it not enter in your mind of Jove:

Be merry, and employ your chiefell: thoughts

To courtlhip, and fuch fair oftents of love.

As fhall conveniently become you there.

And even there, his eye being big with tears,

Turning his fice, he put his hand behind him.
And with afFetflion wond'rous fenfible

He wrung BaJJanws hand, and fo they parted.

Sola. 1 think, he only Joves the world for him.
I pray thee, let us go and find him out.

And quicken his ' embraced heavinefs

With lome delight or other.

Sai, Do we lo. [_Exeunt^

SCENE X.

Cba?/ges to Belmont.

Enter NerifTa with a Servant.

i\"^r./^U ICK, quick, I pray thee, draw the cur-

tain ftrait \

The Prince of Arragon has ta'en his oath.

And comes to his election prefcntly.

Enter Arragon, his train^ Portia. Flor, Cornets

^e Caskets are difccver^d.

Per. Behold, there (land the caskets, noble Prince^

If you chufe that, wherein 1 am contain'd,

9 •— EMBRACED heauinefs"] This iinmearaag epithet would
make lue choofe rather to read,

ENRAGED heavincfs,

from th€ French enraciner, accreicere, inveterafcere. So in

Much ado about nothings

I could not hwvc c~J:ed her a more rooted love.

And again m Othello

^f^ith one of an inckaft infirmity^

K 3 Strait
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Strait fhall our nuptial rites be folemniz'd

:

Bat if you fail, without more fpeech, my lord.

You muii be gone from hence immediately.

Jr. I am enjoiii'd by oath t'obferve three things;

Firft, never to unfold to any one
Which casket 'twas I chofe ; next, if I fail

Of the right casket, never in my life

To woo a maid in way of marriage ;

Lad, if I fail in fprtune of my choice.

Immediately to leave you and be gone.

Por. To thefe injundions every one doth fwear.

That comes to hazard for my worthlefs felf.

Ar. And fo have I addreft me ; fortune now
To my heart's hope! gold, filver, and bafe lead.

14^'bo chufeth me^ muji give and hazard all be bath.

You Ihail look fairer, ere I give or hazard.

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

IVho chufcib me^ Jhall gain what many men defire.

What many mendefire— that may be meant

Of the fool-m,uititude, that chufe by fliow.

Not learning more than the fond eye doth teach ;

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

Builds in the weather on the outv/ard wail,

Ev'n in the force and road of cafualty.

I will not chufe what many m.en defire,

Eecaufe I will notjump with common fpirits.

And rank me with the barb'rous multitudes.

Why then to thee, thou filver treafure-houfe

:

Tell me once more, what title thou doft bear.

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

And well faid too, for who fhall go about

To cozen fortune, and be honourable

Without the flamp of merir? iet none prefunn.e .

To wear an undeferved dignity :

6, that eltatcs, degrees, and officer.

Were not deriv'd corruptly, that clear honour

Were purchased by the merit of the wearer!
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How many then fhould cover, that ftand bare

How many be commanded, that command?
How much low peafantry would then be gleaned

From the true feed of honour ? ' how much honour

Pickt from the chaff and ruin of the times.

To be new vanned ? well, but to my choice:

Who chufeth me^ /hallget as much as he deferves

:

I will afTume defert ; give me a key for this,

And inftantly unlock my fortunes here.

Por, Too long a paufe for that which you find there,

[Unlocking theftlver casket,

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

Prefenting me a fchedule ? I will read it.

How much unlike art thou to Portia ?

How much unlike my hopes and my defervings?

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

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

Is that my prize ? are my deferts no better ?

Por. To offend, and judge, are diftind offices,

And of oppofed natures.

Ar, What is here ?

^he fire fev'n times tried this ;

Sev^n times tried that judgment iSy

'That did never chiife amifs.

Some there he^ that Jhadows kifs \

Such have but ajhadoinfs blifs

:

I honv much honour

Pickt from the chaJf" and ruin of the times,

^0 he ne^i» varnilVd ?] This confufion and mixture of the

metaphors, makes me think that Shakefpear wrote.

To be ne'vj vanned.

?. ^. winnow'd, purged: from the Fr(f«r6 word, <vanner ; which
is derived from the Lati?i Vannus, <vtrjtilabrum, thefann ufed for

winnowing the chaft from the corn. I his alteration rellores the

metaphor to its integrity : and our poet frequently ufes the fame
thought. So in the 2d part of Henry IV.

IVe Jhall be winnovv'd with fo rough a ivi/id,

^hat euen our corn Jhall fcem as light as chaff.

K 4 There
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irhere he fools alive ^ I zvis^

Silvered o*er, andfo was this

:

Take what wife you zvill to bed^

J will ever he your head:

So be gone. Sir, you are fped.

Ar, Still more fool I fhall appear.

By the time I linger here.

With one fool's head J came to woo.

But I go away with two.

Sweet, adieu ! Til keep my oath.

Patiently to bear my wrath. [^Exit,

Por, Thus hath the candie fino-'d the moth;

O thefe deliberate fools ! when they do chufe.

They have the wifdoni by their wit to Jofe.

Ner. The ancient faying is no herefy.

Hanging and wiving goes by deftiny.

Por. Come, draw the curtain, JSIcriJfa,

Enter a Servant^

Serv. Whei'C is my lady ?

Por. Here, what would my lord ?

Scrv. Madam, there is alighted at your gate

A young Venetian^ one that comes before

To fignify th' approaching of his lord.

From whom be bringeth lenfible regreets;

To wit, befides commends and courteous breath.

Gifts of rich value yet, I have not feen

So likely an ambalTador of love.

A day in Jpril never came fo fweet.

To fhow how coftly fummer was at hand,

As this fore-fpurrer comes before his lord.

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

Thou*lt fay anon, he is fome kin to thee

;

Thou fpcnd'ft luch high-day wit in praifing him

:

Come^
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Come, come, Ncriffa, for I long to fee
^

Q.iick Cupid's pofl, that comes fo mannerly. • C

Ner, BaJjliKiOi lord Love, if thy will it be! 3

\Exeiint,

ACT III. SCENE L

A Street in V E N I C E.

Enter Salanio and Solarino.

S O L A R I N O.

NOW, what news on the Ryalto?

Sal. Why, yet it lives there uncheckt, that

Anthonii) hat.n a fhip of rich lading wreckc on the

narrow Teas ; the Godwins^ I think, they call the

plac - ; a very dangerous fiat and fatal, where the car-

cafes of many a call Ihip lye bury'd, as they fay, ifmy
gofTip Rcpcrt be an honeft woman of her v/ord.

Sg'uz, 1 would fne were as lying a goffip 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 proiixiry, or crolling the

plain high-way of talk, that the good Anthonio^ the

honert Anlhonio O that I had a title good enoughi

to keep his name company !

Sal. Come, the full' (^op.

^ola. Ha, what fay'd thou? why, the end is, he
hath loft a fhip.

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

Sola. Let me fay Amen betimes, ^ left the devil crofi

thy prayer, for here he conies in the likenefs of a

I left the denjzl crofs my prayer ] But the prayer was Salanio'$,

We therefore muit read ihy prajer,

Jew
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How now, Sb}'lccky what news among the

merchants ?

Er,ter Shylock.

Sby. You knew (none fo well, none fo well as you)

of my daughrer's night.

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

lor that made the wings Ihe flew wichal.

Sclr.. And Sbylock, for his own part, knew the

bird was fledg'd, and then it is the complexion of

them ail to leave the dam.

Sby. She is damn'd for it.

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

Shy. My own flefh and blood to rebel

!

Sola. Oucupon it, old carrion, rebels it at thefe years?

SLy. I fay, my daughter is my fleJh and blood.

Sal. There is more difference between thy fiefh 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, v;hether Jntkov.io have had

any lofs at fea or no ?

Shy. There I have another bad march ^
^ a bank-

rupt, for a prodigal, who dares fcarce ihew his head

on the Ryalto \ a beggar, that us'd to come fo fmug
upon the mart! let him. look to his bond 5 he was

wont to call me ufurer^ iet him look to his bond; he

was wont to lend mony for a chriftian courtefie ; let

him look to his bond.

2 A harkrupt, a prcJig^L] This is Tpoke of .//i/j^/V. Bat wli/

a prcdigsl ? his fiiend Bajfanh inQeed had been too liberal-,' and

wth this name the Je^ honcurs him when he is going to fup

T^viih him.
——— Til g9 in bate tofeed upon

The pmdigal chrifiian

Bat Antonio wa5 a pkin, referved, parumonio-js merchant, be

affared therefore we Ihou-d read,— A kankr-utt for a prodigal,

i. e. he is become bajikrsr: by fupplyirg ths cccravagancies of

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

take his flefh : what's that good for ?

Shy, To bait fiih wichal. If it will feed nothing

elfe, it will feed my revenge j he hath difgrac'd me,
and hindcr'd me of half a million, laughtat my lofles,

mockt at my gains, fcorn'd my nation, thwarted my
bargains, cool'd my friends, heated mine enemies;

and what's his reafon ? I am a Jew, Hath not a

Jew eyes? hath not a Jew hands, organs, dimen-
lions, lenfes, afFedions, pafTions? fed with the fame
food, hurt with the fame v/eapons, fubjccl: to the

fame difeafes, ^ heal'd by the fame means, warm'd
and cool'd by the fame winter and fummer, as a
chriftian is ? if you prick us, do we not bleed ? if you
tickle us, do we no: iaugh r if you poifon us, do we
not die? and if you wrong us, (hall we not revenge?

if we are like you in the reft, we will refcmble you
in that. If a Jew wrong a chriftian, what is his

humility ? Revenge. If a chriftian wrong a Jew^
what ftiould his fufferance be by chriftian example ?

why, Revenge. The Villany, you teach me, I will

execute \ and it ftiall go hard, but I will better the

inftruclion.

Enter a Servant from Anthonio.

Sew. Gentlemen, my mafter Anthonio is at his

houfe, and defires to fpeak with you both.

Sal, We have been up and down to feck him.

Enter Tubal.

Sola, Here comes another of the tribe ; a third can-

not be match'd unlefs the devil himfelf turn Jew,
[E>:eimt Sal a. a72d Solar.

SJjy. How now, Tubals what news from Gewuaf
haft thou found my daughter ?

3 heard by the fame means,] I lliould believe, that Shake-
/pear wrote medicines.
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I often came where I did hear of her, but

cannot find her.

i^by. Why there, there, there, there! a diamond
gone, coil me two thoufand ducats in Frankfort] the

curfe never fell upon our nation 'till now, 1 never felt

it 'till now, two thoufand ducats in that, and other

precious, precious jewels ! I would, my daughter were

dead at my foot, and the jewels in her ear; O, would

llie were hers'd at my foot, and the ducats in her

coffin. No news of them; why, fo! and I know not

what's fpent in the fearch : why, thou lofs upon lofs!

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

the thief; and no fuisfadion, no revenge, nor no ill

luck llirring, but what lights o* my ihoulders ; no
f^ghs but o' my breathing, no tears but o' my flied-

dmg.
Tub, Yes, other men have ill luck too; Anthomc^

as I heard in Gmoua
Shy. What, what, what? ill luck, ilMuck?

'tub. Hath an Argofie caft away, coming from
^ripolis.

Sl-y. I thank God, I thank God ; is it true? is

it true?

'lub. I fpoke with fome of the lailors that efcaped

the wreck.

Shy. I thank thee, good 2^uhal ; good news, good
news; ha, ha, where? mGenoua?

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

one night, fourfcore ducats.

Shy. Thou fiick'ft a dagger in me ; I fhall never

fee my gold again ; fourfcore ducats at a fitting, four-

fcore ducats

!

Tub. There came divers of Anthonid*s creditors in

TTjy company to Fenice^ that fwear he cannot chufe

but break.

Shy. I am glad of it, I'll plague hi.m, Til torture

him ; 1 am glad of it.

Tuk
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^uh. One of them (hcwM mc a ring, that he- h.id

of your daughter for a monky.

Shy, Out upon her! thou tortureft me, 'Tubals it

was my Tur^^uoi/e, 1 had it of Leab when I was a bat-

chelor •, 1 would not have given it for a v/ildernefs of

nionkies.

Tub. But Anthonio is certainly undone.

Sfjy. Nay, that's true, that's very true ; go fee me .

an officer, bcfpeak him a fortnight before. I wilJ

have the heart of him, if he forfeit-, for were he

out of Venice^ I can make what merchandize I will:

go, go, Tuhal.^ and meet me at our fynagogue-, go,

^Qodlubd^ at our fynagogue, Tubal, [^Exeunt,

SCENE II.

Changes to Belmont.

Exter Bafifanio, Portia, Gratiano, and AitendantSs

The Caskets are fet out,

Por.^ Pray you, tarry ; paufe a day or two,
A Before you hazard; for in chufing wrong

I lofe your company therefore, forbear a while.

There's fomething tells me (but it is net love)

I would not lofe you; and you know your felf.

Hate counfels not in fuch a quality.

But left you fhould not underftand me well,

And yet a maiden hath no tongue but thought,

I would detain you here fome month or two.

Before you venture for me. 1 could teach you

How to chufe right, but I am then forfworn

:

So Will I never be; fo you may mils me;
But if you do, you'll make me wiih a fin.

That I had been forfworn. Befhrew your eyes.

They have o'erlook'd me, and divided me;
One half of me is yours, the other half yours,

Mine
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Mine own, I would fay : but if mine, then yours

;

And fo all yours. Alas 1 thefe naughty times

Put bars between the owners and their rights:

And fo tho* yours, not yours, prove it fo,

Let fortune go to hell for ir. Not I.

I fpeak too long, but 'tis to peece the tim^
To eche it, and to draw it out in length,

To ftay you from election.

Bajj. Let me chufe :

For as I am, I live upon the rack.

For. Upon the rack, Bajfanio ? then confefs.

What treafon there is mingled with your love.

Bajf, None, but that ugly treafon of miftruft,

"Which makes me fear th* enjoying of my love

:

There may as well be amity and life

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

For, Ay, but, I fear, you fpeak upon the rack;

"Where men enforced do Ipeak any thing,

BaJf, Promife me life, and Pll confefs the truth-,

Por. Well then, confefs and live.

BaJf. Confefs, and love.

Had been the very fum of my confeflion.

O happy torment, when my torturer

4 Let fortvne go to hell for it. not /.] This line is very ob-

fcure. The form of the expreflion alludes to what (he had faid

of being' forfworn. After fome ftruggle, fhe refolves to keep her

oath : And then fays. Letfortune go to hell for it. For what

!

not for telling or favouring Baffanio^ which was the temptation

fhe then lay under : for fortune had taken no oath. And,
furely, for the more favouring a man of merit, fortune did not

deferve (conlidering how rarely fhe tranfgrefTes this way) fe fevere

a fentence. Much lefs could the fpeaker, who favoured Baffanio^

think fo. The meaning then muit be, Let fortune rather go to

hell for not favouring BaiTanio, than Ifor favouring him. So

loofely does our author fometimes ufe his pronouns. not I

does not fignify. Let not I go to hell; for then it fhouM be Let

not me. But it is a diftinft fentence of itfelf. And is a very

common proverbial fpeech, fignifying, I will have nothing to do

with it. Which if the Oxford Editor had confidered, he might

have fpared his pains in changing / into me.

Doth
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Doth teach me anfwers for deliverance !

But let me to my fortune and the caskets.

Por. Away then \ I am lockt in one of them ;

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

Nerijfay and the reft, ftand all aloof.

Let mufick found, while he doth make his choice;

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

Fading in mufick. That the comparifon

May itand more juft, my eye fhall be the ftreain

And wat'ry death-bed for him : he may win.

And what is mufick then ? then mufick is

Even as the flourifh, when true fubjeds bow
To a new-crowned monarch : fuch it is,

As are thofe dulcet founds in break of day.

That creep into the dreaming bride;:? room's ear.

And fummon him to marriage. Now he goes.

With no lefs prefence, but with much more love^

Than young j^lddes, when he did redeem

The virgin-tribute, paid by howling Troy

To the fea-monfter : I ftand for facrificej

The reft aloof are the Dardanian wives.

With bleared vifages come forth to view

The iiTue of th' exploit. Go, Hercules

!

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

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

\_Mujtck within,

A Songy whilji BaiTanio comments on the caskets /#

himfelf.

Tdl me^ where his fancy hred.

Or in the hearty or in the head?
How begot^ how nourifhed?

Reply^ reply.

It is engender''d in the eye^

With gazing fed, andfancy dies

. . In the cradle where it lyes

:

Lit
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Let us all ringfamfs knell,

I'll begin it.

Bing^ clong, bell.

Ail, I>ing^ dong^ hell.

So may the outward fhows be leafl themfelves:

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

Bat being feaion'd with a gracious voice,

Oblcures the fhow of evil ? in religion.

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

Hiding the groITnels with fair ornament?
There is no vice fo rimple, but aiTames

Some mark of virtue on its outward parts.

How many cowards, whofe hearts are all as falfe

As ftairs of fand, wear yet upon cheir chins

The beards of Hercules and frowning Mars ;

Who, inward fearcht, have livers white as milk ?

And thefe afTume but valour's excrement.

To render them redoubted. Look on beauty.

And you fhall fee *cis purcliasM by the weight.

Which therein works a miracle in nature.

Making them lighteft, that v»ear moH: of it.

So are thofe crilpy fnaky golden locks.

Which make fach wanton gambols with the wind

Upon fuppofed fairnefs, ofcen known
To be the dowry of a lecond head.

The skull, that bred them, in the fepulchre.

Thus Ornament is but the guilty fhore

To a mofl dangVous fea ; the beauteous fcarf

Veiling an Indian beauty \ in a word,

The feeming truth which canning times put on

T* entrap the wifefl. Then, thou gaudy gold.

Hard food ^qt 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
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Which rather threatneft, than dofl: promife aught,
s Thy plainnefs moves me more than eloquence j

And here chufe I •, joy be the confequence

!

For. How all the other paffions fleet to air.

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

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

0 love, be moderate, allay thy ecftafie \

In meafure rain thy joy, fcant this excefs,

1 feel too much thy bleiTing, make it iefs,

For fear I furfeit. [Opening the leaden casket-,

Bajf. What find I here?

Fair Portions counterfeic ? what Demy-god
Hath come fo near creation ? move thefe eyes ?

Or whether, riding on the balls of mine,

Seem they in motion? here are fever'd lips

Parted with fugar breath ; fo fweet a bar

Should funder llich fweet friends: here in her hairs

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

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

Methinks, it fhould have power to Ileal both his.

And leave itfeff unfinifh'd : yet how far

The fubftance of m.y praife doth wrong this fhadow
In underprizing it \ fo far this fhadow
Doth limp behind the Subftance. Here's the fcrowl,

The continent and fummary of my fortune.

5 Thy palenefs monjes me more than eloquence ;] Bajjfania Is

difpleas'd at the golden casket for its gan-vdinefsy and the hlver

one for its palenefs ; but, what ! is he charm'd with the leaden

one for having the very fame qirality that difpleaaM him in the

filver? The poet certainly wrote.

Thy Plainnefs mo^es me fnore than eloquence : This chara£leriz:3

the lead from the filver, which palenefs does not, they being both

fale. Befides, there is a beauty in the anttthefs between plain"

nefs and eloquence ; between palenefs and eloqutuice none. %Q it is

faid before of the leaden-casket,

This third dull lead^ \vith warning all as blunt*

Vol. II. L Ttu
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Ton that chufe not by the view.

Chance as fair, and chufe as true

:

Since this fortune falls to you.

Be content, andfeek no new.

If you he well pleased with this.

And holdyourfortune for your blifs.

Turn you whereyour Lady is.

And claim her with a loving kifs,

A gentle fcrowl; fair lady, by your leave;

[Kiffing her,

I come by note to give, and to receive.

Like one of two contending in a Prize,

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

Hearing applaufe and univerfal Ihout,

Giddy in fpirit, gazing ftill in doubt.

Whether thofe peals of praife be his or no ;

So (thrice-fair lady) (land I, even fb,

As doubtful v;Iiether what I fee be true.

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

Per. You fee me, lord Baffanio, where I ftand.

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

I would not be ambitious in my Wifli,

To wifh my felf much better j yet for you,

1 would be trebled twenty times my felf,

A thoufand times more fair 5 ten thoufand times

More rich that, to ftand high in your account,

I might in virtues, beauties, livings, friends.

Exceed account : but the full fum of me
^ Is fome of fomething, which, to term in grois.

Is an unleflbn'd girl, unfchool'd, unpradis'd :

Happy in this, fhe is not yet fo old

But £he may learn ; more happy then in this.

She is not bred fo dull but fhe can Isarnj

6 Is svM of fomething,—] We fliould read, some of fomt-

things i. e. only a piece or part only of an imperfe«5l accouHt.

Which fhe explains in the following line.

Happieft
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Happieft of all, is, that her gentle fpiric

Commits it felf to yours to be diredted.

As from her lord, her governor, her King

:

My felf, 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 my felf ; and even now, but now.
This houfe, thefe fervants, and this fame my fcff

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

Which, when you part from, lofe or give away.

Let it prefage the ruin of your love,

And be my vantage to exclaim on you.

Bajf. Madam, you have bereft me of all words.
Only my blood fpeaks to you in my veins

;

And there is fuch Confufion in my pow'rs.

As, after fome oration fairly fpoke

By a beloved Prince, there doth appear

Among the buzzing pleafed multitude;

Where every fomething, being blent together.

Turns to a wild of nothing, lave of joy

Expreft, and not expreft. But when this ring

Parts from this finger, then parts life from hence 1

O, then be bold to fay, Baffanioh dead.

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

That have flood by, and feen our wifhes profper.

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

Gra. My lord Baffanio^ and my gentle lady,

I wifh you all the joy that you can wifh j

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

:

And when your honours mean to folemnize

The bargain of your faith, I do befeech you,

Ev'n at that time I may be married too.

BaJf, With all my heart, fo thou canft get a wife,

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

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

You faw the miftrefs, I beheld the maid j

You
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7 You lov'd, I lov'd ; for intermiflion

No more pertains to me, my lord, than you.

Your fortune flood upon the casket there

;

And fo did mine too, as the matter falls

:

F'or wooing here until I fweat again,

And fwearing, till my very roof was dry

With oaths of love; at laft, if promife laft,

I got a promife of this fair one here,

To have her love, provided that your fortune

Atchiev'd her miftrefs.

Por, Is this true, Nerijfa ?

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

Bajf, And do you, GratianOy mean good faith ?

Gra. Yes, faith, my lord.

BaJJ, Our Feaft ftiali be much honour'd in your

marriage.

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

thoufand Ducats.

Ner. What, and ftake down ?

Gra. No, we fhall ne'er win at that fport, and

ftake down.

But who comes here ? Lorenzo and his Infidel ?

What, and m.y old Venetian friend, Salanio?

SCENE III.

Enter Lorenzo, Jeflica, and Salanio.

Bajf. Lorenzo Salanioy 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 country-men,

(Sweet Portia) welcome.
,

Por. So do f , my Lord ; they are intirely welcome.!

Lor. I thank your honour; for my part, my lord,'

My purpofe was not to have feen you here

;

But meeting with Salanio by the way,

7 A comma here fet exsdly right, by Mr. 'Iheohnld. \

Hcj
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He did intreat me, paft all laying nay.

To come with him along.

SaL I did, my lord.

And I have reafon for't Signior Anthonio

Commends him to you, [Gives Baflanio a Letter.

Bajj] Ere I ope his letter,

I pray you tell me how my good friend doth.

Sal. Not Tick, my lord, unlefs it be in mind;

Nor well, unlefs in mind ; his letter there

Will (hew you his ellate. [Baflanio opens the letter,

Gra. NeriJJa^ cheer yond Itranger : Bid her wel-

come.

Your hand, Salanio \ what's the news from Venice?

How doth that rcyal merchant, good Anthoniot

1 know, he will be glad of our Succefs

:

We are the Jafcns^ we have won the fleece.

Sal Would you had won the fleece, that he hath

lofl:

!

For. There arc fome flirewd Contents in yond fame

paper.

That fl:eal the colour from Bajfanid^s cheek

:

Some dear Friend dead ; elfe nothing in the world

Could turn fo much the confl:itution

Of any conflant man. What, worfe and worfe!

With leave, Bajfanio, I am half your felf.

And I muft have the half of any thing

That this fame Paper biings you.

Bqf. O fweet Portia

!

Here are a few of the unpleafant'fl: words

That ever blotted paper. Gentle lady.

When I did firfl: impart my love to you,

1 freely told you, all the wealth I had

Ran in my veins, I was a gentleman

And then I told you true ; and yet, dear lady.

Rating myfelf at nothing, you fliall fee

How much 1 was a braggart : when I told you.

My ftate was nothing, 1 (hould then have told you,

L 3 That
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That I was worfe than nothing. For, indeed,

I have engag'd my felf to a dear friend,

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

The paper, as the body of my friend \

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

Have ail his ventures faii'd ? what not one hit ?

From ^ripolis^ from Mexico^ from Englandy

From Lisbon^ Barbajy, and Ifidia P

And not one veiTel 'fcap'd the dreadful touch

Of merchant-marring rocks ?

Sal, Not one, my lord.

Befides, it fhould appear, that if he had

The prefent mony to difcharge the Jen',

He v;ould not take it. Never did 1 know
A creature, that did bear the lhape 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 ftare^

If they deny him juftice. Twenty merchants.

The Duke hirafelf, and the Magnificoes

Of greated port, have all perfuaded with him

;

But none can drive him from the envious plea

Of forfeiture, of juftice, and his bond.

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

To Tubal and to Cbus his country-men.

That he would rather have A-nthonid's fle(li.

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

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

It will go hard with poor Anihonio,

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

Bajf, Ine deareft friend to me, the kindeft Man,
* The beft condition'd : An unweary'd fpiric

8 Th^ hejl conditiojCd and urrwearyd/pirit
In doing courtfjtfsi— ] To be read and pointed thus,

^/Ji btf, cond::isnd : ah un-xcarj d ffi-xt.

In
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In doing courtefies ; and one in whom
I'he ancient Roman honour more appears.

Than any that draws breath in Italy,

Por. What Sum owes he the Jeuo ?

BaJJ. For me, three thoufand ducats.

Por. What, no more ?

I

Pay him fix thoufand and deface the bond ;

I

Double fix thoufand, and then treble that,

j

Before a Friend of this defcription

Shall lofe a hair through my Bajfanioh fault.

Firfl, go with me to church, and call me wife,

[

And then away to Venice to your friend :

I

For never fhail you lie by Por/ia's fide

With an unquiet foul. You fliall have gold

To pay the petty debt twenty times over.

When it is paid, bring your true friend along j

My maid Nerijfa and my felf, mean time.

Will live as maids and widows : come, away !

For you fhall hence upon your wedding-day.

Bid your Friends welcome, fliew a merry cheer ;

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

But let me hear the letter of your friend.

Bajf. reads. ^WEEt Bafifanio, my /hips have all mif-

carry^d^ my creditors grow cruel^ my
ejiate is very low^ my bond to the Jew is forfeit \ and

ftnce, in paying it^ it is impoffible I fhould live^ all debts

are cleared between you and me^ if I might but feeyou
at my death \ notwithjlanding^ ufe your pleafure : if

your love do not perfuade you to come^ let not my letter,

Por, Olove! difpatch all Bufinefs, and be gone.

Baff. Since I have your good leave to go away,

I will make hafte \ but 'till I come again.

No bed fhall e'er be guilty of my fi:ay

No red be interpofer 'twixt us twain. [Exeunt,

L 4 SCENE
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SCENE IV.

Changes to a Street in Venice.

Enter Shylock, Solarino, Anthonio, and the Goaler.

Shy. I^Oaler, look to him : tell not me of mercy.

This is the fool, that lent out movvy gratis,

Goaler, look to him.

Ant. Hear me yet, good Shylock,

Shy. I'll have my bond ; fpeak not againft my bond

:

I've fworn an oath, that I will have my bond.

Thou call'dft me dog, before thou hadft a caufe

;

But (ince I am a dog, beware my fangs

:

The Duke fliall grant me juftice. I do wonder,

Thou naughty goaler, that thou art fo fond

,To come abroad with him at his requeft.

Ant. I pray thee, hear mc fpeak.

Shy. ril have my bond ^ I will not hear thee fpeak

:

I'll have my bond ; and therefore fpeak no more 5

I'll not be made a foft and dull-ey'd fool.

To fhake the head, relent, and figh and yield

To chriftian intercefTors. Follow not

;

I'll have no fpeaking j I will have my bond.

[^Exit Shylock.

Sola. It is the mod impenetrable cur.

That ever kept with men.

Ant. Let him alone,

ril follow him no more with bootlefs pray-rs:

He feeks my life ; his reafon well I know j

I oft delivered from his forfeitures

Many, that have at times made moan to me ;

Therefore he hates me.

Sola. I am fure, the Duke
Will never grant this Forfeiture to hold.

Ant, 9 The Duke cannot deny the courfe of law 5

For

9 7he Duke eennot deny^ &c— ] As the reafon here given

fecms a little perplexed, it may be proper to explain it. If, fays he,

the
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For the commodity that ftrangers have

With us in Venice^ if it be deny'd.

Will much impeach the juftice of the (late;

Since that the trade and profit of the city

Confifteth of all nations. Therefore go,

Thefe griefs and lofies have fo 'bated me.
That I fhall hardly fpare a pound of flefh

To morrow to my bloody creditor.

W^ell, goaler, on j pray God, Bajfanio come
To lee me pay his debt, and then I care not ! [Esceunt,

SCENE V.

Changes to BELMONT.
EnUr Portia, NerifTa, Lorenzo, Jeffica, and Balthazar.

Z^^r.Tl/TAdam, although I fpeak it in your prefence,
i^-*- You have a noble and a true conceit

Of God-like amity; which appears moft ftrongly

In bearing thus the abfence of your lord.

But if you knew to whom you fhew this honour.

How true a gentleman you fend relief to.

How dear a lover of my lord your husband

;

I know, you would be prouder of the work.

Than cuftomary bounty can enforce you.

Por, I never did repent of doing good.

And fhall not now ; for in companions

That do converfe and wafte the time together,

Whofe fouls do bear an equal yoke of love.

There muft needs be a like proportion

the Duke flop the courfe of law it will be attended with this ia-

convenience, that llranger merchants, by whom the wealth and
power of this city is iupported, will cry out of injufticc. For
the known ftated law being their guide and fecurity, they will

pever bear to have the current of it ftoped on any pretence of

equity whatfoever.

Of
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* Of lineaments of manners, and of fpirit;

Which makes me think, that this Anthonio^

Being the bofom- lover of my lord,

Muft needs be hke my lord. If it be fo^

How little is the cod 1 have beftowed,

In purchafing the femblance of my foul

From out the ftate of helhlh cruelty ?

This comes too near the praifing of my felf;

Therefore, no more of it: (a) hear other things.

"Lorenzo^ I commit into your hands

The husbandry and manage of my houfe,

Until my lord's return. For mine own part,

I have tow'rd heaven breath 'd a fecret vow.
To live in prayer and contemplation,

Only attended by Neriffa here,

Untill her husband and my Lord's return.

There is a monaftery two miles off.

And there we will abide. 1 do defire you.

Not to deny this Impofition:

The which my love and fome neceflity

Now lays upon you.

Lor, Madam, with all my heart

;

I lhall obey you in all fair commands.
For, My people do already know my mind,

And will acknowledge you and Jeffica

In place of lord Bajfanio and my felf.

So fare you well, 'till we fhall meet again.

Lor, Fair thoughts and happy hours attend on
you!

^ef, I wifh your ladyfliip all heart's content. -

I Of lineaments
y ef manners, &c.— ] The wrong pointing has

made this fine fentiment nonfenfe. As implying that friendfhip

could not only make a fimilitude of manners, but of faces. The
true fenfe is, lineaments of manners ^ i. e. form of the manners

^

which, fays the fpeaker, muft need be proportionate.

[ (a) Hear, Dr. Uirlhy, —Vulg. here, J

For.
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Tor, * I thank you for your wifli, and am well

pleafed

To wifli it back on you : fare you well, Jcffica.

[Exeunt Jeflica and Lorenzo.

Now, Balthazar^

As I have ever found thee honed, true.

So let me find thee (till ; take this fame letter.

And ufe thou all th' endeavour of a man.

In fpeed to Padua ; fee thou render this

Into my coufin's hand, T>od:ox Bellarto \

And look what notes and garments he doth give thee.

Bring them, I pray thee, with imagined fpeed

Unto the Trajed, to the common ferry

Which trades to Venice: wafte no time in words.

But get thee gone ; I fhall be there before thee.

Bal. Madam, I go with all convenient fpeed. \Ex\t^

Por. Come on, Nerijfa -y I have work in hand.

That you yet know not of : we'll fee our husbands.

Before they think of us.

Ner. Shall they fee us.

Por, They lhall, Nerijfa ; but in fuch a habit.

That they fhall think we are accomplifhed

With what we lack, ril hold thee any wager.

When we are both apparelPd like young men,
ril prove the prettier fellow of the two,

And wear my dagger with the braver grace

;

' And fpeak between the change of man and boy,
' With a reed Voice ; and turn two mincing 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,

2 I thank you foryour nxjijhy and am well pleafed

To ^vijh it bach on you :
] I fhould rather think Shahjjtear

wrote,

j^nd am njeirvmis*!),

from the French appris, taught, injiru3edt i. e. you teach me,
in the politenefs of your good wift^es, what I ought to wifh you.

I could-
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* I could not do with all : then I'll repent,

' And wilh, for all that, that I had not kili'd them,
* And twenty of thefe puny lies Til tell

;

' That men fhall fwear, Tve difcontinued fchool
'

* Above a twelve-month.* I have in my mind
A thoufand raw tricks of thefe bragging jacks,

Which I will pradife.

"Ner. Shall we turn to men }

Tor. Fie, what a queftion's that,

If thou wert near a lewd Interpreter

!

But come, I'll tell thee all my whole device

When I am in my coach, which (lays for us

At the park-gate; and therefore hafte away,

For we muft meafure twenty miles to day. [Exeunt,

SCENE VI.

Enter Launcelot and JefTica.

iMUn. Yes, truly : for look you, the fins of the

father are to be laid upon the children therefore, I

promife you, I fear you. I was always plain with

you ; and fo now I fpeak my agitation of the matter

:

therefore be of good cheer ; for truly, I think, you

are damn'd : there is but one hope in it that can do

you any good, and that is but a kind of baftard hope

neither,

Jef, And what hope is that, I pray thee

L/iun, Marry, you may partly hope that your fa-

ther got you not, that you are no: the J^x-'s daughter.

Jef, That were a kind of baftard hope, indeed

fo the fins of my mother fnould be vifited upon me.

Laun, Truly, then, I fear, you are damn'd both

by father and mother ; ^ thus when you fhun Scylla^

your father, you fall into Charybdis^ your mother:

well, you are gone both ways.

3 Thus njjhenyou fiun Scylla, &c.] By this allufton (fays Mr,

Ttctlald) it is evident Shakefpear ava; ho firanger to the Hexa-
meter,
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Jef. I fhall be faved by my husband j he hath made
me a chriflian.

Laun, Truly, the more to blame he ; we were

chriftians enough before, e'en as many as could well

live one by another: this making of chriftians will

raife the price of hogs •, if we grow all to be pork-

eaters, we fhall not fliortly have a ralher on the coals

for mony.

EfUer Lorenzo.

Jef, I'll tell my husband, Launcelot^ what you fay

:

here he comes.

Lor, I fhall grow jealous of you fhortly, Launceloty

if you thus get my wife into corners.

Jef. Nay, you need not fear us, Lorenzo ; Launce-

lot and I are out-, he tells me flady, there is no mercy
for me in heav'n, becaufe I am aj^w's daughter : and
he fays, you are no good member of the common-
wealth j for, in converting Jews to chriftians, you
raife the price of pork.

Lor. I fliall anfwer that better to the common-
wealth, than you can the getting up of the negro's

belly : the Moor is with child by you, Launcelot,

Laun, It is much, that the Moor fhould be more

than reafon : but if flie be lefs than an honeft woman,
file is indeed more than I took her for.

Lor, How every fool can play upon the word! I

think, the bed grace of wit will fhortly turn into

filence, and difcourfe grow commendable in none

but parrots. Go in, lirrah, bid them prepare for

dinner.

Laun, That is done. Sir ; they have all flomachs.

Lor. Good lord, what a wit-fnapper are you ! thca

bid them prepare dinner.

pieter, nor the application of it, hicidit inScyJIam cupiens 'vitarf

Charybdi?n. But is it not llrange that our critic, an Englijh?nan,

Ihould know this was a Latin prcverb, and yei not know that it

was become an EngUJh one iikewife ?

Laun^
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Laun. That is done too, Sir ; only, cover is the

word.

Lor, Will you cover then, Sir ?

Laun, Not fo, Sir, neither ; I know my duty.

Lor, Yet more quarrelling with occafion ! wilt thou

fhew the whole wealth of thy wit in an inftant? I

pray thee underftand 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.

Laun, For the table, Sir, it lhall be ferv'd in ; for

the meat. Sir, it fhall be covered \ for your coming
in to dinner, Sir, why, let it be as humours and con-

ceits fhall govern. \_Exit Laun.

Lor, O dear difcretion, how his words are fuited

!

* The fool hath planted in his memory
* An army of good words ; and I do know
* A many fools that ftand in better place,

* Garnifli'd like him, that for a trickfie word
' Defie the matter how far'ft thou, Jejfica ?

And now, good fweet, fay thy opinion,

How dofl: thou like the lord Bajfaino^s wife

Jef, Paft all exprefling : it is very meet.

The lord Bajfanio live an upright life.

For, having fuch a BlefTing in his lady.

He finds the joys of heaven here on earth

:

And if on earth he do not merit it.

In reafon he fiiould never come to heav'n.

Why, if two Gods fhould play fome heav'nly match.

And on the wager lay two earthly women.
And Portia one, there muft be fomething elfe

Pawn'd with the other; for the poor rude world

Hath not her fellow.

Lor. Even fuch a husband

Haft thou of me, as fhe is for a wife.

Jef, Nay, but ask my opinion too of that.

Lor, I will anon : firft, let us go to dinner,

Jef.
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Jsf, Nay, let me praife you, while I have a fto-

mach.

Lor, No, pray rhee, let it ferve for table-talk;

Then, howlbc'er thou fpeak'fl, 'mcng other things,

I fha!l di^eft it.

Jef, Well, V\\ fct you forth. lE^eunt.

ACT IV. SCENE 1.

7he Sefiate-houfe in Venice.

Enter the Duke, the Senators \ Anthonio, Baflanio,

and Gratiano, at ths Bar.

Duke.

WH AT, is AnthGnio here ?

Ant. Ready, fo pleafe your Grace.

Dtike. I'm forry for thee ; thou art come to anfvvcr

A ftony adverfary, an inhumafi wretch

Uncapable of pity, void and empty
From any dram of mercy.

Ant. I have heard,

Yonr Grace hath ta'en great pains to qualific

His rig'rous courfe ; but fince he (lands obdarate,

And that no lawful means can carry me
Olu of his envy*s reach, 1 do oppole

My patience to his fury; and am arm'd
To fufFer, with a quietnefs of fpirit.

The very tyranny and rage of his.

Duke. Go one, and call the Jew into the Court.

SaL He's ready at the door : he comes, my lord.

Enter Shylock.

Duke, Make room, and let him (land before our

face,
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Shylock^ the world thinks, and I think fb too.

That thou but lead'ft this fafhion of thy malice

To the laft hour of adl ; and then 'tis thought,

Thoul't fhew thy mercy and remorfe more ftrange.

Than is thy ftrange apparent cruelty.

And, where thou now exa6l:*ft the penalty,

Which is a pound of this poor merchant's flefh.

Thou wilt not onlylofe the forfeiture.

But, touch'd with human gentlenels and love.

Forgive a moiety of the principal

;

Glancing an eye of pity on his lofles.

That have of late fo huddled on his back,
' Enough to prefs a royal merchant down

;

And pluck commiferation of his ftate

From braffy bofoms, and rough hearts of flint

;

From ftubborn Turks and TartarSy never train'd

To offices of tender courtefie.

We all expert a gentle anfwer, Jew.

Shy, 1 have poflefs'd your Grace of what I purpofe.

I Enough to prefs a royal merchant do^jjn ;] We are not to

imagine the word royal to be only a ranting Ibundirig Epithet.

It is ufed with great propriety, and Ihews the Poet well ac-

quainted with the hiftory of the People whom he here brings upon
the ftage. For when the French and Venetians ^ in the begin-

ning of the thirteenth century, had won Conjlantinople ; the

French, under the emperor Henry, endeavoured to extend their

conquefts into the provinces of the Grecian empire on the 7erra

frma't while the Venetians, who were mailers of the fea, gave
jiberty to any fubjeft of the Republic, who would fit out veflels,

to make themfelves mafters of the ifles of the Archipelago, and
other maritime places j and to enjoy their conquefts in fovereign-

ty; only doing homage to the Republic for their feveral princi-

palities. By virtue of this licence, the Sanudos, the Jujiiniani^

the Grimaldi, the Summarifo's, and others, all Venetian mer-

chants, erefted principalities in feveral places of the Archipelago,

(which their defcendants enjoyed for many generations) and
thereby became truly and properly royal merchants. Which in-

deed was the title generally given them all over Europe. Hence,
the moft eminent of our own merchants (while public fpirit re-^

fided amongfl them;, and before it was aped by faction) were called

royal merchants.
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And by our holy Sabbath have I fvvorn.

To have the dae and forfeit of my bond.

If you deny it, let the danger Jight

Upon your charter, and your city's freedom?

You'll ask me, why I rather chufe to have

A weight of carrion flefli, than to receive

Three thoufand ducats ? * I'll now anfwer that

By faying 'tis my humour, is it anfwer'd ?

What if my houle be troubled with a rat,

And I be pleas'd to give ten thoufand ducats

To have it baned ? what, are you anfwer'd yet ?

Some men there are, love not a gaping pig j

Some, that are mad, if they behold a cat

;

And others, when the big-pipe fmgs i* th' nofe^

Cannot contain their urine for affeflion.

» Mailers of palTion fway it to the mood
Of what it likes, or loaths. Now, for your anfwer;

As there is no firm reafon to be render'd,

Why he cannot abide a gaping pig ;

Why he, a harmlefs necelTary cat

;

^ Why he, a woollen bag-pipe ; but of force

Muft
2 TH NOT anfvu'er that.

But fay, it is my humour, ] This ye^v is the ftranged:

Fellow. He is asked a queiiion ; lays he will not anlvver it ; ia

the very next line fays, he has anfwered it, and then Iperds the

19 following lirie^ to juflify and explain his anfYvei. Who can

doubt then, but we fhould read

/V/now anpiver that^

By saying '//j my humour- ---->.

3 Majlerlefs pajjion fi.vays it to the moo The tvVO old Qaar*
to's and Folio read.

Masters of paJJion.

And this is certainly right. He is fpeaking of the power of

found over the human affidions, and concludes, very naturally,,

that the mafiers cf paJJlon (for fo he hncly calls the muficians)

fway the pafiions or aifcdions as they pleale. Alluding to whar
the ancients tell us of the feacs that Timothem Jind other mufi-

cians worked by the power of mufic. Can any thing be more
natural

!

A. ^fhy he, a '-Jioollen bag-pipe ; ] This incident Shake 'near

Vox. 11. M fecmi
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MaH: yield to fach inevitable (hame.

As to offend, himlelf being offended j

So can 1 give no reafon, nor I will not.

More than a lodg'd hate and a certain loathing

I bear ylntbofiio^ that I follow thus

A lofing fuit again it him. Are you anfwer'd?

Bajf. This is no anhver thou unfeeling man,
T' excufe the current of thy cruelty.

Shy. I am not bound to pieafe thee with my an-

fwer.

Bajf. Do all men kill the thing they do not love ?

Shy. Hates any Man the thing he would not kill ?

Bajf. Ev'ry offence is not a hate at firft.

Shy, What, would'ft thou have a ferpent ffing thee

twice ?

/^nt, I pray you, think, you queftion with a Jeiv^

You may as well go (land upon the beach.

And bid the main flood 'bate his ufual height.

You may as well ufequeftion with the wolf,

^ Wiiy he hath made the cwc bleat for the lamb.

feems to have taken from J. C. Scaliger s Exct. r^-cTf //. againft

CarJan A bcok that our author uas well read in, and much in-

debted to for a great deal of his phyiics : it beiog then much in

vogue, ar.d indeed is excellent, th j' now long lince forgot. In

hii 344 Exercit. Se". 6. he has thefe words, Narrako nunc tibi

jccojam Sympathiam Reguli Vafconis Equitis. Is dum 'vi'veret

audito phorviingis jjno, urinam illico fciccre cagebatur. And
to make this jocular iiory Hill more ridiculous, Shakefpeavy I

fuppofe, tranilated phorminx by bag pipes. But what I would

chiefly obierve f/om hence is this, that as Scaliger ufcs the word
Sympathiam which figmhes, and lo he interprets it, communem

AFFECTION EM duabus rcbus, fo Shake/pear cranflates it by af-

fection ;

Cannot contain their urine for affection.
Which Ihews the truth of the preceding emendation of the text

according to the old copies ; which have a full ilop at affection,

&iid lead. Mafiers of paffjr..

5 IVhj he hath made the e^jje hleai for the lu7::b.] i. e. why he

ham rcbb'd her of her oftrpring. Which, the Oxford tditor

Dci uadcriianding, he hath aker'd the line thus,

IFitn you beheld c c<ii.e iUtitftr the lamh.

{. f. when ycu hfiir.

You
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You may as well forbid the mountain pines

To wag their high tops, and to make a noife.

When they are trctted wich the gufts of heaven.

You may as well do any thing moft hard.

As feek to lofren that, (than which what's harder!)

W\%Jeuotfh heart. Therefore, I do befeech you.

Make no more offers, ufe no farther means

;

But wich all brief and plain conveniency

Let me have judgment, and the Jew his will.

Bajf. For thy three thoufand ducats here is fix*

Shy, If ev'ry ducat in fix thoufand ducats

Were in fix parts, and ev'ry part a ducar,

I would not draw them, 1 would have m.y bond,

Duke, How fhak thou hope for mercy, rendVing

none ?

^^v. Whatjudgment fhall I dread, doing no wrong?
You have among you many a purchas'd Have,

Which, like your afles, and your dogs, and mules.

You ufe in abjeft and in flavifh part,

Becaufe you bought them. Shall 1 fay to you.

Let them be free, marry them to your heirs ?

Why fweat they under burdens } let their beds

Be made as foft as yours, and let their palates

Be feafon'd with fuch viands ; you will anfwer.

The flaves are ours. So do I anfwer you

:

The pound of flefh, which I demand of him.

Is dearly bought, 'tis mine, and I will have it.

If you deny me, fie upon your law I

There is no force in the decrees of Venice

:

I ftand for judgment; anfwer; fliall I have it.^

Duke, Upon my pow'r I may difmifs this Court,

Unlefs^^-Z/^m, a learned Doctor,

'Whom I have fent for to determine this.

Come here to day.

Sal. My lord, here flays, without,

A. meffcnger with letters from the Doclor,

New come from Padua,

M 2 Di^<^^
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Duke, Bring us the letters, call the meflenger.

Bajf, Good cheer, Anthonio ; what, man, courage

yet

:

The Jew fhall have my flefli, blood, bones, and all.

Ere thou fhalt lofe for me one drop of blood.

Ant, I am a tainted weather of the flock,

Meeteft for death : the weakeft kind of fruit

Drops earlieft to the ground, and fo let me.
You cannot better be employ^, Bajfanio^

Than to live ft ill, and write mine epitaph*

S C E N E II.

Enter Nerifla, drefs^d like a Lawyer*s Clerk,

Duke. Came you from Padua^ from Bellario ?

Ner. From both, njy lord : Bellario greets your,

Grace

Bajf. Why dofh thou whet thy knife fo earneftly ?

Shy, To cut the forfeit from that bankrupt there.

Gra, ^ Not on thy foale, but on thy foul, harfk

Jewy
Thou mak'ft thy knife keen ; for no metal can,

No, not the hangman's ax, bear half the keennefs

Of thy fharp envy. Can no prayers pierce thee ?

Shy, No, none that thou haft wit enough to make,
Gra. O be thou damn'd, inexorable dog.

And for thy life let juftice be accus'd!

Thou almoft mak'ft me waver in my faith,

To hold opinion with PythagoraSy

That fouls of animals infufe themfelves

Into the trunks of men. Thy currifti fpirit

6 Not on thy /oaky but on thy foul, harjh JewJ This loft jin-

gle Mr. Theobald found again ; but knew not whac to make of it

when he had it, as appears by his paraphrafe, l^ho^ thou thinkeji

that thou art -a^hetttng thy knife on the foale of thyfhoe^ yet it is

upon thy foul, thy immortal part. Abfurd ! the conceit is, that

his foul was fo hard that it had given an edge to his knife.

Govern'd
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Govern'd a wolf, who, hang'd for human flaughtcr,

Ev'n from the gallows did his fell foul fleer,

And, whilft thou Jay'fl: in thy unhallow'd dam,
Infus'd it felf in thee : for thy defires

Are woliifli, bloody, ftarv'd, and ravenous.

Shy, 'Till thou canft rail the feal from offmy bond.

Thou but offend'ft thy lungs to fpeak fo loud.

Repair thy wit, good youth, or it will fall

To curelefe ruin. 1 ftand here for law.

'Duke, 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.

Duke, With all my heart. Some three or four of

you

Go give him courteous condud to this place:

Mean time, the Court fliali hear Bellario\ letter.

^SJOUR Grace Jhall miderjlandy that^ at the receipt

1 of your letter^ I am 'very fick : but at the inftant

that your rnejfenger came,, in loving vifitation was vjith

me a young Do5for of Rome, his Name is Balthafar

:

1 acquainted him with the caiife in controverfie between

the Jew and Anthonio the merchant, JVe turned d*er

many books together: he is furnifloed with my cpinion,^

which,, bettered with his own learning,, (the greatnefs

whereof I cannot enough commend^) comes with him' at

my importunity^ to fill up your Grace^s reqiiefl in my

ftead, I befeech you^ let his lack of years be no impedi^

ment,, to let him lack a reverend eftimation : For I never

knewfoyoung a body with fo old a head. Heave him to

your gracious acceptance^ whofe trial fhall better publijh

bis commendation.

Enter Portia, drefs^d like a DoElcr of Laws,

Duke, You hear the learn'd Bellario^ what he writes,

M 3 And
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And here, I take it, is the Do6tor come :

Give me your hand. Came you from old BeJlario ?

For. I did, my lord.

Duke, You're welcome : take your piace.

Are you acquainted with the difference.

That holds this prelent queftion in the Court?

For. I am informed throughly of the cafe.

Which is the merchant here ? and which the Jew?
Duke. Ardhcnio and old Shylock^ both Hand forth.

For. Is your name Shylock ?

Shy. Shylock is my name.

Par. Of a (Irangc nature is the fuit you follow ^

Yet in fuch rule, that tht Venetian

Cannot impugn you, as you do proceed.

You (land within his danger, do you not? rT<?Anth,

Jnt. Ay, fo he fays.

For. Do you confcfs the bond?

Jnt. I do.

For. Then mufl the Je'-jj be merciful.

Shy. On what compulfion mull I ? tell me that.

Per. ' The quality of mercy is not ftrain'd \

* It droppeth, as the gentle rain from heav'n

« Upon the place beneath. It is twice blefs'd j

* It bleiTeih him ihat gives, and him that takes.

* 'Tis m'ghtiell in the mightiefl; it becomes
' The throned monarch better tlian his Crown:
' His fcepter fhews the force of temporal pow'r,
* The attribute to awe and majcfty,

* Wherein doth fit the dread and fear of Kings j

* 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 fhew likeft God's,
* When mercy feafonsjutlice.' Therefore, Jew^
Tho' juilice be thy plea, confider this,

7'hat in the courfe of juftice none of us

giioaid fee falvation. vV e do pray for mercy ;

And
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And that fame pray'r doth teach us all to render

The deeds of mercy. 1 have Ipoke thus much
To mitigate the juftice of thy plea;

Which, if thou follow, this Uriel Court of Venice

Mud needs give fentence 'gainft the merchant there.

Sljy, My deeds upon my head ! I crave the law.

The penalty and forfeit of my bond.

For. Is he not able to difcharge the mony ?

BaJJ, Yes, here I tender it for him in the Court,

Yea, twice the fum ; if that will not fuffice,

1 will be bound to pay it ten times o'er.

On forfeit of my hands, my head, my heart.

If this will not fuffice, it muft appear
7 That malice bears down truth. And I befeech you,

Wreftonce the law to your authority.

To do a great right, do a little wrong;
And curb this cruel devil of his will.

Fo'i\ It mufb not be ; there is no pow'r in Venice^

Can alter a decree eftablifhed.

'Twill be recorded for a precedent

;

And many an error, by the fame example,

Will rufh into the ftate. It cannot be.

^
Shy. A D.Wf/ come to judgment! yea, a Z)^w?V/.

O wife young judge, how do I honour thee!

For. I pray you, let me look upon the bond.

Shy. Here *tis, moft rev'rend Doclor, here it is.

For. Shylock, there's thrice thy mony offe-r'd thee.

Shy. An oath, an oath,— I have an oath in heav'n.

Shall I lay perjury upon my foul ^.

No, not for Venice.

For. Why, this bond is forfeit;

And lawfully by this xhtjew may claim

A pound of flelh, to be by him cut off

Neareft the merchant's heart. Be merciful.

Take thrice thy mony, bid me tear the bond.

7 7hat malice hears donxn truth."] By truth is here meant the

lealonable offers of accommodation w.hich iiad bee a m^de,

M 4 Shy,
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Shy. When it is paid according to the tenour.

It doch appear, you are a worthy judge j

You know rhe law : your expoficion

Hath been moft ibund. I charge you by the law.

Whereof you are a well-delerving pillar.

Proceed to judgment. By my fcui I fwear.

There is no power in the tongue of man
To alter me. I ilay here on my bond.

Ar,t. Mcft heartily 1 do befeech the Court

To give the judgment.

Per. Why, then thus it is

:

You muft prepare your bofom for his knife.

Shy. O noble judge ! O excellent young man

!

Fcs\ For the intent and purpofe of the law

Hath full relation to the penalty.

Which here appeareth due upon the bond.

Sh. 'Tis very true. O wife a^nd upright judge.

How much more elder art thou than thy looks]

Per. Therefore lay bare your bofom.

SJa\ Ay, his breail

;

So fays the bond, doth it not, noble judge?

Neareft his heart, thole are the very words.

Po7\ It is fo. Are there fcales, to weigh the flelh ^

Shy. I have them ready.

Por. Have by feme fcrgeon, Sbylock^ on your

charge.

To flop his wounds, left he fhould bleed to death.

Shy. Is it fo nominated in the bond ?

Por, It is not fo exprefs'd ; but what of that ^

'Twere good, you do fo much for charity.

Shy. 1 cannot find it ; 'tis not in the bond.

Per. Come, merchant, have you any thing to fay?

Ant. But little : I am arm'd, and well prepared.

Give me your hand, Bajjanio^ fare you well i

Grieve not, that I am rali'n to this tor you

:

For herein fortune Ihews herfelf more kind.

Than is her cuftom. It is ftill her ufe.

To
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** To let the wretched man out-Hvc his wealth.

To view with hollow eye, and wrinkled brow,
*' An age of poverty From which ling'ring penance

Of fuch a mifcry doth flie cut me off.

Commend me to your honourable wife;

Tell her the procefs of Antho7tio^s end ;

Say, how 1 lov'd 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 fhall Jofe your friend

;

And he repents not, that he pays your debt s

For if the Jew do cut but deep enough,

I'll pay it inftantly with all my heart.

Baff, Anihonio^ I am married to a wife.

Which is as dear to me as life it fclf

;

But life it felf, my wife, and all the world.

Are not with me efteem'd above thy life.

I would lofe all \ ay, facrifice them all

Here to this devil, to deliver you.

For» Your wife would give you little thanks for

that.

If fhe were by to hear you m-ake the offer.

Gra, I have a wife, whom, I protelt, I love;

I would, fhe were in heav'n, fo fhe could

Intreat fome Pow'r to change this currifh Jew.
Ner. 'Tis well, you offer it behind her back;

The wifh would make elfe an unquiet houfe.

Shy, Thefe be the chriftian husbands. I've a

daughter

;

'Would, any of the ftock of Barrahas

Had been her husband, rather than a chriftian! [A/ide,

We trifle time ; 1 pray thee, purfue fentence.

For. A pound of that fame merchant's flefh is

thine.

The Court awards it, and the law doth give it.

Shy, Moft rightful judge

!

For. And you mui\ cut this flefc from off his breafl:

;

The
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The law allows it, and the Court awards it.

Shy, Moft learned judge! a fentence: come, pre-

pare.

For. Tarry a litde, there is fomething elfe.

This bond doth give thee here no jot of blood;

The words exprefly are, a pound of fielh.

Then take thy bond, take thou thy pound of flefh ;

But, in the cutting it, it thou doft Ihed

One drop of chriftian blood ; thy lands and goods
Are, by the laws oi Venice^ confifcate

Unto the Hate of Venice,

Gra. O upright judge! mark, JcWy O learned

judge!

Shy. Is that the law ?

For. Thy felf fhalt fee the Ad:
For as thou urged juflice, be afTur'd,

Thou fncilt have juftice, more than thou defir'ft.

Gra. O learned judge ! mark, Jew \ a learned

judge

!

Sby. I take this offer then, pay the bond thrice.

And let the chriftian go.

Baff. Here is the niony.

For, The Jew fliall have all judice •, foft! no hafte

;

He fhall have nothing but the penalty.

Gra. OJew! an upright judge, a learned judge!

For. Therefore prepare tnce to cut off the flelh ;

Shed thou no blood, nor cut thou lefs, nor more.

But julta pound of flcfli : if thou tak*i1 more
.

Or Icfs than a juft pound, be't but fo much
As makes it light or heavy in the fubitance.

On the divifion of the twentieth part

Of one poor fcruple nay, if the icale turn

Bdt in the eflimation of a hair.

Thou diefl:, and all thy goods are confifcate.

Gra. A fecond Darnel^ a Daniel^ Jew

!

Now, infidel, I have thee on the h\p.

For, Wny doth the Jew paufc ? Lake the forfeiture.

Shy.
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^hy. Give me my principal, and leC me go.

Baff, I have ic ready for thee \ here it is.

Por, He hath refus'd it in the open Court

;

He fhall have meerly juftice, and his bond.

Gra. A Daniel.^ Itill lay I ; a fecond Baniel!

I thank ihtt^^Jeiv^ for teaching me that word.

Shy, Shall 1 not barely have my principal ?

Por. Thou {halt have nothing but the forfeiture.

To be fo taken at thy peril, Jew,
Shy. Why, then the devil give him good of it!

I'll ftay no longer queftion.

Por. Tarry, Jew.

The law hath yet another hold on you

:

It is enabled in the laws of Venice^

If it be prov'd againfl: an alien.

That by diredl, or indired, attempts

He feeks the life of any citizen.

The party, 'gainft the which he doth contrive.

Shall feize on half his goods ; the other half

Comes to the privy Coffer of the ftatej

And the offender's life lies in the mercy
Of the Duke only, 'gainfl: all other voice :

In which predicament, 1 fay, thou ftand'ft.

For it appears by manifeft proceeding.

That indiredlly, and diredly too.

Thou haft contriv'd againfl the very life

Of the defendant ; and thou hafi: incurr'd
* The danger formerly by me rehears'd.

Down, therefore, and beg mercy of the Duke.
Gra. Beg, that thou may'ft have kave to hang

thy felf;

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,

8 The danger formerly by me rehearsed.'] This danger was
a judicial penalty, which the fptaker had juil before rcciced, in

the very terms formality of tnc law it Iclf; we fhould there-

lOre read formally.
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Duke. That thou may*ft fee the difi'rence of our

fpirir,

I pardon thee thy life before thou ask it

:

For half thy wealth, it is Antho',iid*% \

The other half comes to the general flate.

Which humblenefs may drive unto a fine.

For, Ay, for the (late ; not for Anthonio.

Shy. Nay, take my life and all : pardon not that.

You take my houfe, when you do take the prop
That doth fjftain my houfe : you take my life.

When you do take the means whereby I live.

Pc7\ What mercy can you render him, ylnthonio?

Gra, A halter^mf; ; nothing elfe, for God's fake.

Ant. So pieafe my lord the Duke, and all the Court,

To quit the fine for one half of his goods,

1 am content; fo he will let me have

The other half in ufe, to render it

Upon his death unto the gentleman.

That lately ftole his daughter.

Two things provided more, that for this favouf

He prefently become a chriftian ;

The other, that he do record a Gift

Here in the Court, of all he dies poHefs'd,

Unro his fon Lorenzo and his daughter.

Duke. He fhall do this, or elfe 1 do recant

The pardon that I late pronounced here.

Por. Art thou contented, Je'x? what doll thou fay?

I am content.

Por, Clerk, draw a Deed of g'fc.

Shy. I pray you give me leave to go from heRce ;

I am not well \ fend the Deed after me.

And I will fign it.

T>iike. Get thee gone, but do it.

Gra. In chrift'ning thou flialt have two godfathers.

Had { been judge, tnou lliould'tl: have had ten more.

To bring thee to the gallows, not the font.

[£.v/V Shylock.

Duke.
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'Duke. Sir, I intreat you home with me to dinner.

Per. I humbly do defire your Grace of pardon j

I mull away this night to Padua^

And it is meet, I prefently fet forth.

Duke. Vm forry, that your leifure ferves you not.

Anthonio., gratify this gentleman ;

For in my mind, you are much bound to him.

[£a// Duke and his train,

SCENE III.

BajJ, Moft worthy gentleman ! I and my friend

Have by your wifdom been this day acquitted

Of grievous penalties ; in heu whereof.

Three thouland ducats, due unto thej^f^.

We freely cope your courteous pains withal.

Ant, And ftand indebted, over and above.

In love and fervice to you evermore.

Por. He is well paid, that is well latisfy'd j

And I, delivering you, am fatisfy'd.

And therein do account my felF well paid;

My mind was never yet more mercenary.

I pray you, l^now me, when we meet again ;

I wifh you well, and fo I take my leave.

Bajf. Dear Sir, of force I muft attempt you further.

Take fom.e remembrance of us, for a tribute,

Not as a fee : grant me two things, I pray you.

Nor to deny me, and to pardon m.e.

Per. You prefs me far, and therefore I will yield.

Give me your gloves, I'll wear 'em for your fakej

And, for your love, Pll rake this ring from you.

Do not dravv back your hand, I'll take no more ;

And you in love fhall not deny me this.

BajJ. This ring, good Sir, alas, it is a trifle;

I will not fhame my lelf to give you this.

Por. I will have nothing elfe but only this,

And now, methinks, I have a mind to it.
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Baff. 9 There's more depends on this, than on th«

value.

The deareft ring in Venice will I give you,

And find it out by proclamation ;

Only for this, I pray you, pardon me.

Por, I fee. Sir, you are liberal in offers

;

You taught me firft to beg, and now, methinks.

You teach me how a beggar fhould be anfwer'd.

Bajf, Good Sir, this ring was giv'n me by my wife.

And, when fhe put it on, fhe made me vow.
That I Ihould neither fell, nor give, nor lofe it.

Por. That 'fcufe ferves many men to fave their

gifts i

And if your wife be not a mad woman.
And know how well I have deferv'd the ring.

She wou'd not hold out enmity for ever,

For giving it to me. Well, peace be with you f

[^Exit with Neriffiu

Anth. My lord Bajfanio^ let him have the ring.

Let his defervings, and my love withal,

Be valu'd 'gainft your wife's commandement.

BajJ. Go, Gratiano^ run and overtake him.

Give him the ring and bring him, if thou can'/!:.

Unto Anthonio\ houfe : away, make hade. {Exit Gra.
Come, you and I will thither prefendy j

And in the morning early will we both

Fly toward Belmont ; come, Anthonio, \Exemt^

Re-enter Portia and Nerifla.

Por. Enquire the Jevo'?^ houfe out, give him this

Deed,

And let him fign it; we'll away to night.

And be a day before our husbands home :

This Deed will be well welcome to Lorenzo.

9 There's more depends on th'iSy than on the uahe^ So the old

Quarto leads, and u is right.

Enter
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Enter Graclano.

Gra, Fair Sir, you are well o*erta*en

:

My \oid Bafpinio^ upon more advice.

Hath fenc you here this ring, and doth intreat

Your company at dinner.

Per. That cannot be.

This ring I do accept mod thankfully.

And fo, I pray you, tell him ; furthermore,

I pray you, fhew my Youth old Shylock's houle.

Gra. That will I do.

Ner. Sir, I would fpeak with you.

ril fee if I can get my husband's ring: [To Por.

Which I did make him fwear to keep for ever.

Por. Thou may'ii, I warrant. We fliall have old

fwearing.

That they did give the rings av/ay to men

;

But we'll out-face them, and out- fwear them too:

Away, make halle, thou know'd where 1 will tarry.

Ner. Come, good Sir, will you fhew me to this

houle ^ \^Ex€unt,

A C T V. SCENE L

Belmont. A Grove, or green Place^ before

Portia'i Ilotife.

Enter Lorenzo and JefTica.

Lorenzo.

THE moon fhines bright: In fuch a right as

this,

When the fweet wind did gently kifs the trees,

And they did make no noifc; in fuch a night,

Troylus^ mechinks, mounted the Trojan wall

;

And
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And figh'd his foul toward the Grecian teats.

Where Crejfid lay that night.

jef. In luch a night.

Did 'Thisbe fearfully o'er-trip the dew;
And faw the lion's fliadow ere himfelf.

And ran difmayed away.

Lor, In fuch a night,

Stood Dido with a willow in her hand
Upon the wild fea-banks, and vyav'd her love

To come again to Carthage.

Jef, In fuch a night,

Medea gather'd the enchanted herbs.

That did renew old jEfon.

Lor. In fuch a night.

Did Jejfica ileal from the wealthy Jevj^

And with an unthrift love did run from Venice^

As far as Belmont,

Jef, And in fuch a night.

Did young Lorenzo fwear, he lov'd her well

;

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 litde Ihrew)

Slander her love, and he forgave it her.

Jef I would out-night you, did no body come:
But hark, I hear the Tooting of a man.

Enter Stephano.

Lor. Who comes fo faft, in filence of the night ?

Mef A friend.

Lor, What friend ? your name, I pray you, friend?

Mef Stephano is my name, and I bring word.
My miftrefs will before the break of day

Be here at Belmont : fhe doth ftray about

By holy CroITes, where (he kneels, and prays.

For happy wedlock hours.

Lor, Who comes with her?

Mef:



73^ Mercha?2t of Venice.
Mef. None, but a holy hermit, and her maid,

I pray you, is my mafter yet return'd ?

Lor. He is not, nor have we yet heard from him

;

But go we in, I pray thee, Jejica^

And ceremonioufty let us prepare

Some welcome for the miitrels of the houfe,

E7iter Launcelot.

Latin. Sola, fola, wo ha, ho, foJa, fbla?

Lor. Who calls ?

Laun. Sola ! did you fee mafber Lorenzo and m'iftrefs

Lcrenza? ibla, fola!

Lor. Leave hollowing, man : here,

Laun, Sola! where? where?

Lor. Here.

Latin, Tell him, there's a poft corne from my
mailer, with his horn full of good news. My maflcr

will be here ere morning.

Lor, Sweet love, let's in, and there expeft their

coming.

x^nd yet no matter: why fiiould we go in?

My friend Stephano^ fignifie, I pray you.

Within the houfe, your miftrefs is at hand y

lE^^is Stephano;

And bring your mufick Forth into the air.

* How fweet the moon-light fleeps upon this bank!
* Here will we fir, and let the founds of mufick
* Creep in our ears ; foft ftillnefs, and the night
* Become the touches of fweet harmony.
* Sit, Jeffica : look, how the floor of heav'n
* Is thick inlay'ci ' with patens of bright gold 5

* There's not the fm.allcft orb, which thou behold'il^

* But in his miOtion like an angel fings,

* Still quiring to the young-ey*d cherubims

;

I njuiih PATTERNS of bri-^bt gold."] We fhould read patens:
a round broad plate of ^cld born in heraldry ; the cover of the

lacramen:al-cap.

Vol.. II. N • Such
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' * Such harmony is in immortal founds!

* But whilft this muddy vefture of decay
* Doth grofly clofe us in, we cannot hear it.*

Come, ho, and wake Diana with a hymn ;

With fweeteft touches pierce your miftrefs' ear,

And draw her home with mufick.

Je[, I'm never merry, when I hear fweet mufick.

Lor. ^ The reafon is, your fpirits are attentive

;

* For do but note a wild and wanton herd,

* Or race of youthful and unhandled colts,

' Fetching mad bounds, bellowing and neighing loud, .

* (Which is the hot condition of their blood)

' If they perchance but hear a trumpet found,

* Or any air of mufick touch their cars,

^ You fhall perceive them make a mutual ftand^

* Their favage eyes turn'd to a modeft gaze,

* By the fweet power of mufick. Therefore, the Poet

*, Did feign that Orpheus drew trees, ftones, and

floods

;

* Since nought fo flockifli, hard and full of rage,

* But mufick for the time doth change his nature.

*- 5 The man that hath no mufick in himfelf,

* Nor is not mov*d with concord of fweet founds,

' b
2 Such harmony is in immortal fouls ;} But the harmony here

defcribed is that of the fpheres, fo much celebrated by the an-

tients. He fays, the fmalleji orb fings like an angel; ard then

fubjoin?, fuch harmony is in immortal fouls : But the harmony of

angels is not here meant, but of the orbs. Nor are we to think,

that here the poet alludes to the notion, that each orb has its

intelligence or angel to direft it ; for then with no propriety

eould he fay, the orh fung like an angel: he Ihould rather have

fald, the angel in the orh fung. We mult therefore corred the

line thus ;

Such harmony is in immortal founds ;

i. e. in the mufick of the fpheres.

3 The man that hath no mufick in himfelf

^

Nor is not mon}'d 'with concord of fnxeet founds y'\ The thought

here is extremely hne : As if the being afFe(^led with mufick was

only
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* is fit for treafons, ftraragems, and fpoils

;

' The motions of his fpii it are dull as nighr,
*' And his affediions dark as Erebus

:

* Let no fuch man be trufled— Mark the mufick/

Por. That light we fee, is burning in my hall:

How far that little candle throws his beams

!

So fhines a good deed in a naughty world.

Ner. When the moon fhone, we did not fee the

candle.

Por, So doth the greater glory dim the Jefsj

A fubftitute Hiines brightly as a King,

Until a King be by ; and then his ftate

Empties it lelf^ as doth an inland brook

Into the main of waters. Mufick, hark ! [^Mufick^

JSIer. It is the mufick j Madam, of your houfe.

Por, Nothing is good, I fee, without refped

:

Methinks, it founds much fweeter than by day.

Ner, Silence beftows the virtue on it, Madam.
Por, The crov/ doth fing as fweetly as the larkg

When neither is attended ; and, I think.

The nightingale, if ftie fliould fing by day.

When every goofe is cackling, would be thought

No better a mufician than the wren.

How many things by feafon feafon'd arc

To their right praife, and true perfedlion ?

Peace ! how the moon fleeps with Endimton^

only the harmony between the internal [mujtck in himfelf^ and

the external mufick [concord offxveet Joiinds ;] which were mu-
tually afFedted like unilbn ftiings. Tihis whole fpeech could not

fieri ^ ut h^.iT Aii'm propter alia^ Formazftj musicam, ^ lau-

(as Menfai proprie Jlbi 'vindicent.

Enter Portia and Neriffu

And would not be av/aked I {Mufick ceafes.

N Q Lor,
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Lor. That is the voice.

Or I am much deceived, of Pcrtia.

Per, He knows me, as the blind man knows the

cuckow,

By the bad voice.

Lcr, Dear lady, welcome home.

For. We have been praying for our husbai^'s

healths,

Which fpeed, we hope, the better for our words.

Are they recurn'd ?

Lor^ Madam, they are not yet;

But there is come a meflfenger before.

To fignifie their coming.

Per. Go, NeriJJa^

Give order to my fervants, that they take

No note at all of our being abfent hence i

Nor you, Lorenzo ; Jejficay nor you.

{A Tucket founds.

Lor. Your husband is at hand, I hear his trumpet

:

We are no tell-tales, Madam, fear you not.

Per. This night, mechinks, is but the day-light

fick;

It looks a little paler; 'tis a day.

Such as the day is when the fun is hid.

Enter Baflinioj Anthonio, Gratiano, artd their

fcllowers.

BajJ. We fhould hold day with the Antipodes^

If you would walk in abfence of the fun.

For. Let me give light, but let me not be lighxs

For a light wife doth make a heavy husband

;

And never be Bajjanio fo from me

;

But God fort all! you're welcome home, my lord.

BajJ. I thank you, Madam : give welcome to my
friend ;

This is the man, this is Anthcnlo^

To whom I am lb infinitely bound.

For.
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l?or. You fhould in all fenfe be much bound to

him J

For, as I hear, he was much bound for you.

jinth. No more than I am well acquitted of.

Por, Sir, you are very welcome to our houfe;

It muft appear in other ways than words

;

Therefore I fcant this breathing courtefie.

Gra. By yonder moon, I fwear, you do me wrong

;

In faith, I gave it to the judge's clerk. [to Neriila.

Would he were gelt that had it, for my part,

Since you do take it, love, fo much at heart.

Por. A quarrel, ho, already ! what's the matter?

Gra, About a hoop of gold, a paltry ring,

\

That flie did give me, wh-ofe poefie was

1

For all the world like cutler's poetry

Upon a knife; Love me^ and leave me not,

Ner. What talk you of the poefie, or the value?

I

You fwore to me, when I did giye it you.

That you would wear it 'till your hour of death,

And that it Hiould lye with you in your grave:

Tho' not for me, yet for your vehement oaths.

You fhould have been refpedive, and have kept it.

Gave it a Judge's clerk ! but v/ell I know.
The clerk will ne'er wear hair on's face, that had it.

Gra. He will, an' if he live to be a man.

Ner. Ay, if a woman live to be a man.
Gra. Now, by this hand, I gave it to a youth,

A kind of boy, a little fcrubbed boy,

No higher than thy felf, the Judge's clerk 5

A prating boy, that begg'd it as a fee

:

J could not for my heart deny it him.

Por. You v/ere to blame, I muft be plain with you.

To part fo flighdy with your wife's firft gift;

A thing ftuck on with oaths upon your finger.

And riveted with faith unto your fle(h.

I gave my love a ring, and made him fwear

Never to part with it 5 and here he ftands,

N 3 I dare
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I dare be fworn for him, he would not leave it.

Nor pluck it from his finger, for the wealth

That the world rnafters. Now, in faith, Gratiano^

You give your wife too unkind a caufe of grief;

An 'twere to me, 1 fliould be mad at it.

Bajf. Why, I were bed to cut my left hand off,

And fwear, I loft the ring defending it. \j1ftd^

Gra, My lord Bajpinio gave his ring away
Unto the Judge that begg'd it, and, indeed,

t)eferv'd it too and then the boy, his clerk.

That took fome pains in wridng. He begg'd mine;

And neither man, nor mafter, would take aught

Bat the two rings.

Por, What ring gave you, my lord.^*

Not that, I hope, which you received of me,

Bajf. If I could add a lie unto a fault,

I would deny it ; but you fee my finger

Hath not the ring upon it, it is gone.

Por, Even fo void is your falfe heart of truths

By heaven, I will ne'er come in your bed

Until I fee the ring.

Ner, Nor I in yours,

^TiU I again fee mine.

Bai[. Sweet Portia^

If you did know to whom I gave the ring,

Jf you did know for whom I gave the ring,

And would conceive for what I gave the rrng,

And how unwillingly I left the ring.

When nought would be accepted but the ring.

You would abate the llrengdi of your difpleafur-e.

Por. If you had known the virtue of the ring.

Or half her worihinefs that gave the ring,

'Or your own honour to retain the ring.

You would not then have parted with the ring.

What man is there fo much unreafonable.

If you. had pleas'd to have defended it

Wirh any terms of zeal, wanted the modefly
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To urge the thing held as a ceremony ?

Nerijfa teaches me what to beh'eve

;

ril die for't, but fome woman had the ring.

Baff. No, by mine honour. Madam, by my foul.

No woman had ir, but a Civil Dodtor,

Who did refule three thoufand ducats of me.

And begg'd the ring; the which I did deny him.

And fuftcr'd him to go difpleas'd away;
Ev*n he, that did uphold the very life

OF my dear friend. What fhould I fay, fwcec lady ?

1 was enforced to fend it after him •,

'

1 was befet with fhame and courtefie

;

My honour would not let ingratitude

So much befmear it. Pardon me, good lady.

And by thefe bkfied candles of the night,

Had you been there, I think, you would have begg'd

The ring of me to give the worthy Dodor.
For, Let not that Dodlor e*er come near my houfe,

Since he hath got the jewel that I lov*d.

And that which you did fwear to keep for me:
I will become as liberal as you

;

I'll not deny him any thing I have.

No, not my body, nor my husband's bed ;

Know him I fhall, I am well fure of ir.

Lye not a night from home; watch me, like Argus:

If you do not, if I be left alone.

Now, by mine honour, which is yet my own,
I'll have that Doftor for my bedfellow.

Ner. And I his clerk; therefore be well advis'd.

How you do leave me to mine own protection.

Gra. Well, do you fo; let me not take him then;

For if I do, I'll mar the young clerk's pen.

jint, I am th' unhappy fubjedl of thefe quarrels.

Por, Sir, grieve not you ; you are welcome, not-

withftanding.

Bajf, Portia^ forgive me this enforced wrong.

And in the hearing of thefe many friends,

N 4 I fwcar
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I fvvear to thee, ev'n by thine own fair eyes.

Wherein I fee myfelf

Per. Mark you but that

!

Jn both mine eyes he doubly fees himfelf

;

In each eye, one ; fwear by your double felf,

And there's an oath of credit

!

Baff. Nay, but hear ine

:

pardon this fault, and by my foul I fwear,

I never more will break an oath with thee.

; Ant, I once did lend my body for his weal ^

Which but for him, that had your husband's ring,

\ To Portia,

Had quite mifcarry'd. I dare be bound again,

My foul upon the forfeit, that your lord

"Will never more break faith advifedly.

Pof', Then you fhall be his furety; give him this.

And bid him keep it better than the other.

Ant, Here, lord Baffnnio^ fwear to keep this ring.

Bajf, By heav*n, it is the fame 1 gave the DoSor.
Per. 1 had it of him : pardon me, BaJJajiio 5

For by this ring the Dodtor lay with me.

Iser. And pardon me, my gentle Gratiano^

For that fame fcrubbed boy, the Doctor's clerk.

In lieu of this, laft night did lye with me.

Gra. Why, this is like the mending of high-ways

In fummer, where the ways are fair enough :

What! are we cuckolds, ere we have deferv*d it ?

Por, Speak not fo grofsly, you are all amaz'd ;

Here is a letter, read it at your leifure;

It comes from Paduay from Beilario :

There you fliali find, that Portia was the Dod:or
Nerijja there, her clerk. Lorenxo^ here,

Shall witneis I fet forth as foon as you.

And even but now returned : 1 have not yet

Fnter'd my houfe. Anthonw^ you are w-elcome

;

And I have better news in (lore for you.

Than
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Than you expecl ; unfeal this letter foon.

There you fhall find, three of your Argofies

Are richly come to Harbour fuddenly.

You fhall not know by what ftrange accident

I chanced on this letter.

ylnt, I am dumb.

Bajf, Were you the Docflor, and I knew you not ?

Gra. Were you the clerk, that is to make me
cuckold ?

Ner, Ay, but the clerk, that never means to do it,

Unlefs he live until he be a man.

Baff, Sweet Doctor, you Hiall be my bedfellow

;

When I am abfenr, then lye with my wife.

Ant, Sweet lady, you have giv'n me life and living j

For here I read for certain, that my fliips

Are fafely come to road.

Por. How now, Lorenzo?

My clerk hath fome good comforts too for you.

Ner, Ay, and I'll give them him without a fee.

There do 1 give to you and Je[fica,

\ From the rich Jew^ a fpecial Deed of Gift,

After his death, of all he dies poflefs'd of.

Lor. Fair ladies, you drop Manna in the way
Of ftarved people.

Po'r. It is almoft morning.

And yet, I'm lure, you are not fatisfy'd

Of thefe events at full. Let us go in,

And charge us there upon interr'gatories.

And we will anfwer all things faithfully,

Gra, Let it be fo : the firft interr'gatory.

That my NeriJJa fhall be fworn on, is,

4 you drop Manna in the ivay

Of Jiar<ved people.
'\

^hake/pear is not more exaft in any thing,

than in adapring his images with propriety to his fpeakers ; of

which he has here given an inilance in making the young Jeuuefi
call good fortune, Mamia.

Whether
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Whether 'till the next night flic had rather ftay.

Or go to bed now, being two hours to day.

But were the day come, i fhould wifh it dark,

'Till I were couching with the Do6bor*s clerk.

Well, while I live, I'll fear no other thing

So fore, as keeping fafe Neri[fa'% ring.

[Exeunt omnes. d

Lo V E'i
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Dramatis Perfonse.

FERDINAND, King of Navarre.

Biron,
, x ,

Loneavillc C
^ Lords^ attending upon the King in

^ °
.

' I his retirement.
Dumain, 3

Boyet, 1 Li'rir, attending upon the Princefs of

Macard, 5 France.

Don Adriano de Armado, a fantaflical Spaniard.

Nathaniel, a Curate.

Dull, a Conjiahle.

Holofernes, a Schoolmafier,

Coflard, a Clown.

Moth, Page to D^?;^ Adriano dc Armado/
A Forefler.

Princefs of France.

Rofaline,

Maria, \ Ladies^ attending on the Princefs^

ine,

I
,rine, jCatharine,

Jaquenetta, a Country Wench.

Officers^ and others^ Attendants upon the King and

Princefs.

SCENE, the King of Navarre'j Palace^ and

the Country near it.

L o y eV
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ACTL SCENE L

"The PALAC E.

Enter the King, Biron, Longaville, and Dumain.

King.

ET Fame, that all hunt after in their lives.

Live regiflred upon our brazen tombs

;

And then grace us in the difgrace of death

:

When, fpighc of cormorant devouring

time,

Th' endeavour of this prefent breath may buy

That honour which fhall 'bate his feythe's keen edge;

And make us heirs of all eternity.

Therefore, brave Conquerors ! for To you are.

That war againft your own Affedlions,

And the huge army of the world's defires

;

Our late edici fhall ftrongly (land in force.

Navarre fliall be the wonder of the world

,

Our Court (hall be a little academy.

Still and contemplative in living arts.

You three, Eiron^ Dumain^ and Longaville^

Have
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Have fworn for three years' term to Jive with me.
My fellow Scholars ; and to keep thole Statutes,

That are recorded in this fchedule here.

Your oaths are pad, and now fubfcribe your names

;

That his own hand may ftrike his honour down.
That violates the fmalleft branch herein :

If you are arm'd to do, as fworn to do,

Subfcribe to your deep oaths, and keep them too.

Long, I am refolv'd ; 'tis but a three years faft

:

The mind fhall banquet tho' the body pine ;

Fat paunches have Jean pates \ and dainty bits

Make rich the ribs, but bankerout the wits.

Dum. My loving lord, Dumain is mortify'd

:

The grofier manner of thefe world's delights

He throws upon the grofs world's bafer flaves

:

To love, to wealth, to pomp, I pine and die ;

With all thefe living in philofophy.

Biron. 1 can but fay their proteftation over.

So much (dear liege) I have already fworn.

That is, to live and ftudy here three years :

But there are other itrid obfcrvances

;

As, not to fee a woman in that term.

Which, I hope well, is not enrolled there*

And one day in a week to touch no food.

And but one meal on every day befide

;

The which, I hope, is not enrolled there.

And then to fleep but three hours in the night,

And not be feen to wink of all the day

(When I was wont to think no harm all night.

And make a dark night too of half the dayj)

Which, I hope well, is not enrolled there.

O, thefe are barren tasks, too hard to keep j

Not to fee ladies, ftudy, faft, not fteep.

King. Your Oath is pafs'd to pafs away from thefe

Biron, Let me fay, no, my liege, an' if you pleafcj

I only fwore to ftudy with your Grace,

And ftay here in your Court for three years' fpace.

Long.
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Long, You fwore to that, Biron^ and to the reft.

Biron. By yea and nay, Sir, then 1 fwore in jeft.

What is the end of ftudy ? let mc know ?

King. Why, that to know, which elle we fhould

not know.

Biron. Things hid and barr'd (you mean) from

common fenfe.

King. Ay, that is ftudy's god-like recompence.

Biron. Come on then, I will fwear to ftudy fo.

To know the thing I am forbid to know •,

As thus ; to ftudy where I well may dine,

When I to (a) feaft exprcfly am forbid

;

Or ftudy where to meet fome miftrefs fine.

When miftrefies from common fenfe are hid:

Or, having fworn too hard-a-keeping oath.

Study to break it, and not break my troth.

If ftudy 's gain be this, and this be fo,
j

Study knows that, which yet it doth not know; f
Swear me to this, and I will ne'er fay, no. i

King. Thefe be the ftops, that hinder ftudy quite

;

And train our Intellefts to vain delight.

Biron. Why, all delights are vain ; but that moft vain.

Which, v/ith pain purchas'd, doth inherit pain

;

As, painfully to pore upon a book.

To feek the light of truth ; while truth the while

Doth falfly blind the eye-fight of his look:

Light, feeking light, doth light of light beguile \

So, ere you find where light in darknels lies.

Your light grows dark by lofing of your eyes.

Study me how to pleafe the eye indeed.

By fixing it upon a fairer eye ;

Who dazlmg fo, that eye ftiail be his heed.

And give him light, that it v/as blinded by.

Study is like the Heavn's glorious Sun,

That will not be deepfearch'd with fawcy looks j

Small have continual plodders ever won,

Save bafe authority from others' books.

[ (a) F^aH Mr. Theobald -^Y^'^l^ fc:]} ]

Thefc
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Thefe earthly godfathers of heaven's lights,

That give a name to every fixed ftar.

Have no more profit of their fhining nights,

Than thofe that walk and wot not what they are.

* Too much to know, is to know nought : but

feign \

" And every godfather can give a name."

King, How well he's read, to reafon againft reading!

Dum, Proceeded well, to ftop all good proceeding.

Long, He weeds the corn, and ftiU let's grow the

weeding.

Blrcn. The fpring is near, when green geefe are a

breeding.

Dum, How follows that }

Biron. Fit in his place and time,

Dum, In reafon nothing.

Biron, Something then in rhime.

Long, Biron is like an envious fneaping froft.

That bites the firft-born infants of the fpring.

1 T^QO much to kno-jc, is to knouj nought hut fame ;

And enjery Godfather can give a name.'^] The firft line

this reading is abfurd and impertinent. There are two ways of

letting it right. The firil is to read it thus,

Too much to kno^My is to kno-jj nought but s H a E ;

This makes a fine fenfe, and alludes to Adam^i Fall, which c^e
from the inordinate paffion of knowing too much. The other

way is to read, and point it thu?,

Igq m.uch to kno^v, is to kno-.v nought: but feign, i. e. ti

feign. As much as to fay, the affeding to know too much is the

way to know nothing. The fenle, in both thefe readings, is

equally good: But with this difference ; If we read the firii way,

the following line is impertinent ; and to fave the corredlion we
muft judge it fpurious. Jf we read it the fecond way, then the

following line compleats the fenfe. Confequently the' corredion

of feign is to be preferred. To knoiv too much (lays the fpeaker)

is to kno~jj nothing ; // is only feigning to kno^^K) uohat ive do not

:

gi'ving names for things nxithout knoujing their racures \ ivhich it

falfe kno^jledge : And this was the peculiar defeat of the Peripate-

tic Philofophy then in vogue. T hefe philofophers, the poet,

with the higheft humour and good fenfe, calls the Godfathers of

Nature, who could only give things a name, but had no manner
of acquaintance wich tlieir efTenccs.

Biron,
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Biron. Well ; fay, I am j why fhould proud lum-

mer boift.

Before the birds have any caufe to fing?

Why fhould I joy in an abortive birth?

At Chrijhnas I no more defire a rofe.

Than vvifh a fnow in Mcr^^s new-fangled fhows

:

But like of each thing, that in feafon grows.

So you, to fludy now it is too late.

Climb o'er the houfe t'unlock the little gate.

King. Well, fit you out—Go hom^e, Biron: Adieu !

Biro?t. No, my good lord, I've fworn to (lay with

you.

And though I have for barbarifm fpoke more.

Than for that angel knowledge you can fay ;

Yet confident I'll keep what I have fwore.

And 'bide the penance of each three years* day.

Give me the paper, let me read the lame ;

And to the flrict'ir decrees I'll write my name.

King. How well this yielding refcues thee fromQ
fhame ! )

Biron. Item, That no woman fliall come within a

mile of my Court, [reading.

Hath this been proclaimed.^

Lcng. Four days ago.

Biron. Let's lee the penalty.

On pain of lofmg her tongue: * [reading.

Who devis'd this penalty ?

Long. Marry, that did I.

Biron. Sweet lord, and why ?

Long. To fright them hence with that dread pe-

nalty.

Biron. A dangerous law againft gentility!

[reading. 1 If any man be leen to talk with a

woman within the term of three Years, he fhall en-

d jre fuch publick ihame as the red of the Court can

polnbly devife.

Vol. II, O This
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This article, my liege, your felf muft break $^

For, well you know, here comes in embafly

The French King's daughter with your felf to fpeaky

A maid of grace and com pleat majefty.

About Surrender up of Aquitain

To her decrepit, lick, and bed-rid father :

Therefore this article is made in vain.

Or vainly comes th' admired Princefs hither.

King. What fay you, lords ? why, this was quite

forgot.

Biron. So ftudy evermore is overfliot

;

While it doth ftudy to have what ic would.

It doth forget to do the thing it fhould

:

And when it hath the thing ic hunteth moft,

'Tis won, as towns with Fire; fo won, fo lofl.

King, We muft, of force, difpenfe with this decree.

She muft lye here on mere neceflity.

Biron. Neceflity will make us all forfworn

I'hree thoufand times within this three years'

fpace

:

For every man with his affeds is born

:

Not by might mafter^d, but by fpecial grace.

If I break faith, this word lhall fpeak for me:
I am forfworn on meer neceflity.—
So to the lav/s at large I write my name,

And he, that breaks them in the leaft degree,

Stands in Attainder of eternal lhame.

Suggeftions are to others, as to me s

But, I believe, although I feem fo loth,

I am the laft that v;ill laft keep his oath.

But is there no quick recreation granted ?

King. Ay, that there is our Court, you know, is

haunted

With a refined traveller of Spain^

A man in all the world's new faftiion planted.

That hath a mint of phrafes in his brain

:

** One,
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One, whom the mufick of his own vain tongue
*' Doth ravifh, like inchanting harmony :

* A man of complements, whom right and wrong
" Have chofe as umpire of their mutiny.

" This child of fancy, i\\2Lt Armado hight,

" For interim to our Studies, ihall relate

" ' In high-born words the worth of many a Knight
" From ta-wny Spain, loft in the world's debate.

How you delight, my lords, I know not, I j

But, I proteft, I love to hear him lie 5

And I will ufc him for my minftrelfie.

BiroH.

2 man of complements^ uchom right and wrong
Hanje chofe as umpire of their mutiny.

'\ As very bad a Play
as this is, it was certainly Shakefpear's^ as appears by many fine

mailer-llrokes fcattered up and down. An exceiTive complai-

fance is here admirably painted, in the perfon of one who was
willing to make even right and wrong friends : and to perfuade

the one to recede from the accaftomcd ftubbornnefs of her na-

ture, and wink at the liberties of her oppofite, rather than he
would incur the imputation of ill-breeding in keeping up the

quarrel. A^nd as our author, and Johnfon his contemporary,

are, confeffedly, the two greateft writers in the Drama that our
nation could ever boaft of, this may be no improper occafion to

take notice of one material difference between Shakefpear^ woril

plays, and the other's. Our author owed all to his prodigious

natural genius ; and Johnfon moft to his acquired parts and learn-

ing. This, if attended to, will explain the difference we fpeak

of. Which is this, that, in John/on^ bad pieces, we do not dif-

cover the leail traces of the author of ih^Fcx and Alchemifl\ but,

in the wildeil and moft extravagant notes of Shakefpear, you every
now and then encounter llrains that recognize their divine com-
pofer. And the reafon is this, that Johnfon owing his chief ex-

cellence to art, by which he fometimes ftrain'd himfelf to an un-

common pitch, when he unbent himfelf, had nothing to fupport
him; but fell below all likenefs of himfeif: Shakefpear, in-

debted more largely to nature than the other to his acquired

talents, could never, in his moft negligent hours, fo totally diveit

himfelf of his Genius but that it would frequently break out with
amazing force and fplendour.

3 In high-horn words the worth ofmany a Knight

From tawny Spain, lofi in the worWs debate.^ i.e. he fhall

Tclate to us the celebrated ftories recorded in the old romances,
O 7 and
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Biron. Armado is a mod illuftrious wight,

A man of fire-new words, fafhion*s own Knight.
Long. Ccjlard the Twain, and he, fhall be our fport

;

And, io 10 ftudy, three years are but fhort.

SCENE II.

Enter Dull and Cofiard '-uAtb a letter.

Dull. Which is the King's own perfon ?

Bircn. This, fellow j what would'ft ?

Bull. I my felf reprehend his own perfon, for I am
his Grace's Tharborough: but I would fee his own
perfon in flefh and blood,

Bircn. This is he.

Dull. Signior Arme., Arme commends you,

There's villany abroad i this letter will tell you more.

Ccjl. Sir, the Contempts thereof are as touching

me.

King, A letter from the magnificent Ammdo.
Bircn. How low foever the matter, I hope in God

for high words.

Lcng. A high hope for a low {a) having > God
grant us patience

!

Bircn. To hear, or forbear hearing ?

Lc:':g. To hear meekly, Sir, to laugh moderately,

or to forbear both.

Biron. Well, Sir, be it as the Stile fhall give us

caufe to climb in the merrinefs.

Cojl. The matter is to me, Sir, as concerning Ja-
^uenetta.

The

and in their very flile. Why he fays from taixny Spain is, bc-

caufe theie romances being of Spanijh original, the Heroes and the

Scene were generally of that country. Why he fays, l:Ji in the

niscrld's debate is, becaufe the fubjeft of thofe romances were the

crtifades of the European Chriftians againft the Saracens of yifia awi

Jfrica. So that we fee here is meaning in the words.

(a) [ 'isU. Theobald, having.'^Vulg. heaven. ]
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The manner of it is, I was taken in the manner.

Biron, In what manner ?

Coft. In manner and form, following, Sir ; all thofe

three. I was feen with her in the Manor- houfe, fit-

ting with her upon the Form, and taken following

her into the Park ; which, put together, is, in manner

and form following. Now, Sir, for the manner : it

is the manner of a man to fpeak to a woman j for the

form, in fome form.

Biron. For the following, Sir?

Coji. As it fhall follow in my corredlion; and God
defend the right

!

King, Will you hear the letter with attention }

Biron. As we would hear an oracle.

CoJi. Such is the fimplicity of man to hearken after

the flelh.

King reads^f^ REAT deputy^ the welkin^s vice-gerent^

andfole dominatorof^dLvm^y myfours
earth's God^ and body*s fojiring patron*'

Coft. Not a word of Coftard yet.

King. So it is

Coft. It may be fo; but if he fay it is fo, he is, in

telling true, (a) butfo, fo.

King. Peace-

Coft. Be to me, and every man that dares not fight

!

King. No words

Coft. Of other men's fecrets, I befeech you.

King. So it is., Befieged withfable-coloured melancho"

ly^ I did commend the black oppreffing humour to the moft

wholefome phyfick of thy health-giving air-y and as lam

4 taken with the manner^ The following queftion ariling

from thefe words (hews we fhould read

—

taken i n the manner.
And this was the phrafe in uie to fignify, taken in the fadl. So
Dr. Donne in his letters, But if I melt into melancholy nuhile I
nvrzte, IJhall he taken in the manner; and I Jit by one, too ten-

der to thefe imprejjjons.

[ (a) but foy fo.'] A quibble reftored by (he Oxford Editor.-^

Vulg. butfo. ]

O 3
^g^^''
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a gentleman^ betook my felf to walk : The time, zvhen P

fihout thefixth hour, when heafis mofi graze^ birds bejl

pecky and men fit dozvn to that nourijhrnent luhich is

call'd flipper : fo much for the time, when. New for
the ground, which: which, I mean, Iwalkt upon ; it is

ycleped, thy park. Thenfor the place, where \ where, I
mean, I did encounter that obfcene and nioft prepoflcrous

event, that draweth from my fnow-white pen the ebon^

colour''d ink^ which here thou vieweft^ heholdeft, funey^

eft, or feeft. But to the place, where ; //ftandeth norib-

north' eaft and by eaft frovti the weft corner of thy curious-

knotted garden. There did Ifee that low-fpiritedfwain^

that hafe minow of thy mirth, {Coft. Me ?) that unlet-

ter'd ffnall-knowing foul, (Coft. Mer) that fhallow vaf
fal, (Coft. Still mer) which, as 1 remember, hight

Cofcard ; (Coft. O me
! ) forted and conforted, contrary

to thy eftablifhed proclaimed ediol and continent canon,

with, with^ Qwith^ but with this I pafp.on to

fay wherewith

:

Crft. With a wench.

King. /^Fith a child of cur grandmother Eve, a fe^

ffiale ', or for thy more underfta'nding^ a woman ; him^

I [as my ever- efteern^d duty pricks me on) have fent to

thee, to receive the need of punifhment, by thy fweet

Grace" s offcer, Anthony D'jU, a man of good repute^

carriage, bearing and eftimaticn.

Bull, Mc, an't fhalJ pltafe you : I am Anthony

pull.

King, For Jaquenetta, (72? is the weaker veffel called)

which I apprehended with the cforefaid fwain, I keep

her as a vaffal of thy law^s fury, and foall at the leaft

of thy fweet notice bring her to tryal. Thine in all

ccmplements of devoted and heart-burning heat of duty

^

Don Adriano de Armado.

Biron. This is not fo well as I look'd for, but the

beft that ever I heard*

King,
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King. Ay, the bed for the worft. But, firrah,

what fay you to this ?

Coft. Sir, I confefs the wench.

King. Did you hear the proclamation ?

Ccfi. I do confefs much of the hearing it, but Ht-

tle of the marking of it.

King. It was proclaim'd a year's imprifonment to

be taken with a wench.

Coft. 1 was taken with none. Sir, I was taken with

a. damofel.

King. Well, it was proclaimed damofel.

Cofi, This was no damofel neither, Sir, fhe was a

S^irgin.

Ki7ig^ It is fo varied too, for it was proclaim'd

virgin.

Ccfi. If it were, I deny her virginity : I was taken

with a maid.

King, This maid will not ferve your turn, Sir.

Coft, This maid will ferve my turn. Sir.

King, Sir, I will pronounce fentence ; you fhall faft:

a v/eek with bran and water.

Cofi, I had rather pray a month with mutton and
porridge.

King. And Bon Armado fliall be your keeper. My
Jord Biron^ fee him deliver'd o'er.

,
And go we, lords, to put in pradlice that.

Which each to other hath fo ftrongly fworn.

[Exeunt.

Biron, I'll lay my head to any good man's hat,

Thefe oaths and laws will prove an idle fcorn.

Sirrah, come on.

Cojl, I fuffer for the truth. Sir : for true it is, I was
taken with Jaqnenetta^ and Jaqueneita is a true girl %

and therefore welcome the four cup of profpcrity:

afflidlion may one day fmile again, and until then, fit

. thee down, forrow. [Exeunt,

04 SCENE



200 L o V E V Labour s lojl.

SCENE III.

Changes to ArmadoV Houfe.

Enter Armado, and Moth.

/frw.T) O Y, what fign is it, when a man of great^ fpirit grows melancholy ?

Moth. A great fign, Sir, that he will look fad.

Arm* Why, fadnels is one and the felf-fame thing,

dear imp.

Moth. No, no ; O lord. Sir, no.

Arm. How can'ft thou part fadnefs and melancho-

ly, my tender Juvenile ?

Moth. By a familiar demonftration of the working,

my tough Signior.

Arm. Why, tough Signior ? why, tough Signior?

Moth. Why^ tender Juvenile P why, tender J^^^'^-

nile ?

Arm. I fpoke it, tender Juvenile.^ as a congruent

cpithetcn, appertaining to thy young days, which we
may nominate tender.

Moth. And I tough Signior, as an appertinent title

to your old time, which we may name tough.

Arm. Pretty and apt.

Moth. How mean you. Sir, I pretty, and my fay-

ing apt? or I apt, and my faying pretty ?

Arm. Thou pretty, becaule little.

Moth. Little! pretty, becaufe little ; wherefore apt?

Arm. And therefore apt, becaufe quick.

Moth. Speak you this in my praife, mafter ?

Arm. In thy condign praife.

Moth. I will praife an eel with the fame praife.

Arm, What? that an eel is ingenious.

Moth. That an eel is quick.

Arm. I do fay, thou art quick in anfwers. Thou
heat'ft my blood.——

Moth.
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Moth. I am anfwer'd. Sir.

y/m. I love not to be croft.

Moth, He fpeaks the clean contrary, crofles love

not him.

Arm. I have promised to ftudy three years with the

King.

Moth, You may do it in an hour, Sir.

Arm. Impoflible.

Moth. How many is one thrice told ?

Arm, I am ill at reckoning, it fits the Ipirit of a

tapfter.

Moth, You are a gentleman, and a gamefter.

Arm, I confefs both j they are both the varnilh of

a compleat man.

Moth. Then, I am fure, you know how much the

grofs fum of deuce-ace amounts to.

Arm, It doth amount to one more than two.

Moth. Which the bafe vulgar call, three.

Arm. True.

Moth. Why, Sir, is this fuch a piece of ftudy

now here's three ftudied ere you'll thrice wink ; and
how eafie is it to put years to the word three, and ftudy

three years in two words, the dancing-horfe will tell

you.

Arm, A moft fine figure.

Moth. To prove you a cypher.

Arm. I will hereupon confefs, lam in love; and,

as it is bafe for a foldier to love, fo I am in love with

a bafe wench. If drawing my fword againft the hu-

mour of afFediion would deliver me from the reprobate

thought of if, I would takeDefire prifoner-, and ran-

fom him to any French courtier for a new devis'd

curt'fie. I think it fcorn to figh ; methinks, I ftiould

ouc-fwear G/pzW. Comfort me, boy j what great men
have been in love.^

Moth. Hercules, mafter.

Arm. Moft fweet Hercules! More authority, dear

boy.
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boy^ name more ; and, fweet my child, let them
men of good repute and carriage.

Moih. SampfoUy matter; he was a man of good
carriage ; great carriage ; for he carried the town-gatca,

\

on his back Hke a porter, and he was in love. f

Arm. O well-knit Sampforty Itrong-jointed Sampfon! \

I do excel thee in my rapier, as much as thou didft .

me in carrying gates. I am in love too. Who was i

Sampfon*s love, my dear Molh ?

JAoth. A woman, mafter.
* Arm. Of what complexion ?

Moth, Of all the four, or the three, or the two,

or one of the four.

Arm. Tell me precifely of what complexion

Moth, Of the fea-water green, Sir.

Arm. Is that one of the four complexions ?

Moth, As I have read, Sir, and the beft of them too.

Arm. Green, indeed, is the colour of lovers but

to have a love of that colour, methinks, Sampfon had

/mall reafon for it. He, furely, affcfled her for her wit.

Moth. It was fo, Sir, for fhe had a green wit. !

Arm. My love is moft immaculate white and red. i

Moih. Moft maculate thoughts, Mafter, are mask'd

under fuch colours.

Arm. Define, define, well-educated infant.

Moth. My father's wit, and my mother's tongue,

affift me !
j

Arm, Sweet invocation of a child, moft pretty and
'

pathetical

!

Moth, If fhe be made of white and red, ^-

Her faults will ne'er be known ;

For blufhing cheeks by faults are bred.

And fears by pale-white fhown \

Then if flie fear, or be to blame,

By this you fliall not know;
For dill her cheeks poflefs the fame,

Which native fhe doth owe.

A
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A dangerous rhime, mafter, againfl: the reafon of

white and red.

Jrm, Is there not a ballad, boy, of the King and

the Beggar ?

Moth, " The world was guilty of fuch a ballad

Ibme three ages fince, but, I think, now 'tis not
^' to be found or if it were, it would neither ferve

for the writing, nor the tune.

Ann, I will have that fubjedl newly writ o'er,

that I may example my digrefTion by fome mighty
prcfident. Boy, 1 do love that country girl, that £

took in the park with the rational hind Coftard j fhe

^eferves well

Moth. To be whipp'd ; and yet a better love than

my mafl-er ^ deferves.

Arm. Sing, boy ; my fpirit grows heavy in love.

Moth. And that's great marvel loving a light wench*
Arm. I fay, fmg.

Moth. Forbear, 'till this company is paft.

SCENE IV.

Enter Coftard, Dull, Jaquenetta a Maid,

Dull. Sir, the King's pleafure is, that you keep^

Coftard fafe, and you muft let him take no delight,

nor no penance \ but he muft faft three days a week.

For this damfel, I muft keep her at the park, fhe is

allow'd for the day-woman. Fare you well.

Arm. I do betray my felf with blufhing: maid,*««

Ja(i. Man,—
Arm, I will vifit thee at the lodge.

y^^. That's here by.

Arm. I know, where it is fituate.

Jaq^. Lord, how wife you are

!

Arm, I will tell thee wonders.

5 deferves^ added, rightly, by the 0;^r^ Editor.

Jag,
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Jaq. With that face?

Arm. I love thee.

Jaq^. So I heard you fay.

Arm, And fo farewel.

Jaq, Fair weather after you !

Dull, Come, Jaquenetta^ away.

\_Et)cemt Dull and Jaquenctta.

Arm, Villain, thou fhalt faft for thy offence, ere

thou be pardoned.

Coft, Well, Sir, I hope, when I do it, I fliall do
it on a full ftomach.

Ami, Thou fhalt be heavaly punifh*d.

Coft. I am more bound to you, than your followers i

for they are but lightly rewarded.

Arm. Take away this villain, fhut him up.

Moth, Come, you tranfgrefling flave, away.

Coft, Let me not be pent up, Sir ; I will faft, be-

ing loofe.

Moth. No, Sir, that were faft and loofe; thou

flialt to prifon.

Coft, Well, if ever I do fee the merry days of de-

folation that I have feen, fome lliall fee——
Molh. What fhall fome fee ?

Coft, Nay, nothing, mafter Moth^ but what they

look upon. It is not for prifoners to be filent in their

words, and therefore I will fay nothing; I thank

God, I have as little patience as another man, and

therefore I can be quiet. \_Exeunt Moth and Coftard,

Arm. I do afFe(5i: the very ground (which is bafe)

where her (hoe (which is bafer) guided by her foot

(which is bafeft) doth tread. I fhall be forfworn,

which is a great argument of falfhood, if I love.

And how can that be true love, which is falQy at-

tempted ? love is a familiar, love is a devil ; there is

no evil angel but love, yet Samp/on was fo tempted,

and he had an excellent ftrength ; yet was Solomon fo

leduced, and he had a very good wit. Cupid's but-
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Ihaft is too hard for Hercuks'% club, and therefore

too much, odds for a Spanianfis rapier ; the firft and

fecond caufe will not ferve my turn ; the Pajfado he

refpeds not, the Duello he regards not ; his difgrace

is to be call'd boy ; but his glory is to fubdue men.

Adieu, valour! ruft, rapier! be ftill, drum! for your

manager is in love-, yea, he loveth. Affift me, fome

extcmporal God of rhime, for, I am fure, I fhall

turn fonnetteer. Devife wit, write pen, for I am for

whole volumes in folio. [Exit.

A C T II. S C E N E L

Before the King of Navarre'j Palace.

Enter the Princefs of France, Rofaline, Maria, Ca-

tharine, Boyet, Lords and other Attendants.

B O Y E T.

NOW, Madam, fummon up your deareft fpirits

j

Confider, whom the King your father fends

;

To whom he lends, and what's his embafly.

Your felf, held precious in the world's efteem.

To parley with the fole inheritor

Of all perfedlions that a man may owe,

Matchlefs Navarre \ the plea, of no lefs weight

Than J^uitainy a dowry for a Queen.

Be now as prodigal of all dear grace.

As nature was in making graces dear.

When fhe did ftarve the general world befide.

And prodigally gave them all to you.

Prin, Good lord Boyety my beauty, though but

mean.

Needs not the painted flourifh of your praife

;

Beauty is bought by judgment of the eye.

Not
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Not utter'd by bafe fale of chapmens' tongues-

I am lefs proud to hear you tell my worth.

Than you much willing to be counted wife.

In fpending thus your wit in praife of mine.

But now, to task the tasker j good Boyety

You are not ignorant, all-telling fame

Doth noife abroad, Navarre hath made a vow,

*Till painful ftudy fliall out-wear three years.

No woman may approach his filent Court

;

Therefore to us feems it a needful courfe.

Before we enter his forbidden gates.

To know his pleafure ; and in that behalf,

Bold of your worthineis, we fingle you
As our beft-moving fair follicitor.

Tell him, the daughter of the King of Trance^

Gn ferious bufinefs, craving quick difpatch.

Importunes perfonal conference with his Grace.

Hafte, fignifie fo much, while we attend.

Like humble-vifag'd fuitors, his high will.

Boyet. Proud of imployment, willingly I go. {Exit,

Prin. All pride is willing pride, and yours is fo 3

Who are the votaries, my loving lords.

That are vow-fellows with this virtuous King ?

Lord, Longaville is one.

Prin, Know ye the man ?

Mar, I knew him, Madam, at a marriage- feaft,^

Between lord Perigort and the beauteous heir

O^Jaques Faulconhridge folemnized.

In Normandy faw I this Longaville^

A man of fovereign parts he is eftecm'd 5

Well fitted in the arts, glorious in arms.

Nothing becomes him ill, that he would welL

The only foil of his fair virtue's glofs,

Clf virtue's glofs will ftain with any foil,)

Is a fharp wit, match'd with too blunt a will

;

Whofe edge hath power to cut, whofe will flill wills

It fhould fparc none, that come within his power.
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Prin, Some merry-mocking lord, belike-, is'tfo?

Mar, They fay fo moft, that mod his humours

know.
Prin. Such fnort-liv'd wits do wither as they grow.

Who are the refl: ?

Cath.ThQ youngDumin, a well-accomplifh'd youth,

Of all that virtue love, for virtue Iov*d.

Mod power to do mod harm, lead knowing ill

;

For he hath wit to make an ill fliape good,

And diape to win grace, tho' he had no wit.

I faw him at the Dukt Jianfon*s once,

And much too little of that good I faw.

Is my report to his great worthinefs.

Rofa, Another of thefe dudents at that time

Was there with him, as I have heard a truth ;

Biron they call him ; but a merrier man.
Within the limit of becoming mirth,

I never fpent an hour's talk withal.

His eye begets occafion for his wit;

For every objeft, that the one doth catch.

The other turns to a mirth-moving jed

;

Which his fair tongue (conceit's expofitor)

Delivers in fuch apt and gracious words.

That aged ears play truant at his tales

;

And younger hearings are quite ravifhed 5

So fweet and voluble is his difcourfe.

Prin, God blefs my ladies, are they all in love.

That every one her own hath garnifhed

With fuch bedecking ornaments of praife

!

Mar, Here comes £oye(.

Enter Boyet.

Prin, Now, what admittance, Lord?
Boyet, Navarre had notice of your fair approach %

And he and his competitors in oath

Were all addred to meet you, gentle lady.

Before I came: marry, thus much I've learnt.

He
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He rather means to lodge you in the field.

Like one that comes here to befiege his Court,

Than feek a difpenfation for his oath.

To let you enter his unpeopled houfe.

Here comes Navarre.

SCENE 11.

Enter the King, Longaville, Dumain, Biron, a.

Attendants,

King. Fair Princefs, welcome to the Court

Navarre,

Prin. Fair, I give you back again ; and welcome

I have not yet : the roof of this Court is too high to

be yours ; and welcome to the wide fields, too bafc

to be mine.

King, You ftiall be welcome, Madam, to my Courts

Prin, I will be welcome then ; condudi: me thither.

King, Hear me, dear lady, 1 have fworn an oath.

Prin, Our Lady help my lord ! he'll be forfworn.

King, Not for the world, fair Madam, by my will.

Prin. Why, Will fliall break its will, and nothing

elfe.

King. Your ladyfhip is ignorant what it is.

Prin. Were my Lord fo, his ignorance were wife,

Where now his knowledge muft prove ignorance.

I hear, your Grace hath fworn out houfe-keeping

:

'Tis deadly fin to keep that oath, my Lord

;

Not fin to break it.

But pardon me, I am too fudden bold

:

To teach a teacher ill befeemeth me.

Vouchfafe to read the purpofe of my Coming,
And fuddenly relblve me in my fuit.

King. Madam, I will, if fuddenly I may.

Prin. You will the fooner, that 1 were away 5

For you'll prove perjur'd, if you make me ftay.

Biron.
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Biron. Did not I dance with you in Brahant once ?

Rof, Did not I dance with you in Brahant once ?

Biron. I know, you did.

Ro[, How needlefs was it then to ask the queftion ?

Biron, You muft not be fo quick.

Ro[, *Tis long of you, that fpur me with fuch

queftions.

Biron. Your wit's too hot, it fpeeds too faft, 'twill

tire.

Rof. Not 'till it leave the rider in the mire.

Biron. What time o' day }

Rof. The hour, that fools fliould ask,

Biron. Now fair befall your mask I

Rof, Fair fall the face it covers!

Biron, And fend you many lovers

!

Rof. Amen, fo you be none

!

j
, Biron, Nay, then will I be gone.

King, Madam, your father here doth intimate

[The payment of a hundred thoufand crowns j

Being but th' one half of an intire fum,

Disburfed by my father in his wars.

[But fay, that he, or we, as neither have.

Received that fum yet there remains unpaid

A hundred thoufand more \ in furety of the which,

One part of Aquitain is bound to us.

Although not valu'd to the mony's worth

;

If then the King your father will reftore

But that one half which is unfatisfy'd.

We will give up our right in Jq^uitain^

And hold fair friendfhip with his Majefty

;

But that, it feems, he little purpofeth^

For here he doth demand to have repaid

An hundred thoufand crowns, and not demands,

\(a)Oa payment of an hundred thoufand crowns,

To have his title live in Aquitain ;

Which we much rather had depart withal,

\(a) On, Mr. ^^^oW^— Vulg. One
]

Vol. 1L P 'Ar4
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And have the mony by our father lent.

Than Aquitain fo gelded as it is.

Dear Pnncefs, were not his requefts fo far

From reafon's yielding, your fair felf fhould make
A yielding 'gainft fome reafon in my breaft

;

And go well fatisfied to France again.

Frin. You do the King my father too much wrong.

And wrong the reputation of your name.

In fo unleeming to confefs receipt

Of that, which hath fo faithfully been paid.

King, I do proteft, I never heard of it;

And if you prove it, I'll repay it back.

Or yield Aquitain.

Prin. We arreft your word :

Boyet^ you can produce acquittances

For fuch a fum, from fpecial officers

Of Charles his father.

King, Satisfie me fo.

Boyet, So pleafe your Grace, the packet is not come,

Where that and other fpecialties are bound

:

To morrow you fliall have a fight of them.

King, It fhall fuffice me ; at which interview.

All liberal reafon 1 will yield unto:

Mean time, receive fuch welcome at my hand.

As honour without breach of honour may
Make tender of, to thy true worthinefs.

You may not come, fair Princefs, in my gates

;

But here, without, you fhall be fo receiv'd.

As you fhall deem your felf lodg'd in my heart,

Tho* fo deny'd fair harbour in my houfe :

Your own good thoughts excufe me, and fareweJ

;

To morrov/ we fhall vifit you again.

Prin, Sweet heakh and fair defires confort your

Grace

!

King, Thy own Wifh wiih I thee, in every place.

lExit.

Biron, Lady, I will commend you to my own heart.

Ror



L o V eV Labour s lojl. 2

1

Rof, I pray you, do my commendations \

would be glad to lee it.

Biron, I would, you heard it groan.

Rof. Is the fool lick p

Biron. Sick at the heart.

Rof. Alack, let it blood.

Biron. Would that do it good ?

Rcf My phyfick fays, ay.

Biron, Will you prick't with your eye,?

Rof. No, pcynt^ with my knife.

Biron. Now God lave thy life!

Rof And yours from long living!

Biron. I cannot flay thankfgiving . [Exit.

Dum. Sir, I pray you a word : what lady is that

fame ?

Boyet. The heir of Alanfon, Rofaline her name,

'Dum. A gallant lady ; Monfieur, fare you well.

]^Exit.

hong. I befeech you, a word : what is fhe in white ?

Boyet, A woman fometimes, if you faw her in the

light.

Long, Perchance, light in the light; I defire her

name.

Boyet, She hath but one for herfelf \ to defire Thatj

were a ftiame.

hong. Pray you, Sir, whofe daughter ?

Boyet. Her mother's, I have heard.

hong. God's bleiTmg on your beard j

Boyet, Good Sir, be not offended.

She is an heir of Faulconhridge,

hong. Nay, my choller is ended

;

She is a moil fvveet lady.

Boyet, Not unlike, Sir ; that may be. [^Exit Long,
Biron. Wiiac's her name in the cap ?

BoySt, Catharine^ by good hap.

Biron. Is fhe wedded, or no?
Boyet. To her will, Sir, or fo,

P 2 Biron,
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Bit on. You are welcome, Sir : adieu !

BoyeL Farevvel to me. Sir, and welcome to you.

[^Exis Biron.

Mar. That laft is Biron^ the merry mad-cap lord j

Not a word with him but a jeft.

Boyet, And every jeft but a word.

Prm. It was well done of you to take him at his

word.
Boyet, I was as willing to grapple, as he was to

board.

Mar, Two hot fheeps, marry.

BoyeL And wherefore not Ihips ?

No fheep, (fweet lamb) unlefs we feed on your lips.

Mar. You fheep, and I pafture^ fliall that finifh

the jeft

BoyeL So you grant pafture for me.
Mar. Not fo, gentle beaft

;

My lips are no common, though feveral they be.

BoyeL Belonging to whom ?

Mar. To my fortunes and me.

Prm. Good wits will be jangling j but, gentles,

agree.

This civil war of wits were much better us'd

On Navarre and his book-men ; for here 'tis abus'd.

Boyet. If my obfervation, (which very feldom lies)

By the heart's ftill rhetorick, difclofed with eyes.

Deceive me not now, Navarre is infeded.

Prin, With what.^^

Bcyet. With chat which we lovers intitle affeded.

Prin. Your reafon ^

Boyet. Why, all his behaviours did make their

retire

, To the Court of his eye, peeping thorough defire

:

His heart, like an agat with your print imprefled.

Proud with his form, in his eye pride exprefled :

Kis tongue, all impatient to fpeak and not fee,

Did ftumble with hafte in his eye-fight to be:

All
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All fenfcs to that fcnfc did make their repair.

To feel only looking on fairell of fair

;

Methoughr, all his fenfes were lock'd in his eye.

As jewels in cryftal for fome Prince to buy

;

Who tendring their own worth, from whence they

were glafst,

Did point out to buy them, along as you pad.
His face's own margent did quote fuch amazes,

That all eyes faw his eyes inchanted with gazes:

I'll give you Aquitain^ and all that is his.

An' you give him for my fake but one loving kifs.

Prin. Come, to our pavilion: iji?>'^'/ is difpos'd—
Boyet. But to fpeak that in words, which his eye

hath difclos'd j

I only have made a mouth of his eye,

By adding a tongue which I know will not lie.

Rof, Thou art an old love-monger, and fpeakeft

skilfully.

Mar. He is Cupid^s grandfather, and learns news
of him.

Rof. Then was Venus like her mother, for her fa-

ther is but grim.

Boyet. Do you hear, my mad wenches ?

Mar. No.
Boyet. What then, do you fee ?

Rof. Ay, our way to be gone.

Boyet. You are loo hard for me. [Exeunt,

ACT HI. SCENE I.

The Park; near the Palace,

Enter Armado and Moth.

^r»?.TT7Arble, child 5 make paffionate my fenfe of
' V hearing.

P 3 Moth
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Moth. Concolinel -" - {.^^^g^^g^

Arm, Sweet Air! go, tendernefs of years j take

this key, give inlargement to the fwain ; bring him
feftinateiy hither : 1 muft employ him in a letter to

my love.

Moth, Mafter, will you win your love mi]\z.French

brawl ?

Arm, How mean*ft thou, brawling m French?

Moth. No, my compleat mafter j but to jig off a

tune at the tongue's end, canary to it with your feet,

humour it with turning up your eyelids •, figh a note

and fing a note ; fomerimes through the throat, as if

you fwallow'd love with Tinging love ; fometimes

through the nofe, as if you iiiuit up love by fmel- •

ling love ; with your hat penthoufe-like, o'er the ihop

of your eyesj with your arms crod on your thin-

belly doublet, like a rabbet on a fpit 5 or your hands

in your pocket, like a man after the old painting 5

and keep not too long in one tune, but a fnip and

away :
^ thefe are 'complifhments, thefe are humours 5

thefe betray nice wenches that would be betray'd with-

out thefe, and make them men of note (do you note

me ?) that are moil affected to thefe ?

Arm, Flow haft thou purchased this experience ?

Moth, By my pen of obfervation.

* Arm, But O, but O
Moth. The hobby- horfe is forgot.

Arm,

1 thefe are COMPLEMENTS.] We fhould read, 'complish-
MENTS, e. accomplilhments.

2 Arm. But O, hut O •

Moth. T/je Hobby-horfe is forgot.'} In the celebration o? May-
day, befides the fports now us'd of hanging a pole with garlands,

and dancing round it, formerly a boy was dreft up reprefenting

Maid Marian j another, like a Fryar ; and another rode on a

Ho^ hy-horfe, with bells jingling, and painted flreamers. After

the reformation took place, and Frecifiatis multiplied, thefe lat-

ter rites were look'd upon to favour of paganifm; and then maid

Mariatit thefryar, and the poor Hobby-horfey were turn*d out
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Arm. Call'ft thou my love hobby-horfe ?

Moth. No, mafter 5 the hobby-horfe is but a colt,

and your love, perhaps, a hackney; but have you
forgot your love ?

Jrm. Almoft I had.

Moth. Negligent ftudent, learn her by heart.

Arm. By heart, and in heart, boy.

Moth. And out of heart, mafter : all thofe three I

will prove.

Arm. What wilt thou prove?

Moth. A man, if I live : And this hy^ and out

ofy upon the inftant : by heart you love her, becaufe

your heart cannot come by her ; in heart you love her,

becaufe your heart is in love with her j and out of

heart you love her, being out of heart that you can-

not enjoy her.

Arm. 1 am all thefe tliree.

Moth. And three times as much more 5 and yet no-

thing at all.

Arm. Fetch hither the fwain, he muft carry me a

letter.

Moth. A meflfage well fympathiz*d ; a horfe to be

embaflador for an als.

Arm. Ha, ha ; what fay'ft thou }

Moth. Marryj Sir, you muft fend the afs upon the

horfe, for he is very flow-gated : but I go.

Arm. The way is but ifliort \ away.

Moth. As fwift as lead, Sir.

Arm. Thy meaning, pretty ingenious ?

Is not lead of metal heavy, dull and flow ?

Moth. MinimCy honeft mafter 5 or rather mafter, no.

of the games. Some who were not fo ^wifely precife, but regretted

ti e diiufe of the Hobby-horfe, no doubt, fatirizM this fufpicion

of idolatry, and archly wrote the epitaph above alluded to.

Now Moth^ hearing Armado groan ridicuicufly, and (Sy out.

But oh! but oh! humouroully pieces out his exclamation

With the fequel of this epitaph. Mr. ^heobaid.

P 4 Am*
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Jrm. I fay, lead is flow.

Moth. You are too fwifr, Sir, to fay fo.

Is that lead flow. Sir, which is fir'd from a gun ?

Arm. Sweet fmoak of rhetorick

!

He reputes me a cannon ; and the bullet, that's he :

I flioot thee at the fwain.

Moth, Thump then, and I fly. {Exit,

Arm. A moR acute Juvenile^ voluble and free of

grace

;

By thy favour, fweet welkin, I mufl: figh in thy face.

Mofl: rude melancholy, valour gives thee place.

My herald is returned.

SCENE II.

Re-enter Moth and Coftard.

Moth. A wonder, mafl:er, here's a Cojiard broken

in a fliin.

Ann. Some enigma, fome riddle; come, thy l^envoy

begin.

Coft. No egma, no riddle, no Venvoy \ no falve in

the male, Sir. O Sir, plantan, a plain plantan ; no
l"envoy ^ no I'envoy^ or falve, Sir, but plantan.

Arm. By vertue, thou enforced laughter ; thy filly

thought, my fpleen ; the heaving of my lungs pro-

vokes me to ridiculous fmiling: O pardon me, my
flars ! doth the inconfiderate take falve for I'envoy^ and
the word renvoy for a falve?

Moih. Doth the wife think them other? is not

Ienvoy a filve ?

Arm. No, p.'ge, it is an epilogue or difcourfe,^ to

make plain.

Some obfcure precedence that hath tofore been fain.

I will example it. Now will I begin your moral, and

do you fjilow widi my Venvoy.

The fox, the ape, and the humble-bee.

Were flill at odds, being but three.

There's
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There's the moral, now the Venvoy.

Moth. I will add the I'envoy ; fay the moral again.

Arm. The fox, the ape, and the humble-bee.

Were ftill at odds, being but three.

Moth. Until the goofe came out of door.

And ftay'd the odds by adding four.

A good renvoy ^ ending in the goofe ; would you de-

fire more?
Cojl, The boy hath fold him a bargain ; a goofe,

that's flat

;

Sir, your penny-worth is good, an' your goofe be fat.

To fell a bargain well is as cunning as faft and loofe.

Let me fee a fat l*envoy ; I, that's a fat goofe.

Arm. Come hither, come hither 5

How did this argument begin ?

Moth. By faying, that a Cojlard was broken in a

fhin.

Then call'd you for a l*envoy,

CoJl. True, and I for a piantan 5

Thus came the argument in

;

Then the boy's fat I''envoy ^ the goofe that you bought.

And he end^d the market.

Arm. But tell me j how was there a Cojlard broken

in a fliin ?

Moth. I will tell you fenfibly.

Coji. Thou haft no feeling of it. Moth,

I will fpeak that envoy.

Cojlard running out, that was fafely within.

Fell over the threlhold and broke my fhin.

Arm. We will talk no more of this matter.

Cojl. 'Till there be more matter in the fhin.

^ Arm. Sirrah, Cojlard^ I will infranchife thee.

^ Cojl. O, marry me to one Francis ; I fmell fome
Venvoy^ fome goofe in this.

Arm. By my fweet foul, I mean, fetting thee at

liberty •, enfreedoming thy perfon j thou wert immur'd,

reftrained, captivated, bound.

Cojl.
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Cofi. True, true, and now you will be my purga-

tion, and let me loofe.

Arm, I give thee thy liberty, fet thee from durance,

and, in lieu thereof, impofe on thee nothing but this

;

bear this fignificant to the country-maid Jaquenetta \

there is remuneration j for the beft ward of mine ho-

nours is rewarding my dependants. Moth^ follow.

—

[Exit.

Moth, 5 Like the fequele, I. Signior Cofiard, adieu.

[Exit.

Coft. My fwcet ounce of man's fiefli, my in-cony

jewel! Now will I look to his remuneration. Re-
muneration ! O, that's the Latin word for three far-

things : three farthings remuneration : What's the

price of this incle ? a penny. ^ No, I'll give you a

remuneration : why, it carries ic. Remuneration

!

—why, it is a fairer name than a French crown. I

will never buy and fell out of this word.

SCENE III.

Enter Biron.

Biron. O my good knave Cojiard, exceedingly well

met.

Cofi. Pray you. Sir, how much carnation ribbon

may a man buy for a remuneration ?

Biron. What is a remuneration ?

3 Like the fequel, I.] Scquele, in frencb, fignifies a great

man's train. The joke is that a fingle page was all his train.

4 my in-cony j EW !] Incany or kony in the north figniiies, fine,

delicate— as a kony things a fine thing. It is plain therefore, we

fhould read, my in- cony jewel.

5 iVb, ril give ycu a remuneration : Why? It carries its rC'

muneration. Why ? It is afairer name than a French cronx)n,'\

Thus this paffage has hitherto been writ, and pointed, without

any regard to common fenfe, or meaning. The reform, that I

have made, flight as it is, makes it both intelligible and hu-

mourous. Mr. Theobald.

Cofi.
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Coft, Marry, Sir, half-penny farthing.

Biron. O, why then three farthings worth of filk.

Coft. I thank your worlhip, God be with you.

Biron, O ftay, flave, I muft employ thee

:

As thou wilt win my favour, my good knave,

Do one thing for me that I ihall intreat.

Coft. When would you have it done. Sir ?

Biron. O, this afternoon.

Coft. WelJ, I will do it, Sir : fare you well.

Biron. O, thou knoweft not what it is.

Ccft. I fhall know. Sir, when I have done it.

Biron. Why, villain, thou muft know firft.

Cft. I will come to your worfhip to morrow
morning.

Biron. It muft be done this afternoon.

Hark, flave, it is but this

:

The Princefs comes to hunt here in the park

:

And in her train there is a gentle lady j

When tongues fpeak fweetly, then they name her

name.
And P^ofaline they call her ; ask for her.

And to her fweet hand fee thou do commend
This feai'd-up counfel. There's thy guerdon ; go.

Ccft. Guerdon,——O fweet guerdon ! better than

remuneration, eleven pence farthing better : moft

fweet guerdon ! I will do it. Sir, in print. Guerdon,

remuneration.—— [^Exit.

Biron. O! and I, forfooth, in love!

I, that have been love's whip

;

A very beadle to a humorous figh

:

A critick; nay, a night-watch conftable;

A domineering pedant o'er the boy.

Than whom no mortal more magnificent.

This whimpled, whining, purblind, wayward boy.

This ^ Signior Juniors giant-dwarf, Dan Cupid^

Regent of lovc-rhimes, lord of folded arms,

4 Signior Junio'j] By this is m^^ini youth in general.
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Th* anointed Sovereign of fighs and groans

:

Leige of all loyterers and malecontents

;

Dread Prince of plackets. King of codpieces ;

Sole Imperator, and great General

Of trotting parators: (O my little heart!)

« And I to be a corporal of his File,

And wear his colours! like a tumbler, (loop

!

What? 1 love! I fuel I feek a wife!

A Woman, that is like a German clock,

Still a repairing ; ever out of frame.

And never going aright, being a watch.

But being watch'd, that it may ftill go right

!

Nay, to be perjur'd, which is worft of all :

And, among three, to love the worft of all

;

A whitely wanton with a velvet broW|

With two pitch balls ftuck in her face for eyes

;

Ay, and by heaven, one that will do the deed,

Tho' Argus were her eunuch and her guard

;

And I to figh for her! to watch for her!

To pray for her ! go to :—It is a plague.

That Cupid will impofe for my negledt

Of his almighty, dreadful, little, Might.

Well, I will love, write, figh, pray, fue and groan :

Some men muft love my lady, and fome Joan. [Exit.

5 I to be a corporal of his Field,

Aj2d ivear his colours like a tumbler''s hoop !] This nonfenfe

mull be corredled thus,

Jnd I to be a corporal of his File,

Jnd 'wear his colours I like a tumblery ftoop \

The corporal of a fie is a military term. And fo ufed elfewhere

by Shake/pear. All's nuell, &c.
Great Mars \ Iput myfelf into thy ti-l^. And to ftoop like

a tumbler agrees with the fervile condefcenfions of a lover. But
when the tranfcribers once faw the tumbler, they thought his

hoop could not be far behind.

ACT
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A C T IV. S C E N E L

ji Pavilio?! in the Park 7iear the Palace,

Enter the Princefs^ Rofaline, Maria, Catharine,

Lordsy Attendants^ and a Forefier.

Princess.

WA S that the King that fpurr'd his horfe fo hard

Againft the fteep uprifing of the hill ?

Boyet, I know not \ but, I think, it was not he.

Prin, Who e'er he was, he Ihew'd a mounting
mind.

Well, lords, to day we (hall have our difpatch 5

On Saturday we will return to France.

Then Forefter, my friend, where is the bufli.

That we muft ftand and play the murtherer in ?

For, Here by, upon the edge of yonder coppice

;

A ftand, where you may make the faireft fhoot.

Prin. I thank my beauty, I am fair, that fhoot :

And thereupon thou fpeak'ft the faireft fhoot.

For, Pardon me, madam : for I meant not fo.

Prin. What, what? firft praife me, then again

fay, no?

0 ftiort-livM pride ! not fair? alack, for wo!
For. Yes, madam, fair.

Prin. Nay, never paint me now

;

Where fair is not, praife cannot mend the brow.

Here, good my glafs, take this for telling true

;

Fair payment for foul words is more than due.

For, Nothing but fair is that, which you inherit.

Prin. See, fee, my beauty will be fav*d by merit.

O herefie in fair, fit for thefe days

!

A giving hand, though foul, fliall have fair praife.

But come, the bow ; now mercy goes to kill.

And ftiooting well is then accounted ill.

Thus
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Thus will I fave my credit in the fhoot.

Not wounding. Pity would not let me do*t

:

If wounding, then it was to fhew my Skill 5

That more for praife, than purpofe, meant to kill.

And, out of queftion, fo it is fometimes

;

Glory grows guilty of detefted crimes 5

' When for fame s fake, for praife, an outward part.

We bend to that the working of the heart.

As I for praife alone now feek to fpill

The poor deer's blood, * that my heart means no ill.

Boyet, Do not curft wives hold that felf-fovereignty

Only for praife-fake, when they ftrive to be

Lords o'er their lords?

Prin, Only for praife ; and praife we may afford

To any lady, that fubdues her lord.

Enter Coftard.

Boyet, Here comes a member of the common-
wealth.

Cofi, God dig-you-den all ; pray you, which is the

:

head lady ?

Prin, Thou flialt know her, fellow, by the reftj

that have no heads.

Coft, V/hich is the greateft lady, thehigheft?

Prin. The thickeft and the talleft.

Cofl. The thickeft and the talleft? it is fo, truth is

truth.

5 An* my wafte, miftrefs, were as flender as your wit,

One o' thefe maids girdles for my wafte fhould be fit.

Arc
1 Whenforfame's fake, for praife, an outivard fart,^-

We bend to that the uuorking of the heart, 1 The harmony

of themeafure, the eafinefs of the expreffion, and the good fenfe

in the thought, all concur to recommend thefe two lines to the

;

reader's notice.

2 THAT my heart means no We fhould read, tho'

my heart

3 An* YovR nxiafle, mijirefs, *wers as flender as my i^^'if,

One ai* thefe maids girdles for your av^/f fhould bt ft.] i

And
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Are not you the chief woman? you are the thickeft

here.

Prin, What's your will, Sir ? what's your will ?

Coft, I have a letter from Monfieur Birotiy to one

lady Rofaline.

Prin. O thy letter, tfcy letter : he*s a good friend

of mine.

Stand afide, good bearer.—^ Bojei, you can carve 5

Break up this capon.

BoyeL I am bound to ferve.

This letter is miftook, it importeth none here

;

It is writ to Jaquenetta,

Prin, We will read it, I fwear.

Break the neck of the wax, and every one give ear.

Boyet reads.

BY heaven^ that thou art fair^ is moft infallible ;

irue^ that thou art beauteous truth it felf^ that

thou art lovely 5 more fairer than fair^ beautiful than

beauteousy truer than truth it felf\ have commiferation

cn thy heroical vaffaL ^he magnanimous and moft il-

luftrate King Cophetua fet eye upon the pernicious and
indubitate beggar Zenelophon ; and he it was that might

rightly fay^ veni, vidi, vici j which to anatomize in the

mlgar^ ( O bafe and obfcure vulgar!) videlicet, he

came^ faw^ and overcame ; he came^ one j faw^ two %

overcame^ three. Who came ? the King, IVhy did he

And was not one of her maid's girdles fit for her ? It is plain that

my zndyour have ail the way changed places, by fome accidciU or

other ; and that the lines fhould be read thus,

jifi* MY luafte, mijirefst nvas as Jlender as your vnt.

One of thefe maids girdlesfor m y 'wajie jhould be fit.

The lines are humourous enough, both as refleding on his own
grofs lhapc, and her flender v/it.

4 Boyet, you can carve ;

Break up this capon.] i. e. open this letter. Our poet ufes

this metaphor, as the French do their Pouleti which fignifies

both a young fowl, and a love-letter. Foulety amatoria littereei

fays Ricbelet, Mr. Bijhop,

come?
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come? to fee. Why did hefee? to overcome, To whom
came he ? to the beggar. What faw he ? the beggar.

Who overcame he ? the beggar, The conclufion is vi^o-

ry 5 on whofe fide ? the King^s ; the captive is inrich'd:

on whofefide? the beggar's, The cataftrophe is a nup-

tial: on whofefide ? the King>5 ? no^ on both in one^ or

one in both: 1 am theKing^ {for fo ftands the compari-

fon) thou the beggar^ for fo witnefjeth thy lowlinefs.

Shall I command thy love? I may. Shall I enforce thy

love? 1 could. Shall I entreat thy love? I will. What
fhalt thou exchangefor rags ? robes ; for tittles ? titles

:

for thyfelf? me. Thus expe5ling thy reply^ Iprophane
my lips on thyfooty my eyes on thy pi5lure^ and my heart

on thy every part.

Thine in the deareft defign of induftry,

Don Adriano de Armado,

5 Thus doft thou hear the Nemean lion roar

*Gainft thee, thou lamb, that ftandeft as his prey i

Submiflive fall his princely feet before,

And he from forage will incline to play.

But if thou drive (poor foul) what art thou then?

Food for his rage, repafture for his den.

Prin, What plume of feathers is he, that indited

this letter?

What vane ? what weathercock ? did you ever hear

'

better ?

Boyet, I am much deceived, but I remember the

ftile.

Prin, Elfe your memory is bad, going o*er it ere

while.

Boyet, This Armado is a Spaniard that keeps here

in Court,

A phantafme, a monarcho, and one that makes fport^

5 l^hus dojl thou hear, &c.] Thefe.fix lines appear to be a quo-

tation from ifome ridiculous poem of that time.

To



LoveV Labours loji. 2

To the Prince, and his book-mates.

Prin. Thou, fellow, a word :

Who gave thee this letter?

Coji, I told you ; my lord.

Prin. To whom fhould'fl: thou give it?

Cqft, From my lord to my lady.

Pnn. From which lord to which lady ?

Cqft, From my lord Berown^ a good mafter of minfj

To a lady of France^ that he call'd Rofaline.

Prin, Thou haft miftaken his letter. Come, lords,

away.

Here, fweet, put up this \ 'twill be thine another day^

\Exit Princefs attended.

Boyet. Who is the ftiooter ? who is the fliooter ?

Rof. Shall I teach you to know?
Boyet. Ay, my continent of beauty.

Rof, Why, (he that bears the bow. Finely put off.

Boyet, My lady goes to kill horns; but if thou

marry.

Hang me by the neck, if horns that year mifcarry.

Finely put on.

Rof, Well then, I am the fhooter.

Boyet, And who is your Deer ?

Rof. If we chufe by horns, your felf; come not

near.

Finely put on, indeed.—*
Mar, You ftill wrangle with her, Boyet^ and (he

i , ftrikes at the brow.

Boyet. But fhe her felf is hit lower. Have I hit

her now ?

Rof. Shall I come upon thee with an old faying,

that was a man when King Pippin of France was a lit-

tle boy, as touching the hit it ?

Boyet, So I may anfwer thee with one as old, that

was a woman when Queen Gui^over of Britain was a
little wench, as touching the hit it.

Vol. IL CL R«f.
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Rof. ^hou carCft not hit it^ hit ity hit it, [Singing,

^hou can^Jl not hit it^ my good man.

Coji: By my troth, mod plcafant ; how both did

fit it.

Mar. A mark marvellous well fliot ; for they both

did hit it.

Boyet, A mark ? O, mark but that mark ! a mark,

fays my lady

;

Let the mark have a prick in't ; to meet at, if ic

may be.

Mar, Wide o' th* bow-hand ; i'faith, your hand is

.

out.

Coft, Indeed, a' muft fhoot nearer, or he'll ne'er hit

the clout.

Boyet. An* if my hand be out, then, belike, your

hand is in.

CoJi. Then will (he get the upfhot by cleaving the

pin.

Mar. Come, come, you talk greafily your lips

grow foul.

Coft, She's too hard for you at pricks. Sir, chal-

lenge her to bowl.

Boyet. I fear too much rubbing ; good night my

Coft. By my foul, a fwain ; a moft fimple clown

!

Lord, Lord ! how the ladies and I have put him down {

•O' my troth, moll fwdet jefts, moft in-cony vulgar

wit.

When it comes fo fmoothly off, fo obfcenely ; as

were, fb fit.

Armado o' th' one fide,—-O, a moft dainty man

;

To fee him walk before a lady, and to bear her fan

To fee him kifs his hand, and how moft fweetly

will fwear

:

Boyet. Jn* I cannot^ cannot^ cannot ;

An" I cannot^ another can. [Exit Rof.

good owl.

A
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And his Page o' t'other fide, that handful of Wit

;

Ah, heav'ns! ic is a moft pathetical Nit.

[Exit Coflard.

[^Shouting within,

SCENE 11.

^ Enter Y>u\\, Holoferrres, and j'/r Nathaniel.

Natb. Very reverend fport, truly; and done in the

teftimony of a good Confcience.

HoL

6 £///"<•;•—-Ilolofernes,] There is very little perfonal re-

flexion in Shake/pear. Either the virtue oi' thofe times, or the

candour of our author, has fo efFe£led, that his fatire ii>, for the

moit part, general, and as himfelf fay?,

his taxing like a <v::ld goofe fiieSt

XJnclai tTi d of miy vian. -

The place before us feems to be an exception. For by Holofernes

is deligned a particular charadler, a pedant and fchool mailer

of our author's time, one John Florio, a teacher of the Italian

tongue in Lcndon, who has given us a fmall diftionary of that

language under the title of A <voorld of nvords, which in hi? Epi-

ftle Dedicatory he tells us, is of little lefs 'value than StephensV

treafiire of the Greek tongue ^ the moil compleat work that was
ever yet compiled of its kind. In his preface, he calls thofe who
had criticized his works Sea-dogs or La-nd-critics ; Mo?7j}ers of
men, if -not heafs rather than men \ <vohofe teeth are canibals,

their ioongs addarsforks^ their lips afpes poifon, their eyes haf-

liskes, their breath the breath of a grave, their nvords like

favordes rf Turks thatflri've %vhich Jhall dive deepefl into a Chri-

ftian lying bound before them. Well therefore might the mild

Nathaniel dt{\rt Holofernes to abrogate fciirrility. His pro-

feffion too is the reafon that Holofernes deals fo much in Italian

fentences. There is an edition q{ Lo've' s Labour s loji, printed

1 598, and faid to hzprefented before her Highnefs this la/1 Chrijl-

mas 1597. The next year 1598, comes out our JohnFlorio with

\i\s World of Words ^ nceiitihus odiis\ and in the preface, quoted

above, fallb upon the comic poet for biinging him on the

ftage. "Ihere is another fort of leering curs, that rather fnarle

than bite, nuhereof I could irtjiance in one^ \i>jho lighting on a good
fonnet of a gentletnaii ' Sy a friend of mine, that lo-ved better to

he a poet than to be countedfo, called the author a Rymer.—Let

Arillophanes and his comedians make plaies, and Jcoxvre their

Q > . fnoulhs
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Hoi. The deer was (as you know) fanguis^ in blood ;

ripe as a pomwater, who now hangeth like a jewel in

the ear of Ccelo^ the sky, the welkin, the heav'n \ and

anon falleth like a crab on the face of l^erra^ the foil,

the land, the earth.

Nath. Truly, mafter Holofernes, the epithets ar«

fweetly varied, like a fcholar at the lead : but, Sir, I

allure ye, it was a buck of the firft head.

Hoi. Sir Nathaniel.^ hand credo.

Dull. 'Twas not a hand credo., 'twas a pricket.

Hoi. Mod barbarous intimation; yet a kind of in-

finuation, as it were in via., in way of explication

;

facere.^ as it were, replication j or rather, ojtentare^ to

fliow, as it were his inclination ; after his undrefTed,

unpolifhed, uneducated, unpruned, untrained, or ra-

ther unlettered, or rathereft unconfirmed fafhion, to

infert again my hand credo for a deer.

Dull. I faid, the deer was not a baud credo i *twas

a pricket.

HcL Twice fod fimplicity, bis coBus ; O thou men-
fler ignorance, how deformed doft thou look ?

Nath. Sir, he hath never fed on the dainties that

are bred in a book. He hath not eat paper, as it

were ; he hath not drunk ink. His intelledl is not

mouths on Socrates ; thofe njery mouths they make to 'vilijieJhall he
' the means to ampUjie his ^virtue. Sec. Here Shake/pear is fo

plainly marked out as not to be miftaken. As to the fonnet o{

The Gentleman hisfriend, we may be affured it was no other than
his own. And without doubt was parodied in the very fonnet

beginning with ne praifefull Princejs, Sec. in which our author
makes Ho/ophernes fay, He n.villfomething affeSi the letter ; for it

arguesfacility. And how much John Florio thought this affeSla-

tlon arguedfacility^ or qaicknefs of wit, we fee in this preface

Wiiere he falls upon his enemy, H. S. His name is H. S. Do
•not take itfor z/;'^ Roman H. S. unlefs it be as H. S. is t^vice as

..much and an half as half an AS. With a great deal more to

the fame parpofe ; concluding his preface in thefe words, The

.
refolute John Florio. From the ferocity of this man*s temper it

was, ihat Shakefpear chofe for him the name which Rablais
gives to his Pedant of Thubal Holoferne.
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rq^lenlfhed. He is only an animal, only fenfible in

the duller parts; ^ and fuch barren plants are fet be-

fore us, that we thankful Ihould be for thofe parts,

(which we tafte and feel, ingradare) that do fruftifyin

us, more than He.
For as it would ill become me to be vain, indifcreet,

or a fool 5

So were there a patch fet on learning, to fee him in

a fchool.

But omne hene^ fay I; being of an old father's mind,

Many can brook the weather, that love not the wind.

Dull. You two are book-men \ can you tell by your

wit.

What was a month old at Gz/^'s birth, that's not five

weeks old as yet ?

HoL Di^ynna^ good-man Z)^///; Di^ynnay good-

man Dull.

Dull, What is Di5lynna ?

Nath. A title to Phcebe, to Luna^ to the Moon.
Hoi. The moon was a month old, when ^dam was

no more :

And rought not to five weeks, when he came to five-

fcore.

^ Th' allufion holds in the exchange.

Dull. 'Tis true, indeed 5 the collufion holds in the

exchange.

Hoi. God comfort thy capacity ! I fay, the allufion

holds in the exchange.

7 andfuch harreii plants are fet befire us, that nve thankful
fhould he ; ixhich uue tafe, and feeling are fcr thofe parts that do

fruSiify in us more than he.] The Words have been ridiculoufly,

and Uupidly, tranfpos'd and corrupted. The emendation I have
ofFer'd, I hope, reilores the author : At leaft, it gives him fenfc

and grammar : and anfwers extremely well to his metaphors taken

ixom plantings Ingradare ^wizhihe Italians, fignifies, to rife higher
and higher ; andare di grado in grado, to make a prcgreiSon i and
fo at length come to frudify, as the poet expreffes it.

8 Th"" allufon holds in tht exchange?^ i. e. :he riddle is as good
when I ufe the name of Adam, as wnen you ufe the name of Cain,

Q.3
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t)ull. And I fay, the pollution holds in the ex-

change ; for the moon is never but a month old •, and

1 fay befide, that 'twas a pricket that the Princefs kill'd.

Hoi. Sir Nathaniel, will you hear an extemporal

epitaph on the death of the deer ? and to humour the

ignorant, I have call'd the deer the Princefs kilPd, a

pricker.

Nath. Perge^ good mafter Holofernes^ perge \ fo it

fhall pleafe you to abrogate fcurrility,

HoL I will fomething afFedl: the letter; for it ar^

gues facility.

^he praifefiil Princefs pierced and prickt

J pretty pleaftng pricket ;

Some fay^ afore but not a fore^

'"Till now made fore withfhooting.

V^he dogs didyell • put L to fore^

Thenforeljumptfrom thicket

Or pricket fore, or elfe forely

The people fall a hooting.

If fore hefore, then L to fore

^
9 Makes fifty fores, O forel!

Of one fore I an hundred make^

By adding hut one more L,

Nath. A rare talent

!

Dull. If a talent be a claw, look how he claws him
with a talent.

Hoi. This is a gift that I have, fimple, fimple; a

foolifli extravagant fpirit, full of forms, figures,

fliapes, objects, ideas, apprehenfions/ motions, revo-

lutions. Thefe are begot in the ventricle of memo-
ry, nourifh'd in the womb of pia mater, and deli-

9 Makes fifty fores, O forel !^ We fhould read, of forel, al-

luding to L being the numeral tor 50. Concerning the beafis of

ihafe, nuhereof the Buck, being the firjl, is called as folloiveth »

the firjlytar a Fa^n ; thefecond year a Pricktt i the thirdyear^

a Soiel -y the fourthyear a Sore ; the fifth year ^ a buck rf thefirji

k?ad, ^ic. Mauhc-d o/ theLaw:^ of the Foreft, p. 44.
ver'd
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ver'd upon the mellowing of occafion ; but the gift

is good in thole in whom it is acute, and I am thank-

ful for it.

Nath. Sir, I praife the lord for you, and fo may
my parifhioners; for their fons are well tutor*d by
you, and their daughters profit very greatly under

you ; you are a good member of the common-
wealth.

Hoi. Mehercle^ if their fons be ingenuous, they

fhaJl want no inftrudlion : if their daughters be capa-

ble, I will put it to them. But vir fapit^ qui pauca

loquitur \ a foul feminine faluteth us.

SCENE III.

Enter Jaquenetta, and Coftard.

Jaq, God give you good morrow, mafter Parfon.

HoL Mafter Parfon, quqfi Perfon. And if one

Ihould be pierc'd, which is the one ?

Coft. Marry, mafter fchool-mafter, he that is likeft

to a hogfhead.

HoL Of piercing a hogfhead, a good Luftre of

conceit in a turf of earth, fire enough for a fiint, pearl

enough for a fwine: 'Tis pretty, it is well.

Jaq. Good mafter Parfon, be fo good as read me
this letter ; it was given me by Coftard^ and fent me
from Don Arraatho \ I befeech you, read it.

(a) Hoi. ' Faufte, precor^ gelidd quando pecus omne

fub umbrd

Ruminate

1 Faujle, precor gelieia, &c ] A note of La Monnoyis on thefe

very vvords in Les Contes des Periers^ Nov. 42. will explain

the humour of the quocation, and lliew how well Shake/pear has

fuitair.ed the char .dler of his pedant. 11 defigne le Carme Bap'
iijie Mantuan dont au commencement du 16 Jiecle on lifoit publi-

quement a Pa. ;s hi Poef.es ; Ji celehres alorSy que^ comme dit plai-

famment Farnc De, dans fa preface fur Martial, les Pedans ne fai-

4 foient

[ (a) Hoi. Dr. 7hirlhy.^Yu\g. Sir Nath. ]
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Riimlnat, and fo forth. Ah, good old Mantuan^ I

may Ipcak of thee as the traveller doth of Venice ;

Vmegia^ Finegia! qui non te z'edi, ei non te pregia.

Old Maniuan, old Mantuanl Who underftandeth thee

not, loves thee not i-^ut re fol la mi fa. Under par-

don, Sir, what are the contents? or rather, z% Horace

fays in his: What! my foul I verfes ?

Nath, Ay, Sir, and very learned.

HoL Let me hear a ftafF, a ftanza, a verfe j Lege^

Doniine.

Natb, If love make me forfworn, how fhall I

fwear to love ?

Ah, never faith could hold, if not to beauty

vow*d J

Tho* to my felf forfworn, to thee I'll faithful prove

;

Thofe thoughts to me were oaks, to thee like

ofiers bow'd.

Study his biafs leaves, and makes his book thine

eyes \

Where all thofe pleafures live, that art would
comprehend

:

If knov/ledge be the mark, to know thee lhall

fjfiice i

Well learned 1% that tongue, that well can thee

commend.
All ignorant that Soul, that fees thee without

wonder

:

Which is to me fome praife, that I thy parts

admire

;

Thy eye ^^i^^'s lightning bears, thyWice hisdread-

ful thunder

;

W'hich, not to anger bent, is mufick, and fweet

fire.

joient y:uUe dif^cuife de preferer a Anna virumque cano, U
Faufte precor geijca, cejtadire^ a /' Eneide de VirgiJe hi Eg-
logues de Maniuan, la pre/ti-e defauelie: iQ-v.mence par FaulU
f>re{or gclida,

Celeftial
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Celeftial as thou art. Oh pardon, love, this wr6ng.

That fings heav'n's praife with fuch an earthly

tongue.

HoL You find not the Afofirophes^ and fo mifs the

accent. * Let me fupervife the canzoner. Here are

only numbers ratify'd but for the elegarcy, facility,

and golden cadence of poefie, caret : ^ Ovidius Nafa
was the man. And why, indeed, I\'a/o ; out for

fmelling out the odorirerous floA-trs ot raucy ? the

jerks of invention? (a)imitari^ is nothing: ^ fo dorh

the hound his mafler, the ape hib keeper, the tr>'d

horfe his rider : But Damofella Virgiti^ was this diredt-

ly to you ?

Ja^, Ay, Sir, from one Monfieur BiroHy to one of

the ftrange Queen's Ladies.

Hoi. I will overglance the fuperfcript. To the

fnow-wbite hand of the mojl beauteous lady Rofalme.

I will look again on the intelled of the letter, for the

nomination of the party writing to the perfon written

unto.

2 Let me fupewife, &c ] The common editions give this

fpeech to Nathaniel, Dr. ^hirlby reftores it rightly to

femes.

3 Ovidias Nafo au^/ Z/?;^ Our author makes his pedant

affedl the being converfant in the bell authors : Contrary to the

pradice of modern vvics, who reprefent them as deipiiers of all

fuch. But thofe who know the world, know the pedant to be

the greateft afFedler of politenefs.

4 fo doth the hound his mafiery the ape his keeper, the tired
horfe his rider.] The pedant here, to run down imitation, fliews

that it is a quality within the capacity of bealls: that the dog and
the ape are taught to copy tricks by their mailer and keeper; and
fo is the //rV horfe by his rider. This lall is a wonderful in-

llance; but it happens not to be true. The author rauft have
wrote the tryed horfe his rider: i.e. one, exercised, and
broke to the manage : for he obeys every fign, and motion of the

rein, or of his rider. So in the Too-o Gentlemen of Verona, the

word is ufed in the fenfe of trained, exercifed;

And hovj he cannot be a perfeSl tnan^

Not being tryM and tutor d in the ivorld.

[ (a) imitari, Mr. Theobald.^ ^ ulg. imitary. ]

Tour
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Your Ladyjhip's in all difir^d eniployment^ Biron.

This Biron is one of the votaries with the King ; and
here he hath fram'd a letter to a fequent of the

ftranger Q^ieen's, which accidentally, or by the way
of piojreirion, hath miicarry'd. Trip and go, my
fweet j deliver this paper into the hand of the King 5

it may concern much ; (lay not thy compliment > I

forgive thy duty : adieu.

Juq. Good Cofiard^ go with me. Sir, God fave

your life.

Cojh Have with thee, my girl.

[Exeyjjt Coft. a?:d Jaq.

K^ib, Sir, you have done this in the fear of God,

.

very religiojily: and as a certain father faith

Hoi. Sir, tell not me of the father, I do fear co-

lourable colours. Bur, to return to the verfes; did

they pleafe you, Sir Nathaniel?

Jsath, Marvellous well for the pen.

HcjL I do dine to day at the father's of a certain

pupil of mine; where if (being repalt) it fhall pleafe

you to gratifie the table with a grace, I will, on my
privilege I have with the parents of the aforefaid

child or pupil, undertake your hen I'enulo^ where will

I prove thofe verfes to be very unlearned, neither fa-

vouring of poetry, wit, nor invention. 1 befeech

your fociety.

Natb. And thank you too: for fociety (faith the

text) is the happinefs of life.

Hoi. And, certes, the text moft- infallibly con-

cludes it. Sir, I do invite you too; [To Dull.] yoa

lhall not fay me, nay : Pauca verba. Away, the

gentles are at their game, and we will to our re-

creation. [Exeunt,

SCENE
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SCENE IV.

Enter Biron, with a paper in his handy alone,

Biron, The King is hunting the deer, I am courfing

my lelf. They have pitcht a toil, I am toiling in a

pitch-, pitch, that defiles; defile! a foul word: well,

fet thee down, ibrrovv ; for To they fay the fool faid,

and fo fay I, and I the fool. Well prov'd wit. By
the Lord, this love is as mad 2iS Jjax^ it kills fheep,

it kills me, I a fheep. Well prov*d again on my fide.

I will not love; if I do, hang me; iTaith, I will not.

O, but her eye : by this light, but for her eye, I would

not love; yes, for her two eyes. Well, I do nothing

in the world but lie, and He in my throat. By hea-

ven, I do love ; and it hath taught me to rhime, and

to be melancholy ; and here is part of my rhime, and

here my melancholy. Well, (lie hath oneo' my fon-

nets already ; the clown bore it; the fool fent it, and

the lady hath it: fweet clown, fweeter fool, fweeteft

lady ! by the world, I would not care a pin if the

other three were in. Here comes one with a paper;

God give him grace to groan ! [^HeJiands aftde.

Enter the King,

King. Ay me

!

Biron. Shot, by heav'n! proceed, fweet Cupid %

thou haft thumpt him with thy bird-bolt under the

left pap : in faith, fecrets.—

King, [reads.'] So fweet a kifs the golden fun gives

not

To thofe frefh morning drops upon the rofc.

As thy e e-beams, when their frefh rays have fmote

Ihe night of dew, that on my cheeks down flows;

Nor fnines the filver moon one half fo bri^nr.

Through the tranfparcnt bofom of the deep.

As doth thy face through tears of mine give iightj

Thcu fliin'ft in every tear that i do weep^
No
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No drop, but as a coach doth carry thee.

So rideft thou triumphing in my woe.

Do but behold the tears that fwell in me.
And they thy glory through my grief will fhe\^

;

But do not love thy felf, then thou wilt keep

My tears for glafles, and ftill make me weep.

O Queen of Queens, how far doft thou excel

!

No thought can think, no tongue of mortal tell.—

How fhall Ihe know my griefs ? I'll drop the paper

;

Sweet leaves, fhade folly. Who is he comes here ?

\^he King Jlep afide.

Enter Longaville.

What! Longaville! and reading! liften, ear.

Biron, Now in thy likenefs one more fool appears.

Long, Ay me I 1 am forfworn.

Biron, Why, he comes in like a Perjure, wearing

papers.

King, In love, I hope; fweet fellowfliip in ihame.

Biron. One drunkard loves another of the name.

Long. Am I the firft, that have been perjur'd fo ?

Biron, I could put thee in comfort : not by two that

I know 5

Thou mak'ft the triumviry, the three- corner-cap of

fociety.

The fliape of love's Tyburn^ that hangs up fimplicity.

Long. I fear, thefe ftubborn lines lack power to

move

:

O fweet Maria^ Emprefs of my love,

Thefe numbers will I tear, and write in profe.

Biron. O, rhimes are guards on wanton Cupids
hofe :

Disfigure not his f flop.

Long, The fame fhall go. \he reads the fonnet,

[ (a) flop. Mr. Theobald, \\x\g.Jhop. ]

Did
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Did' not the heavenly rhetoriik of thine eye

i^Gainft whom the world cannot hold argument^

Perftiade yny heart to thisfalfe perjury.

Vows, for thee broke, deferve not punifhment

:

A woman Iforfwore \ hut I willprove^

'Thou being a goddefs, Iforfwore not thee.

My vow was earthy, thou d heavenly love

:

Thy grace being gain''d, cures all difgrace in me.

Vows are but breath, and breath a vapour is ;

Then thou fair fun, which on my earth doftfhine^

Exharji this vapour-vow in thee it is ;

If broken then, it is no fault of mine ;

If by me broke^ what fool is not fo wife

To lofe an oath to win a Paradife ?

Biron, This is the liver-vein, which makes fleih a

deity ;

A green goole a goddefs : pure, pure idolatry.

God amend us, God amend, we are much out o* th'

way.

Enter Dumain.

Long. By whom lhall I fend this ?— company ?

ftay.^—

-

Eiron. All hid, all hid, an old infant play ;

Like a demy-god, here fit I in the sky.

And wretched fools' fecrets headfully o'er-eye:

More facks to the mill I O heav'ns, I have my vvifii;

Dumain transformed four woodcocks in a difh ?

Dimi. O moft divine Kate

!

Biron, O moft prophane coxcomb ! [afide,

Du7n. By heav'n, the wonder of a mortal eye!

Biron. By earth, llie is {a) but corporal ; there you

lie. [ajide.

Dam. Her amber hairs for foul have amber coted.

Biron, An amber- colour'd raven was well noted.

[afide.

[ (a) hut corpiral, Mr, 7heohald—Y\i\%- not corporal.

Dum,
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Dum. As upright as the cedar.

Biron. Scoop, 1 fay ;

Her fhoulder is with chiid. [^afide,

Dum. As fair as day.

Biron. Ay, as fome days; but then no fun muft
fhine. [a/tde,

Dum. O that I had my wi(h !

Long. And I had mine ! \_afide.

King. And mine too, good Lord! [afide.

Biron. Amen, fo i had mine ! Is not that a good
word ? [afide.

Dm. I would forget her, but a fever flie

Reigns in my blood, and will remembred be.

Biron. A fever in your blood ! why then, incifion

Would let her out in fawcers, fweet mifprifion. [q/ide.

Dum. Once more Pll read the ode, that 1 have

' Biron. Once more Pll mark, how love can vary

writ.

wit.

Dumain reads his fonnet.

On a da)\ (alack^ the day /)

Love., whofe month is ever May,
S'py*d a hlojforn foffing fair..

Playing in the wanton air

:

Through the velvet leaves the wind^

All unfeen., ^gan pajjage find ;

That the lover., fick to deaths

Wijh^d himfelf the heaven's breath.

Air.^ (quoth he) thy cheeks may blow

Air^ would 1 might triumph fo !

But., alack., my hand is fworn^

Neer to pluck theefrom thy thorn:

Vow., alack., for youth unmeet

Touth fo apt to pluck a fweet.

Do not call it fin in me.,

That I am forfwornfor thee :

ThoUi
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nouy for whom ev*n Jove wouldfwcar^

Juno but an Ethiope were-.

And deny bimfelf for Jove,

Turning mortalfor thy love.

This will I fend, and fomething elfe more plain.

That fliall exprefs ^ my true love's feftring pain

;

O, would the King^ Biron and Longaville^

Were lovers too! ill, to example 111,

Would from my forehead wipe a perjur'd note

:

For none offend, where all alike do dote.

Lo7ig. Dumain, thy love is far from charity.

That in love's grief defir'ft focicty : [comingforward*

You may look pale ; but I Ihould blufli, I know,
To be o'er-heard, and taken napping fo.

King, Come, Sir, you blufli ; as his, your cafe is

fuch ; [coming forwards

You chide at him, offending twice as much.

You do not love Maria ? Longaville

Did never fonnet for her fake compile ;

Nor never lay*d his wreathed arms athwart

His loving bofom, to keep down his heart

:

I have been clofely fhrowded in this bu/h.

And markt you both, and for you both did blufli.

i heard your guilty rhimes, obferv'd your fafhion

;

Saw fighs reek from you, noted well your pafTion,

Ay me ! fays one ; O Jove\ the other cries;

Her hairs were gold, cryftal the other's eyes.

You would for Paradife break faith and troth

;

And Jove^ for your love, would infringe an oath^

What will Biron fay, when that he fhall hear

A faith infringed, which fuch zeal did fwear ?

How will he fcorn ? how will he fpend his wit?
^ How will he triumph, geap, and laugh at it?

5 my true lo-ve*s falling pain ;] i (hould rather chufe to

xt2A fefiringy rankling.

6 Honjo 'will he triumph^ LEAP, and laugh at it We ftiould

certainly read, ceap, i, e, ieer, ridicule.

For
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For all the wealth that ever I did fee,

I would not have him know fo much me.
Biron. Now (lep I forth to whip hypocrific.

Ah, good my Liege, I pray thee, pardon me.
[comingforward^

Good heart, what grace haft thou thus to reprove

Thcle worms for loving, that art moft in love ?

Your eyes do make no coaches in your tears.

There is no certain Princefs that appears ?

You'll not be perjur'd, *tis a hateful thing;

Tufh ; none but minftrels like of fonnetting.

But are you not afliam'd ? nay, are you not

iAll three of you, to be thus much o'er- (hot?

You found his mote, the King your mote did lee :

But I a beam do find in each of three.

0, what a fcene of foolVy have I feen.

Of fighs, of groans, of forrow, and of teen? .

0 me, with what ftri6t patience have I fat.

To lee a King transformed to a Knot

!

To fee great Hercules whipping a gigg.

And profound Solomon tuning ajiggl

And Nefior play at pulh-pin with the boys,

And 7 Cynic 'fimon laugh at idle toys

!

Where lyes thy grief? O tell me, good Dumain\
And gentle Longaville^ where lyes thy pain ?

And where my Liege's ? all about the bread ?

A candle, hoa

!

King. Too bitter is thy jeft.

Are we betray'd thus to thy over-view?

Biron, Not you by me; but I betray'd by you.

1, that am honeft ; I, that hold it fin

To break the vow I am engaged in.

1 am betray'd by keeping company
8 With vane-like men, of ftrange inconftancy.

7 — CRITIC Timon—-'] ought evidently to be crNic.

8 IVith MEN like men,— ] This is a ftrange fenfclefs line, and

{houid be read thus,

With VAN E lih men, of firange inconjiancyi

When
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When fhall you fee me write a thing in rhime?

Or groan for Joan? or Ipend a minute's time

In pruning me? when fliall you hear, that I

Will praile a hand, a foot, a face, an eye,

A gate, a ftate, a brow, a bread, a wafte,

A leg, a limb ?

King. Soft, whither away fo faft ?

A true man or a thief, that gallops fo?

Biron, I poft from love 5 good lover, let me gOo

Enter Jaquenetta and Coftard.

Ja(i. God blefs the King

!

King. What Prefent haft thou there?

Coft. Some certain Treafon.

King. What makes treafon here ?

i Coft. Nay, it makes nothing, Sir,

I
King. If it mar nothing neither,

The treafon and you go in peace away together.

Jaq^. I bcfeech your Grace, let this letter be read,

Our Parfon mifdoubts it ; it was treafon, he faid.

J

King. Birony read it over. \^He reads the letter.

Where hadft thou it ?

Ja(i. Of Coftard.

King, Where hadft thou it ?

Coft. Of Dun Jdramadio^ Dun Adramadio.

King. How now, what is in you? why doft thou

tear it?

Biron, A toy, my Liege, a coy : your Grace needs

not fear it.

Long, It did move him to pafllonj and therefore

let's hear it,

Dum. It is Biron*s writing, and here is his name.
Biron. Ah, you whorefon loggerhead, you were

born to do me fliame. [To Coftard.

Guilty, my lord, guiicy: I confefs, I confefs.

^King, What?
"Biron, That you three fools lack*d me fool to make

up the mefs.

Vol. II. R Hcj
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He, he, and you ; and you, my liege, and I >

Are pick-purfes in love, and we deferve to die.
|

O, difmifs this Audience, and I ftiall tell you more*
'

Bum. Now the number is even.
J

Biron, True, true \ we are four

:

Will thefe turdes begone?

King. Hence, Sirs, away.

Cofi, Walk afide the true folk, and let the traitors !

ftay. \^Exeunt Coft. and Jaquen.
j

Biron, Sweet lords, fweet lovers, O, let us embrace

:

As true as we are, as flefli and blood can be.

The fea will ebb and flow, heaven will fhcw his face:

Young blood doth not obey an old decree.

We cannot crofs the caufe why we were born ,

Therefore of all hands muft we be forfworn.

King, What, did thefe rent lines fhew fome love ofl

thine ?

Biron, Did they, quoth you? Who fees the heavenly^

Rofaline^

That (like a rude and favage man of Inde,

At the firft opening of the gorgeous eaft)

Bows not his vaffal head, and, ftrucken blind,

KifTes the bafe ground with obedient breaft?

What peremptory eagle-fighted eye

Dares look upon the heaven of her brow.
That is not blinded by her Majefty ?

King. What zeal, what fury, hath infpir'd thea

now?
My love (her miftrefs) is a gracious moon ;

She (an attending ftar) fcarce feen a light.

Biron. My eyes are then no eyes, nor I Biron,

O, but for my love, day would turn to night.

Of all complexions the cull'd Sovereignty

Do meet, as at a Fair, in her fair cheek

;

Where leveral worthies make one dignity;

Where nothing wants, that want it felf doth feek.

Lend



L o V E V Labour lojl. x

Lend me the flourifh of all gentle tongues

;

Fie, painted rhetorick ! O, (he needs ic not

:

To things of fale a feller's praife belongs:

She paflcs praife •, the praife, too fliort, doth blot.

A wirher'd hermit, fivefcore winters worn.

Might fliake off fifty, looking in her eye :

Beauty doth varnifli Age, as if new-born.

And gives the crutch the cradle's infancy;

O, 'tis the fun, that maketh all things fhine.

King. By heav'n, thy love is black as ebony.

Biron. ^ Is ebony like her P O wood divine

!

A wife of fuch wood were felicity.

O, who can give an oath ? where is a book.

That I may fwear. Beauty doth beauty lack.

If that fhe learn not of her eye to look ?

No face is fair, that is not full fo black?

King. O paradox, ' black is the badge of hell:

The hue of dungeons, and the fcowl of night j
* And beauty's crete becomes the heavens well.

Biron, Devils fooneft tempt, refembling fpirits of

light :

O,

9 Is ehony like her ? O v/ o R D divine ! ] We Ihould read, O
WOcd dit irie.

1 black is the badge of hell

:

The hue of dungeonsy and the school of night {\ We
fiiould read, the scowl of night, i.e. the fro^jon.

2 And beauty s crest becomes the heanjens uuell.'] This is 3
contention between two lovers about the preference of a black or
ivhite beauty. But, in this reading, he who is contend.ng for

ihe ^vhite, takes for granted the thing in difpute ; by faying,
that ^hite is the crejl of beauty. His adverfary had juft asmuch
reafontocall black fo. The queftion debated between them be-
ing which was iht creji of beauty, black or white. Shakefpear
could never write fo abfurdiy : Nor has the Oxford Editor at
all mended the matter by fubftituting drefs for creJl. We fliould

read,

And beauty s CRETE becomes the heavens nve11,

\. e. beauty's whi:e from creta. In this reading the third line is a
Vo L. II, R 3 proper
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O, if in black my lady's brow be deckt.

It mourns, that Painting and ufurping Hair

Should ravifli doters with a falfe afpecl

:

And therefore is flie born to make black fair.

Her favour turns the fafliion of the days.

For native blood is counted painting now 5

And therefore red, that would avoid difpraife,

Paints itfelf black to imitate her brow.

Dum, To look like her, are chimney-fweepers

black.

Long, And fince her time, are colliers counted

bright.

King. And Ethiopso^ their fvveet complexion crack.

Bum. Dark needs no candles now, for dark is

light.

Biron. Your miftrefles dare never come in rain.

For fear their colours fhould be walh'd away.

King. 'Twere good, yours did: for, Sir, to tell

you plain,

I'll find a fairer face not wafh'd to day.

Biron. I'll prove her fair, or talk 'till dooms-day
here.

King. No devil will fright thee then fo much as

fhe.

Dum. I never knew man hold vile fluff fo dear.

Long. Look, here's thy love ; my foot and her face

fee.

Biron. O, if the llreets were paved with thine

eyes.

Her feet were much too dainty for fuch tread.

Dtim. O vile ! then as fhe goes, what upward lies

The ftreet fhould fee as fhe walkt over head.

proper antithelis to the f.rll. I fuppofe the blunder of the tran-

fcriber arofefrom hence, the french word crefie in that pronun-

ciation and orthography is crete^ which he underlianding, and

knowing nothing of the other fignification of crete from creta,

critically alcered it to the Englijh way of fpelling, crefie.

King.
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King, But what of this, are we not all in love ?

j

Biron. Nothing fo fure, and thereby all forfworn.
' King. Then leave this chat j and, good Biron^ now

prove

Our loving lawful, and our faith not torn.

Dum. Ay, marry, there ; — fome flattery for

this evil.

Long. O, fome Authority how to proceed ;

' Some tricks, fome quillets, how to cheat the devil.

Dum, Some falve for perjury.

Biron. O, 'tis more than need.

Have at you then, Afreftion's Men at arms

;

ConfidcT, what you firfl: did fwear unto :

To faft, to ftudy, and to fee no woman ;

Flat treafon 'gainft the kingly ftate of youth.

Say, can you fad? your ftomachs are too young:
And abftinence ingenders maladies.

And where that you have vow'd to ftudy, (Lords)
In that each of you hath forfworn his book.
Can you ftill dream, and pore, and thereon look ?

For when would you, my Lord, or you, or you,

Have found the ground of Study's excellence,

Without the beauty of a woman's face ?

Wliy, univerfal plodding prifons up
^ The nimble fpirits in the arteries;

As motion and long-during Adion tires

The finewy Vigour of the traveller.

3 Some tricks^ fome quillets, honju to cheat the de'vil.] pallet
IS the peculiar word applied to law-chicane. 1 imagine the ori-

ginal to be this, in the French pleadings, every feveral allegation
in the plaintiff's charge, and every diftinft plea in the defendant's
anfwer, began with the words J^'/7 ejl-, from whence was
formed the vvord quillet, to fignify a falfe charge or an evafive

anfwer.

4 The n'lmlle fpirits in the arteries ;] In the old fyHem of pky-
nc they gave the fame office to the arteries as is now given to

tne nervesj as appears from the name which is derived from

R 3 Now,
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Now, for not looking on a woman*s face,

You have in That forlworn the ufe of eyes

;

And Study too, the caufer of your vow.

For where is any author in the world,
s Teaches fuch duty as a woman's eye ?

Learning is but an adjund to our felf,

And where we are, our Learning likewife is.

Then, when our felves we fee in ladies eyes.

Do we not likewife fee our Learning there?

O, we have made a vow to ftudy, lords

;

And in that vow we have forfworn our books

:

For when would you, my liege, or you, or you,

^ In leaden contemplation have found out

Such fiery numbers, as the prompting eyes

Of beauteous tutors have enrich'd you with ?

Other flow arts entirely keep the brain ;

And therefore finding barren pradlifers.

Scarce fhew a harveft of their heavy toil.

* But love, firft learned in a lady's eyes,

' Lives not alone immured in the brain

:

^ But with the motion of all elements,

* Courfes as fwift as thought in every power ;

* And gives to every power a double power,
^ Above their functions and their offices.

* It adds a precious Seeing to the eye:

5 Reaches fuch beauty as a 'wctna-ns eye This line is ab-

folute nonfenfe. We fhould read duty, i. e. ethics, or the

offices and devoirs that belong to man. A woman's eye, fays he,

teaches ohjer^vance above all other things.

6 — In leaden contemplaticn har-efound out

Such fiery numbers,
] Aliuding to the dircoveries in

modern aUronomy ; at that time greatly improving, in which

the ladies eyes are compared, as ufaal to fars. He calls them

numbers^ alluding to the Fyihagorean prii.cip'es of ailrcnomy,

which were founded on the laws of harmcny. The Oxford

editor, who was at a lofs for the conceit, changes nu?7ihers tp

notions, and fo lofes both the fenfc and the gallantry of the allu-

fion. He has better luck in the following line, and has rightly

changed beauty s to beauteous*
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* A lover's eyes will gaze an eagle blind

!

' A lover's ear will hear the lowed Sound,
* When 7 the fufpicious head of theft is ftopt.

* Love's Feeling is more foft and fenfible,

* Than are the tender horns of cockled fnails.

Love's Tongue proves dainty Bacchus grofs in Tafte

;

For valour, is not Love a Hercules^

Still climbing trees in the Hcfperides ?

Subtle as Sphinx ; as fweet and mufical
^ As bright Apollo's lute, ftrung with his hair:

^ And when Love Ipeaks the voice of all the Gods,
Mark, Heaven drowfie with the harmony !

7 the fufpicioiis head of theft ftopt.'] i. e. a lover in pur-

fuit of his miftrefs has his fenfe of hearing quicker than a thief

(who fufpedls every found he hears) in purfuit of his prey. But
Mr. Theobald fays, there is no contrajl between a lover and a

thief: and therefore alters it to thrift, between which and love,

he fays, there is a remarkable antithejis. What he means by con-

trajl and antithejtsy I confefs I don't underhand. But 'tis no
matter: the common reading is fenfe i and that is better than
either one or the other.

8 As bright A^oWo's lute, ftrung njoith his hair:] This expref-

fion, like that other in The t-wo Gentlemen of Verona, of— Or-

pheus* harp woas ftrung ^voith poetsftnues, is extremely beautiful,

and highly figurative. Apollo, as the fun, is reprefented with

golden hair ; fo that a lute ftrung v/ith his hair means no more
than ftrung with gilded wire.

9 And '-when Lonje fpeaks the <voice of all the Gods,

Make, Hea'v^n dro^^vfte nxiith the harmony !'\ This nonfenfe WC
Ihould read and point thus,

And 'when loue fpeaks the 'voice of all the Gods,

Mirk, hea^'n dron^jfte ivith the harmony.

\. c. in the voice of love alone is included the voice of all the

Gods. Alluding to the ancient Theogony, tha: love was the pa-

rent and fupporc of all the Gods. Hence, as Suidas teils us,

Taktphatus wrote a poem called, *A(^^oS'lrr.'; yMV''E^<^TOi (puvn

>;!t; Koyoi* The njoice andfpeechofYtVi\iz and Love, which appears

to have been a kind of Cofmogony, the harmony of which is fo

great that it calms and allays all kind of diicrders j alluding again

to the ancient ufe of mufic, which was to compoie monarchs,

when, by reafon of the cares of empire, they ufed to pafs whole

flights in reftlefs inquietude.

R4 Never
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Never durft Poet touch a pen to write.

Until his ink were temper'd with love's fighs %

O, then his lines would ravifli favage ears,

And plant in tyrants mild humility. -

From womens eyes this dodlrine 1 derive

:

They fparkle ftill the right Promethean fire.

They are the books, the arts, the academies,

That Ihew, contain, and nourifh all the world ;

Elfe none at all in aught proves excellent.

Then fools you were, thefe women to forfwear

:

Or, keeping what is fworn, you will prove fools.

For wifdom's fake (a word, that all men love)

Or for love's fake, (* a word, all women love;)

Or for mens fake, (the author of thefe women ;)

Or womens fake, (by whom we men are men ;)

Let us once lofe our oaths, to find our felves

;

Or elfe we lofe our felves, to keep our Oaths.

It is religion to be thus forfworn,

For charity it felf fulfils the law

;

And who can fever love from chanty ?

King. Saint Cupid^ then! and, foldiers, to the field!

Biron. Advance your ftandards, and upon them,

Lords

;

Pell-mell, down with them j but be fi.rfl: advis'd.

In conflid that you get the fun of them.

Long, Now to plain-dealing, lay thefe glozes by

;

Shall we refolve to woo thefe girls of France ?

King. And win them too; therefore let usdevife

Some entertainment for them in their Tents,-

Biron. Firft, from the Park let us conduft them

thither;

Then homeward every man attach the hand

I a moordy that loves all menjI We fhould readl|

A njoord all women lo^ve.

the following line

Or for mens fake {the author of thefe nvomen ;

)

which refers to t|iis reading, puts it out of all ^ueilion.
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OF his fair miftrefs ; in the afternoon

We will with fome (Irange paftime folace them.

Such as the fhortnefs of the time can fliape

:

For revels, dances, masks, and merry hours.

Forerun fair love, ftrewing her way with flowers.

King. Away, away! no time fliall be omitted.

That will be time, and may by us be fitted.

Biron, Allonsl Allans I * fown Cockle reap'd no

corn

;

And juftice always whirls in equal meafure ;

Light wenches may prove plagues to men forfworn

;

If fo, our copper buys no better treafure. [^Exeunt.

ACTV. SCENE 1.

Ihe S T R E E T.

Enter Holofernes, Nathaniel and DulL

HOLOFERNES.
QAtiSy quodfufficit,^ Natb, I praife God for you. Sir, your reafons

at dinner have been fharp and fententious; pleafant

without fcurrility, witty without affe6lation, auda-

cious without impudency, learned without opinion,

and ftrange without herefy : I did converle this quon-

dam-day with a companion of the King's, who is

entituled, nominated, or called, Don Adriano de

Armado,

Hoi. Novi hominem^ tanquam te. His humour is

lofty, his difcourfe peremptory, his tongue filed, his

eye ambitious, his gate majeftical, and his general be-

2 —fo'wn cockle reap'd no corn ;] This proverbial expreffion

intimates, that beginning with perjury, they can expeft to reap

nothing but falfhood. I he folipvs ing lines lead us to this fenfe.

haviour
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haviour vain, ridiculous, and thrafonieal. He is too

piqued, too fpruce, too affeded, too odd, as it were j

too peregrinate, as I may call it.

Nath. A moft Angular and choice epithet.

[draws out his taUe-heok,

Hoi, He draweth out the thread of his verbofity

finer than the ftaple of his argument. I abhor fuch

phanatical phantafms, fuch infociable iind point- devife

companions; fuch rackers of orthography, as do
fpeak dout fine, when he fhould fay doubt det, when

he fhould pronounce debt ; d, e, b, t ; not d, e, t : he

clepeth a calf, cauf: half, hauf: neighbour vocatur

nebour ; neigh abbreviated ne :
' this is abominable,

which we would call abhominable :
* it infinuateth me

of (a) Infanity : Ne intelligis^ Domine^ to make fran-

tick, lunatick ?

Nath. Laus deoy hone^ intelligo.

Hoi. (h) Bone?—^ hone^ for hem^ Prifcian a little

fcratch'd ; 'twill ferve.

S C E N E II.

Enter Armado, Moth and Coftard.

Nath. Videfne quis venit ?

Hoi. Videoy is gaudeo,

t this is ahomtnahley Src] He has here well imitated the

language of the moft redoubtable pedants of that time. On fuch

fort of occafions, Jofeph Scaliger ufed to break Qiit, Ahominofi

execror. Jfmitas mera efly impietas, &c. and calls his adver-

fary Lutum Jiercore maceratum, Damoniacum retrimentian in-

fcitiay Sterquiliniu^Ky Stercus Diabolic Scarab^um^ iar<uam,

Pecus pojiremum bejiiarumy infame propudium, >tit9ccf/-/c?.

2 it injinuateth />z^ o/" i nf amy :] There is no need to make

the pedant worie than Shake/pear made him ; who, without

doubt, wrote insanity.

[ (a) Infanie, Mr. Theobald—Vulg. infamy. ]

\^
(h) Bone? bone for bene ; Prifcian a little fcratch"d. Mr.

Theobald—Vulg. Bojm boon, for boon, Prifcian a little fcratch. ]

Arm.
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Arm. Chirra.

Hoi. Sluare Chirra, not Sirrah ?

Arm. Men of Peace, well cncoiintred.

Hoi. Mod military Sir, falutation.

Moth, They have been at a great feaftof languages,

and ftole the fcraps.

Coft. O, they have liv'd long on the Alms-basket

of words. I marvel, thy mafter hath not eaten thee

for a word ; for thou art not fo k)ng by the head as

ihoriorificabilitiidinitatibus : thou art eafier fwallow'd

[than a flap-dragon.

! Moth. Peace, the peal begins.

I Arm. Monfieur, are you not letter'd ^

\
Moth, Yes, yes, he teaches boys the horn- book:

"What is A B fpelt backward with a horn on his head ?

Hoi. Ba, pueritia^ with a horn added.

Moth, Ba, moil filly fheep, with a horn. You
hear his learning.

HoL ^is^ quis^ thou confonant ?

Moth, The third of the five vowels, if you repeat

them ; or the fifth, if I.

HoL I will repeat them, a, e, I.—
Moth, The fheep; the other two concludes it,

5 o, u.

Arm. Now by the fait wave of the Mediterraneum^

a fweet touch, a quick venew of wit; fnip, fnap,

quick and home ; it rejoiceth my intelleft ; true wit.

Moth, OfFer'd by a child to an old man : which is

wit-old.

HoL What is the figure ? what is the figure ?

i Moth. Horns.

HoL Thou difputed like an infant ; go, whip thy

g'gg-
Moth. Lend me your horn to make one, and I will

3 (7, k ] a poor Conundrum, as Mr. Theoi-ald ix\i\y calls it,

reilored, by him, to its place.— Vulg. out.

V whip
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whip about your infamy circum circa i a gigg of a

cuckold's horn.

Cofi. An' I had but one penny in the world, thou

fhouldft have it to buy ginger-bread ; hold, there is

the very remuneration I had of thy mafter, thou half-

penny purfe of wit, thou pidgeon-egg of difcretion.

O, that the heav'ns were fo pleafed, that rhou were

but my baftard ! what a joyful father wculdft thou

make me? go to, thou haft it ad dunghill; at the fin-

gers' ends, as they fay.

HoL Oh, I fmell falfe latine, dunghill for unguent,

Arm. Arts-man, pr^ambula-, we will be fingled

from the barbarous. Do you not educate youth at

the charge-houfe on the top of the mountain ?

HoL Or, Mons the hiJl.

Arm, At your fweet pleafure, for the mountain.

HoL I do, fans quefiion.

Arm, Sir, it is the King's moft fweet pleafure and

affedlion, to congratulate the Princefs at her Pavilion,

in the pojleriors of this day, which the rude multi-

tude call the afternoon.

Hoi, Tht pofterior oi the day, moft generous Sir, is

liable, congruent, and meafurable for the afternoon

:

the word is well cull'd, choice, fweet, and apt, I do
afTure you. Sir, I do aflure.

Arm. Sir, the King is a noble gendeman, and my
familiar ; I do afture you, my very good friend ; for

what is inward between us, let it pafs—I do be-

feech thee, remember thy curtefie- 1 befeech thee,

apparel thy head,—and among other importunate

and moft ferious defigns, and of great import indeed

too—but let that pais: for 1 muft tell thee, it

will pleafe his Grace (by the world) fometime to lean

upon my poor Ihoulder, and with his royal finger

thus dally with my excrement, with my muftachio

;

but fweet heart, let that pafs. By the world, 1 re-

count no fable ; fome certain fpecial honours it pleafeth
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his Grcatnefs to impart to Armado^ a foldier, a man
or travel, that hath feen the world; but Jet that pafs

the very all of all is but fweet heart, I do
implore fecrecy that the King would have me
prefent the Princefs (fweet chuck) with fome delight-

ful oftenration, or fhow, or pageant, or antick, or

fire-work. Now, underitanding that the Curate and
your fweet felf are good at fuch eruptions, and fudden

breaking out of mirth, (as it were) I have acquainted

you withal, to the end to crave your alTiftance.

HoL Sir, you fhall prefent before her the nine

Worthies. Sir, as concerning fome entertainment

of time, fome fliovv in the pojierior of this day, ;o be

rendred by our afllftants at the King's command, and
this moft gallant, illuftrate and learned gentleman, be-

fore the Princefs ; I fay, none fo fit as to prefent the

nine Worthies.

Nath. Where will you find men worthy enough to

prefent them ?

HoL Jojhua^ your felf; this gallant man, Judas
JAacaheus ; this fwain (becaufe of his great limb or

joint) ftiall pafs Pompey the great; and the page,

Hercules,

Arm, Pardon, Sir, error : he is not quantity enough
for that Worthy's thumb ; he is not fo big as the end
of his club.

HoL Shall I have audience? he fhall prefent //l?r-

cules in minority : his Enter and Exit fhall be ftran-

gling a fnake; and I will have an apology for thai

purpofe.

Moth, An excellent device : for if any of the au-

dience hifs, you may cry ;
*' well done, Hercules^

now thou crufheft the fnake ;" that is the way to

make an offence gracious, tho* few have the grace to

do it.

Arm, For the reft of the Worthies,—

—

I HoL I will play three my felf,

L Moth.
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Moth. Thrice-worthy gentleman!

Arm, Shall I tell you a thing ?

Hot. We attend.

Arm. We will have, if this fadge not, an Antick.

I befeech you, follow.

HoL Vial good-man DulU thou haft fpoken no

v/ord all this while.

Dull, Nor underftood none neither, Sir.

HoL Allans \ we will employ thee.

Dull, ril make one in a dance, or fo : or I wilt

play on the taber to the Worthies, and let them dance

the liay.

HdL Moft dull, honeft, Dull^ to our Sport away.

SCENE III.

Before the P RIN C E S S* S Pavilion.

Enter Princefs^ and Ladies,
j

Pm.CWEET hearts, wefhall be rich ere we depart,

^ If Fairings come thus plentifully in.

A lady wallM about with diamonds !

—

Look you, what I have from the loving King.

Rof. Madam, came nothing elfe along with That ?

Prin. Nothing but this yes, as much love in

rhyme.
As would be cram'd up in a flieet of paper.

Writ on both fides the leaf, margent and alh

That he was fain to feal on Cupid's name.

Rof, That was the way to make his God-head wax,

For he hath been five thoufand years a boy.

Cath, Ay, and a fhrewd unhappy gallows too.

Rof, You'll ne'er be friends with him s he killM

your fifler.

Cath, He made her melancholy, fad and heavy.

And fo fhedied; had (he been light, like you.

Of fuch a merry, nimble, ftirring fpiric.

She



Love J Labours lojl. 2

She might have been a grandam ere fhe dy*d.

And fo may you ; for a light heart lives long.

Rof, W hat's your dark meaning, moufe, of this

light word ?

Cath, A light condition, in a beauty dark.

Rof. We need more light to find your meaning out»

Cath, You'll marr the light, by taking it in fnuff

:

Therefore I'll darkly end the argument.

Rof Look, what you doj and do it ftill i'th*

dark.

Cath, So do not you, for you are a light wench.

Rof, Indeed, I weigh not you ; and therefore light.

Ccith. You weigh me not; O, that's, you care not

for me.

Rof. Great reafon ; for (a) paft Cure is ftill paft

Care.

Prin, Well bandied both ; a fet of wit well play'd.

But, Rofaline^ you have a Favour too

:

Who fent it ? and what is it ?

Rof I would, you knew.
And if my face were but as fair as yours.

My favour were as great; be witnefs this.

Nay, I have Verfes too, I thank Biron,

The numbers true , and were the numbring too,

1 were the fairefl: Goddefs on the ground.

I am compared to twenty thoufand fairs.

O, he hath drawn my pi6i:ure in his letter.

Prin, Any thing like ?

Rof Much in the letters, nothing in the praifc.

Prin, Beauteous as ink; a good conclufion.

Cath, Fair as a text B in a copy-book.

Rof Ware pencils. How.'^ Jet me not die your

debter.

My red dominical, my golden letter.

'O, that your face were not fo full of Oes

!

[ («)

—

f^ft C^re is JlillpaJ} Care. Dr. Thirlhy- Vulg. paji

Care is Jiillpafi Curtj]

Cath.



Love J Labours lojl.

Cath. Pox of that jefl:, and I befhrew all flircws

:

Prin. But what was fent to you from fair Dumaine /

Cath. Madam, this glove.

Prin. Did he not fend you twain?

Cath, Yes, Madam ; and moreover.

Some thoufand verfes of a faithful Jover,

A huge tranflation of hypocrifie,

Vildly compil'd, profound fimplicity.

Mar. This, and chefe pearls, to me fent Longavilk'^

The letter is toe long by half a mile.

Prin, I think no lefs ; doft thou not wilh in heart,

The chain were longer, and the letter fliort ?

Mar, Ay, or I would thefe hands might never part.

Prin, We are wife girls, to mock our lovers for't.

Rof. They are worle fools to purchafe mocking fo.

That fame Biron I'll torture, ere I go.

O, that I knew he were but in by th* week

!

How I would make him fawn, and beg, and fcek.

And wait the feafon, and obferve the times.

And fpend his prodigal wits in bootlefs rhimes,

And fhape his fervice all to my behefts.

And make him proud to make me proud withjefts:

* So portent-like would I o'er-fway his ftate.

That he fliould be my Fool, and I his Fate.

4 So Pe rtaun T-like *would I o'erfway hisftate

y

'That he Jhould be my Fool, and I his Fate.] In old far-

ces, to Ihew the inevitable approaches of death and deftiny, the

Fool of the farce is made to employ all his ftratagems to avoid

Death oiFate: Which very ftratagems, as they are ordered,

bring the Fool, at every turn, into the very jaws of Fate. To
this Shake/pear alludes again in Meafure for Meafure,

merely thou art Death*i Fool j

For him thou tubour^ft by thyflight to fiun,
Andyet runs tovjards him fiill

It is plain from all this, that the nonfenfe of pertaunt like fliould

be read p o r t e n r-like, i, e. 1 would be his fate or dciliny,

and like a portent hang over, and influence his fortunes. For
portents were not only thought to forebode, but to influence. So
the Latins called a perfon dellincd to bring mifchief, fatale por-

tentum,

Prin;
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Prin. None are fo furely caught, when they arc

catch'd,

As wit turn'd fool ; folly, in wifdom hatch'd,

Hath wifdom's warrant, and the help of fchool 5

And wit's own grace to grace a learned fool.

Rof. The blood of youth burns not in fuch exceis.

As gravity's revolt to wantonnefs.

A^ar. Folly in fools bears not fo ftrong a note.

As fool'ry in the wife, v/hen v/it doth dote :

Since all the power thereof it doth apply.

To prove, by wit, worth in fimpiicity.

SCENE IV.

Enter Boyet.

Prin, Here comes Boyet^ and mirth is in his face.

Boyet, O, 1 am ftab*d with laughter j where's her

Grace ?

Prin. Thy news, Boyet ?

Boyet, Prepare, Madam, prepare.

Arm, wenches, arm \ Encounters mounted are

Againft your peace ; love doth approach difguis'd,

Armed in arguments; you'll be furpriz'd.

Mufter your wits, ftand in your own defence.

Or hide your heads like cowards, and fly hence,

Prin. Saint Dennis^ to faint Cupid! what are they,

That charge their breath againft us? fay, fcout, fay.

Boyet. Under the cool fliade of a fycamcre,

I thought to clofe mine eyes fome half an hour;

"When, lo ! to interrupt my purpos'd Reft,

Toward that ftiade, 1 might behold, addrcft

The King and his companions *, warily

I ftole into a neighbour thicket by;
And over-heard, what you ihall over-hear:

That, by and by, difguis'd they v/ill be here.

Their Herald is a pretty knavifti Page,

That well by heart hath conn'd his emb-iiTdGe.

Vol. II. S " Adlion
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Adion and accent did they teach him there

;

Thus muft thou fpeak, and thus thy body bear;

And ever and anon they made a doubt,

Prefence majeftical would put him out

:

For, quoth the King, an Angel fhalt thou fee

;

Yet fear not thou, but fpeak audacioufly.

The boy reply'd, an Angel is not evil-,

I fliould have fear'd her, had fhe been a Devil.—-
With that all laugh'd, and clap'd him on the fhoulder.

Making the bold wag by their praifes bolder.

One rubb'd his elbow thus, and fleer'd, and fwore,

A better fpeech was never fpoke before.

Another with his finger and his thumb,
Cry'd, vial we will do't, come what will come.

The third he caper'd and cry'd, all goes well

:

The fourth turn'd on the toe, and down he fell.

With that they all did tumble on the ground,

With fuch a zealous laughter, fo profound,

That in this fpleen ridiculous appears.

To check their folly, paffion's folemn tears.

Frin. But what, but what, come they to vifit us.^

Boyet, They do, they do ; and are apparell'd thus,

^ Like Mojcovites^ or Ruffians^ as I guefs.

Their purpofe is to parley, court and dance

;

And every one his love-feat will advance

Unto his fev'ral miftrefsj which they'll know.

By Favours fev'ral, which they did bellow.

Frln, And will they fo? the gallants fhall be tasktj

For, ladies, we will every one be maskt

:

And not a man of them lliall have the grace,

Defpight of fuite, to fee a lady's face.

5 Like Mofcovite;, or Ruilians, as J guefs.'] The fettling com-

merce in Riijna was, at that time, a matter that much ingroffed

the concern and converfation of the publick. There had been

feveral embaiT.es employed thither on that occafion; and feveral

tradb of the manners and (late of that nation written : So that a

mask of Mufcc-vitej was as good an entertainment to the audience

of that time, as a coronation has been fmce.
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Hold, Rofaline ; this Favour thou (halt wear,

And then the King wiJl court thee for his Dear

:

Hold, take you this, my fvveet, and give me thine;

So fhall Biron take me for Rofaline^

And change your Favours too; fo fhall your Loves
Woo contrary, deceiv'd by thefe removes.

Rof. Come on then, wear the Favours moft in fight.

Cath. But in this changing, what is your intent ?

Prin, Th' effe6t of my intent is to crofs theirs;

They do it but in mocking merriment.

And mock for mock is only my intent.

Their feveral councils they unbofom lhall

To loves miftook, and fo be mockt withal.

Upon the next occafion that we meet.

With vifages difplay*d, to talk and greet.

Rof, But fhall we dance, if they defire us to't ?

Prin, No ; to the death, we will not move a foot

;

Nor to their pen'd fpeech render we no grace :

But while 'tis fpoke, each turn away her face,

i

Boyet, Why, that contempt will kill the Speaker's

] heart,

I
And quite divorce his memory from his Part,

vi Prin, Therefore I do it ; and I make no doubt,

I The reft will ne'er come in, if he be out.

1 There's no fuch Sport, as Sport by Sport o'erthrown.

To make theirs ours, and ours none but our own ;

So fhall we ftay, mocking intended game

;

And they, well mockt, depart away with fliame. [Somd,
Boyet, The trumpet founds ; be maskt, the maskers

come.

SCENE V.

Enter the King, Biron, Longaville, Dumain, and
Attendants^ difguis'd like Mofcovites ; Moth

with Muftck^ asfor a 7nafquerade,

I

. Moth, All hail^ the richeft beauties on the earth I

Boyet, Beauties, no richer than rich taffaca.

h S 2 Motk
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Moth, A holy parcel of the fairefi dames,

That ever turned their backs to mortal views,

[The ladies turn their backs to him.

Biron. Their eyes, villain, their eyes.

Moth. That ever turned their eyes to mortal views.

Out
Blron. True; cut, indeed.

Moth. Out ofyourfavours y
heavenly Spirits^vouchfafe

Not to behold

Biron. Once to behold, rogue.

Moth. Once to behold with your fun-beamed eyes-—'

With your fun-beamed eyes*

Boyet. They will not anfwer to that epithete j

You were beft call it daughter-beamed eyes.

Moth, They do not mark me, and that brings me
cut.

Biron. Is this your perfecflnefs ? be gone, you rogue.

Rof. What would thefe Grangers? know their

minds, Bcyet,

If they do fpeak our language, 'tis our Will

That fome plain man recount their purpofes.

Know, , what they would.

Boyet. W^hat would you with the Princefs?

Biron. Nothing, but peace and gentle vifitation.

Rof. What would they, fay they }

Boyet. Nothing, but peace and gentle vifitation.

Rof. W hy, That they have; and bid them fo be gone.

Boyet. She fays, you have it; and you may ht gone.

King. Sxy to her, we have meafur'd many miles,

To tread a meafure with her on the grafs.

Boyet. They fay, that they have meafur'd many a

mile,
' To tread a meafure witli you on this grafs.

Rof. it is not fo. Ask them, how many inches

Is in one mile: if they have meafur'd many,
Tlie meafure then of one is eafily told.

Boyet. If to come hither you have meafur'd miles,

Aiui many miles; the Princefs bids you tell,
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How many inches doth fill up one mile?

B'iron. Tell her, we meafure them by weary fteps.

Boyet. She hears herfelf.

Rof. How many weary fteps

Of many weary miles, you have o*ergone,

Are numbered in the travel of one mile?

Biron, We number nothing that we fpcnd for you;

Our duty is fo rich, fo infinite.

That we may do it fliJI without accompt.

Vouchfafe to Ihew the fun-fhine of your face.

That we (like favagesj may worfhip it.

Rof, My face is but a moon, and clouded too.

King, BlefTed are clouds, to do as fuch clouds do.

Vouchfafe, bright moon, and thefe thy ftars, to fhine

(Thofe clouds remov'd) upon our watery eyne.

Rof, O vain petitioner, beg a greater matter;

Thou now requelVfl: but moon-fliine in the water.

King, Then in our meafure vouch lafe but one
change

;

Thou bid'ft me beg, this begging is not ftrange.

Rof, Play, muiick, then; nay, you muft doit foon.

Not yet? no dance? thus change I, like the moon.
King. Will you not dance? how come you thus

eflrang'd ?

Rof You took the moon at full, but now flie'^

chang'd.

King, Yet fiill fhe is the moon, and I the man.

The mufick plays, vouchfife fome motion to it.

Rof Our ears vouchfafe it.

King, But your legs fnouid do it.

Rof. Since you are Grangers, and come here by chancCj,

We'll not be nice; take hands;—we will not dance.

Kirg. Why take you hands then!

Ref Only to part friends;

Curt' fie, fweet hearts, and fo the meafure ends.

King^ More meafure of this meafure; be not nice,

Rof, We can afford no more at fuch a price.

S 3 Kings
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King. Prize your felves then what buys your com-
pany ?

Rof. Your abfence only.

King. That can never be.

Rof, Then cannot we be bought; and fo adieu j

Twice to your vifor, and half once to you.

King, If you deny to dance, let's hold more chat.

Rof, In private then.

King, I am beft pleas'd with That.

Biron, White-handed miftrefs, one fweet word with

thee.

Prin, Honey, and milk, and fugar, there is three.

Biron, Nnv then, two treys, *, and if you grow fo

nice,

Methegline, wort, and malmfeys—-well run, dice

:

There's half a dozen fweets.

Prin. Seventh fweet, adieu

;

Since you can cog, I'll play no more with you,

Biron, One word in fecret.

Prin, Let it not be fweet.

Biron. Thou griev'ft my gall.

Prin, G2i\U bitter

Biron, Therefore meet.

Dum. Will you vouchfafe with me to change a

word ^

Mar, Name it.

Dum. Fair lady^

Mar. Say you fo.^^ fair lord;

Take that for your fair lady.

Bum. Pieafe it you ;

As much in private i and I'll bid adieu.

Cath. What, was your vifor made without a tongue?

Long, I know the reafon, lady, why you ask.

Cath, O, for your reafon ! quickly. Sir , I long.

Long, You have a double tongue within your mask,

And would afford my fpeechlefs vizor half.

Cath, Veal, quoth the Dutch man j is not veal calf?
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LMg. A calf, fair lady ?

Catb. No, a fair lord calf.

JLong. Let's part the word.

Catb. No, I'll not be your half

;

Take all, and wean it; it may prove an ox.

Long. Look, how you butt your fclf in thefe (harp

mocks!

Will you give horns, chade lady ^ do not fo.

Catb. Then die a calf, before your horns do grow.

L'^^jg. One word in private with you, ere I die.

Catb. Bleat foftly then, the butcher hears you cry.

Boyet. The tongues of mocking wenches are as keen

As is the razor's edge, invincible,

Cutting a fmaller hair than may be feen

:

Above the fenfe of fenfe, fo fenfible

Seemeth their conference, their conceits have wings j

Fleeter than arrows, bullets, wind, thought, fwifter

things.

Rof, Not one word more, my maids ; break off,

break off.

Biron. By heaven, all dry-beaten with pure feoff.-—

King. Farewel, mad wenches ; you have fimple wits.

[Exeuni King and Lords.

SCENE VL
Prin. Twenty adieus, my frozen Mufcovites.

Are thefe the Breed of wits fo wondred at ?

Boyet. Tapers they are with your fweet breaths puft

out.

Jlof. Well-liking wits they have; grols, grofs;

fat, fat.

Prin. O poverty in wit, kingly poor flout!

Will they not (think you) hang themfelves tonight?

Or ever, but in vizors, fhew their faces

This pert Biron was out of couni'nance quite.

Rof. O! they were all in lamentable cafes.

The King was weeping- ripe for a good word.

S 4 Pn)h



hovi^s Labours lojl.

Prin. did fwear himfelf out of all fuit.

Mar, Dumain was at my fervice, and his fword

:

No, pointy quoth I ; my fervant ftraight was mute.

Catb, Ijord Longavilk faid, I came o'er his heart;

And, trow you, what he call'd me?
Prin, Qualm, perhaps.

Caib. Yes, in good taith.

Prin, Go, ficknefs as thou art

!

Rof, Well, better wits have worn plain flatute-caps.

But will you hear ? the King is my love fworn.

Prin. And quick Biron hath plighted faith to me.

Catb. And Longavilk was for my fervice born.

Mar, Dumain is mine, asfureas bark on tree.

Boyet. Madam, and pretty miftreffes, give ear

:

Immediately they will again be here

In their own fhapes; for it can never be,

They will digeft this harfh indignity.

Prin. Will they return ?

Boyet, They will, they will, God knows;

And leap forjoy, though they are lame with blows

:

Therefore, change Favours \ and, when they repair.

Blow, like fweet rofes, in this fummer air.

Prin, How, blow ? how, blow ? fpeak to be un-

derllood.

Boyet, " ^ Fair ladies, maskt, are rofes in the bud j

Or angels veil'd in clouds: are roles blown,

Difmaskt, their damask fwcetGommixture (hewn.

Prin,

6 Fair ladies, mailt y are rofes In the hud'y

Difmashy their damask fnveet commixtureJheivHy

Are Angels veiling clouds, or rofes blo^n.'] This ftrange

nonfenfe, made worfe by the jumbling together and tranfpofing

the lines, I direded Mr. Theobald to read thus,

Fair ladies masked are rofes in the hud ;

Or Angels veil'd in clouds: are rofes bloivny

Difmaskt y their damaskfweet commixture fhe'ujn.

But he willing to 0iew how well h^ Could improve a thought,

V/ould print it,

^ Or Jngel-meifing Clouds

^
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Prin. Avaunt, perplexity 1 what fhall we do.

If they return in their own fhapes to woo?

Rof. Good Madam, if by me you'll be advis'd.

Let's mock them ftill, as well known, as difguis'd j

Let us complain to them what fools were here,

Difguis'd, like Mcfcovites^ in * ftiapelefs gear ;

And wonder what they were, and to what end

Their (hallow Shows, and Prologue vildly pen'd.

And their rough carriage fo ridiculous,

Should be prefcnted at our Tent to us.

Boyet, Ladies, withdraw, the Gallants are at hand.

Prin, Whip to our Tents, as roes run o'er the land.

\_Exeunt.

SCENE VIL

Before the Princefs's Pavilion,

Enter the King, Biron, Longaville, and Dumain in

their own habits \ Boyet, meeting them.

King.

FA I R Sir, God fave you ! Where's the Princefs ?

Boyet. Gone to her Tent.

Pleafe it your Majefty, command me any fervice to

herP

King. That Ihc vouchfafe me audience for one word.

/. e. clouds which veil Angels : And by this means gave us, as the

old proverb lays, a cloud for a Juno. It was Shakefpear''% purpofe

to compare a fine lady to an angel ; it was Mr. Theobald's chance

to compare her to a cloud: And perhaps the ill-bred reader will

fay a lucky one. However I fappofed the Poet could never be fo non-
fen fical as to compare a masked lady to a cloud, though he might
compare her mask to one. The Oxford Editor who had the ad-

vantage both of this emendation and criticifm, is a great deal

more i'ubtile and refined, and fays it fliould not he angels njeil'd in

clouds^ but angels 'veiling clouds, i. e. capping the fun as they go
by him, juft as a man veils his bonnet.

* Shapelefs gear ; ] Shapelefs, for uncouth, or what
Shakefpear elfewhere calls diffufed.

Vo L. II. Boyet,
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Boyet. I will 5 and fo will fhe, I know my lord.

[Exit,

Biron. This fellow picks up wit, as pidgeons peas.

And utters it again, when Jove doth pleafe

:

He is wit's pedlar, and retails his wares

At wakes and walTals, meetings, markets, fairs:

And we that fell by grofs, the Lord doth know.

Have not the grace to grace it with fuch fhow.

This Gallant pins the wenches on his fieeve *,

Had he been Adam^ he had tempted Eve,

He can carve too, and lifp : why, this is he,

That kift away his hand in courtefie j

This is the ape of form, Monfieur the nice.

That, when he plays at tables, chides the dice

In honourable terms: nay, he can fing

A mean mod mainly ; and, in ufhering.

Mend him who can ; the ladies call him fweet

;

The (lairs, as he treads on them, kifs his feet.

7 This is the flower, that fmiles on every one.

To fhew his teeth, as white as whale his bone.—

-

,
And

7 ^hU is the flower, that fmiles on e^vWy one,"] The broken

disjointed metaphor is a fault in writing. But in order to pafs a

true judgment on this fault, it is ftiil to be obferved, that when
a meraphor is grown To common as to defert, as it were, the

figurative, and to be received into the common ftile, then what
may be affirmed of the thing reprefented, or the Juhjlance, may
be affirmed of the thing reprefenting, or the image. To illuftrate

this by the irftance before us, a very complaifan:, finical,

over-gracious per Ton, was fo commonly called the^oau^r, eras
he elltwhere exprcfies it, the pink of courtefie y that in common
talk, or in the lovveil ftile, this metaphor might be ufed with-

out keeping up the image, but any thmg affirmed of it as of an
agnomen : hejice it might be faid, without offence, tofmilsy tofiat-

ter, &c. And che reafon is this ; in the more folemn, lefs-ufed me-
taphors, our mind is fo turned upon the image v/hich the metaphor
conveys, that it experts, this image ftiould b.', for fome little

time, continued, by terms proper to keep it in view. And if, for

want of thefe terms, the image be no fooner prefented than dif-

milTed, the mind fuffers a kind of violence by being drawn off

abruptly and unexpededly from its contemplation. Hence it is
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And confciences, that will not die in debt.

Pay him the due of honey-tongued Boyet.

King, A blifter on his fweet tongue with my heart.

That put Armadd'% Page out of his Part

!

SCENE VIIL

Enter the Princefs, Rofaline, Maria, Catharine,

Boyet, and attendants,

Biron. See, where it comes ; ^ behaviour, what wert

thou,

•Till this man fliew'd thee ? and what arc thou now ?

King, All hail, fweet Madam, and fair time of

day

!

Prin, Fair in all hail is foul, as I conceive.

King, Conftrue my fpeeches better, if you may.
Prin» Then wifli me better, I will give you

leave.

that the broken, disjointed, and mix*d metaphor fo much fnocks

us. But when it is once become worn and hacknied by com-
mon ufe, then even the very firft mention of it is not apt to

excite in us the reprefentative image ; but brings immediately be-

fore us the idea of the thing reprefented. And then to endea-

vour to keep up and continue the borrowM ideas, by right adapt-

ed terms, would have as ill an eiFeil on the other hand : Becaufe

the mind is already gone off from the image to the fubjlance.

Grammarians would do well to confider what has been here faid

when they fet upon amending Greek and Roman writing?. For

the much-ufed hacknied metaphors being now very imperfeftly

known, great care is required not to a6l in this cafe temeran-

oufiy.

!

S - hehwvlouri <vjhat <ivert thou,
^ Till this manJheiv'd thee? and vjhat art thou nonv?'] Thefe

are two wonderfully fine lines, intimating that what courts call

manners^ and value themfelves fo much upon teaching, as a thing

no where elfe to be learnt, is a modeft filent accomphfliment un-

der the direftion of nature and common fenfe, which does its

office in promoting focial life without being taken notice of. But

that when it degenerates into Ihew and parade it becomes an un-

manly contemptible quality.
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j

Xing. We come to vifit you, and purpofe now
To lead you to our Court ; vouchfafe it then.

Prin. This field lhall hold me, and fo hold your

vow:
Nor God, nor I, delight in perjur'd men.

King, Rebuke me not for That, which you provoke

;

9 The virtue of your eye muft break my oath.

Frm, You nick-name virtue \ vice you fliould have

fpoke

:

For virtue's office never breaks mens troth.

Now, by my maiden honour, yet as pure

-As the unfully'd liliy, I proteft,

A world of torments though 1 fhouid endure,

I would not yield to be your houfe's gueft :

So much I hate a breakins; caufe to be

Of heav'nly oaths, vow*d with integrity.

King, O, you have liv'd in defolation here,

Unfeen, unvifited, much to our fhame.

Frln. Not fo, my lord ; it is not fo, I fwear

;

We have had paflimes here, and pleafant game,

A mefs of Ruffians left us but of late.

King, How, Madam ^ Riijjians ?

Prin. Ay, in truth, my lord

;

Trim gallants, full of courtfhip, and of ftate.

Rof, Madam, fpeak true. It is not fo, my lord :

My lady (to the manner of the days)

In courcefie gives undeferving praife.

We four, indeed, confronted were with four

In Ruffian habit: here they ftay'd an hour,

And talk*d apace ; and in that hour, my lord.

They did not blefs us with one happy word.

9 The 'Virtue ofyour eye must break my oath.'j ComrriOn fenfe

requires us to read,

' MADE break ^-iy oath^

i. e. m?.de me. And then the reply is pertinent--— It was the

force of your beauty that made me break my oath, therefore yo«

ought no: to upbraid me with a crime which yj3u yourrelf was the

caufe of.

I dare
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I dare not call them fools; but this I think,

J

When they are thirfty, fools would fain have drink.

I

Biron. This jefl is dry to me. Fair, gentle, fweet^

Your wit makes wife things foolifh; when we greet

With eyes befb feeing heaven's fiery eye,

By light we lofe light *, your capacity

Is of that nature, as to your huge ftore

Wife things feem foolifli, and rich things but poor.

Rof, This proves you wife and rich ; for in my eye—
Biron. I am a fool, and full of poverty.

Rof. But that you take what doth to you belong.

It were a fault to fnatch words from my tongue.

\
Biron, O, I am yours, and all that I poflefs.

Rof, All the fool mine ?

Biron. I cannot give you lefs.

Rof, Which of the vizors was it, that you wore ?

Biron, Where? when? what vizor? why demand
you this ?

Rof, There, then, that vizor, that fuperfluous Cafe,

That hid the worfe, and fhew'd the -better face.

King, We are defcried j they'll mock us now down-
right.

Dum. Let us confefs, and turn it to a jefl:.

Prin, Amaz'd, my lord? why looks your High-
nefs fad ?

Rof Help, hold his brows, he'll fwoon : why look

you pale?

Sea-fick, I think, coming from Mufcovy,

Biron, Thus pour the (tars down plagues for Per-

I

jury.

Can any face ef brafs Iiold longer out ?

Here ftand I, lady, dart thy skill at me %

Bruife me with fcorn, confound me with a flout^

Thrufl thy fharp wit quite through my ignorance;

Cut me to pieces with thy keen conceit

;

And r will wifh thee never more to dance.

Nor never more in Ruffian habit waic,

O!
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O! never will I trufl: to fpeeches pen*d,

Nor to the motion of a fchool- boy's tongue ;

Nor never come in vizor to my friend,

Nor woo in rhime, like a blind harper's fong.

TafFata-phrafes, filken terms precife,

Three pil'd hyperboles, fpruce afFedlation,

Figures pedanticaJ, thefe fummer-flies.

Have blown me full of maggot oftentation

:

I do forfwear them ; and I here protefl".

By this white glove, (how white the hand, God!

knows!)
Henceforth my wooing mind lhall be expreft

In ruflet yeas^ and honeft kerfie noes :

And to begin, wench, (fo God help me, law
!

)

My love to thee is found, fans crack or flaw,

Jief, SanSy fansy I pray you,

Biron. Yet I have a trick

Of the old rage : bear with me, I am fick,

I'll leave it by degrees: foft, let us fee;

Write, Lord have mercy on us^ on thofe three

;

They are infefted, in their hearts it lyes;

They have the plague, and caught it of your eyes

:

Thefe lords are vifited, you are not free

;

For the lord's tokens on you both I fee.

Prin, No, they are free, that gave thefe tokens?

to us.

Biron, Our ftates are forfeit, feek not to undo us.

Rof, It is not fo; for how can this be true.

That you ftand forfeit, being thofe that fue ?

Biron. Peace, for I will not have to do with you. ;

Rof, Nor fhail not, if I do as I intend.

Biron, Speak for your felves, my wit is at afi

end. I

King, Teach us, fweet Madam, for our rude tranf

grefTion

Some fair excufe.

Pm. The fairell is confcflion.

Werci
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Were you not here, but even now, difguw'd ?

King, Madam, I was.

Prin, And were you well advis'd ?

King, I was, fair Madam.
Prin, When you then were here,

What did you whifper in your lady's ear ?

Ki7ig, That more than all the world I did refpedt

her.

Prin, When flie fhall challenge this, you will re-

je6l her.

King, Upon mine honour, no.

Prin. Peace, peace, forbear :

Your oath once broke, you force not to forfweaF.

King, Defpife me, when I break this oath of mine.

Prin, I will, and therefore keep it. Rofaline^

What did the Ruffian whifper in your ear

Rof, Madam, he fwore, that he did hold me dfar

As precious eye-fight j and did value me
Above this world ; adding thereto, moreover,

That he would wed me, or elfe die my lover.

Prin, God give thee joy of him ! the noble lord

Mod honourably doth uphold his ward.

King, What mean you. Madam ? by my life, my
troth,

I never fwore this lady fuch an oath;

Rof, By heav'n, you did \ and to confirm it plain,

You gave me this : but take it. Sir, again.

King, My faith, and this, to th' Princefs 1 did give

;

I knew her by this jewel on her fleeve.

Prin. Pardon me. Sir, this jewel did fhe wear :

And lord Biron^ I thank him, is my Dear,

What? will you have me; or your pearl again?

Biron, Neither of either : I remit both twain,

I fee the trick on't ; here was a confent,

(Knowing aforehand of our merriment)
To dafh it, like a Chrijlfnas comedy.
Some carry-tale, fome pleafe-man, fome flight zany.

Some
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Some mumble-news, fome trencher-knight, forac

That * fmiles his cheek in years, and knows the trick

To make my lady laugh, when (he's difposM,

Told our intents before; which once difclos*d.

The ladies did change Favours, and then we^

Following the figns, woo'd but the fign of (he

:

Now to our perjury to add more terror.

We are again forfworn , in will, and error.

Much upon this it is.—And might not You [r^jBoyct.

Foreftal our fport, to make us thus untrue ?

Do not you know my lady's foot by th' fquier.

And laugh upon the apple of her eye.

And (land between her back, Sir, and the fire.

Holding a trencher, jefting merrily?

You put our Page out :
* go, you are allow'd ;

Die when you will, a fmock fhall be your fhrowd.

You leer upon me, do you ? there's an eye.

Wounds like a leaden fword.

Boyet, Full merrily

Hath this brave Manage, this Career, been run.

Birm. Lo, he is tilting (trait. Peace, I have done.

Enter Coftard.

Welcome, pure wit, thou parted a fair fray.

Coft, O lord. Sir, they would.know
Whether the three Worthies fhall come in, or no.

1 fmiles his cheek in years,— ] Mr. Theobald fays, he-

cannoty for his hearty comprehend the fenfe of this phrafe. It

was not his heart but his head that Hood in his way. In years^

fignifies, irico wrinkles. So in The Mercha7it of Venice,

With mirth and laughter let old ^wrinkles come.

See the no:e on that line. But the Oxford editor was in the

fame cafe, and fo alters it tofleers.

2 ^ go, you are allo'w'd i] i. e.'you may fay what you willi

you are a licenfed fool, a common jefler. So Tvjelfth Night.

There is noflander in an allow 'dfool.

Biron,
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Biron, What, are there but three?

Coji. No, Sir, but it is vara fine

;

For every one purfents three.

Biron, And three times three is nine?

Coft, Not fo. Sir, under corredion, Sir s I hope,

it is not lb.

You cannot beg us, Sir; I can aflure you, Sir, we
know what we know : I hope, three times thrice, Sir—

•

Biron, Is not nine.

CoJl. Under corredion, Sir, we know where until

it doth amount.

Biron. By Jove^ I always took three threes for nine.

CoJl. O lord, Sir, it were pity you Ihould get your

living by reckoning, Sir.

Biron. How much is it?

Coft. O lord. Sir, the parties themfelves, the aftors.

Sir, will (hew whereuntil it doth amount for my own
part, I am, as they fay, but to perfedb one man in

Dne poor man, Pompion the Great, Sir,

Biron. Art thou one of the worthies ?

Coft. It pleafed them to think me worthy of Poni"

)lon the Great : for mine own part, I know not the

degree of the Worthy ; but I am to ftand for him.

Biron, Go bid them prepare.

Coft. We will turn it finely off, Sir, we will take

bme care.

King, Biro72^ they will fliame us ; let them not ap-

proach. [^Exit Coft.

Biron. We are fhame-proof, my lord j and *tis

fome policy

To have one Show worfe than the King's and his

Company.
King. I fay, they fhall not come.
Prin. Nay, my good lord, let me o'er-rule you nowj

That fport beft pleafes, that doth lead know how.

Vhere zeal ftrives to content, and the contents

)ies in the zeal of that which it prefentsj

Vol. II. T Their
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Their form, confounded, makes mofl: form in mirths

When great things, labouring, perifh in their birth.

Biron. A right defcription of our fport, my lord.

S C E N E IX.

Enter Armado.
;

Arm, Anointed, I implore fo much expence of thy

royal fweet breath, as will utter a brace of words.
\

Prin. Doth this man ferve God ? •
i

Biron, Why ask you ? \

Prin, He fpeaks not like a man of God's making.

Arm, That's all one, my fair, fweet, hony monarch ;

for, I proteft, the fchoolmafter is exceeding fantafti-

cal j too, too vain , too, too vain : but we will put •

it, as they fay, to fortiina de la guerra, I wifh you [

the peace of mind, moft royal coupplement.

King, Here is like to be a good prefence of Wor-
|

thies : he prefents He^or of Troy ; the fwain, Pompey
\

the Great ; the parifli-curate, Alexander ; Armado*%
\

page, Hercules •, the pedant, Judas Machaheus.
\

And if thefe four Worthies in their firft Show thrive,

,

Thefe four will change habits, and prefent the other i

five.

Biron. There are five in the firft Show.
King, You are deceived, 'tis iiot fo.

Biron, The pedant, the braggart, the hedge-prieft,
i

the fool, and the boy.

A bare throw at Novura^ and the whole world again

Cannot prick out five fuch, take each one in's vein.

King. The fhip is under fail, and here fhe comes I

amain.

Enter Coftard for Pompey.

Coft. /Pompey am-
Boyet. You lye, you are not he.

j
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Coft. I Pompey em—

-

Boyet. ^ With Libbard's head on knee.

Biron. Well laid, oJd mocker : I rnufl needs be

friends with thee.

Coji. I Pompey am^ Pompey furnam*d the Big.

Dum. The Great.

CoJi. It is Great, Sir; Pompey, furnam'd the Great

\

"That oft in fields with targe andJhieldy

Did make my foe to fweat

:

And travelling along this coaft^ I htrt am corae by chance ;

jind lay my arms before the legs of this fweet Lafs of
France.

If your lady fliip would fay, " thanks,~ Pi?;;;^ry, I

had done.

Prin. Great thanks, great Pompey,.

Cofi. 'Tis not fo much worth ; bur, I hope, I was

perfe6t. I made a little fault in great.

Biron. My hat to a half-penny, Pompey prove? the

beft Worthy.

Enter Nathaniel/?;* Alexander,

Nath. When in the world I liv*d^ 1 was the u'orld^s

Comynander ;

By edji^ weft^ north andfouth^ Ifpread my con<iuering

might

:

My ^Scutcheon plain declares^ that I am Alifander.

Boyet. Your nofe fixys, no^ you are notj for it

(lands too right.

Biron. Your nofe fmells, no, in this, mofl tender

fmelling Knight.

Prin. The Conqueror is difm.aid: proceed, good
Alexander.

Nath. PVhen in the world 1 liv'd, I was the world's

Commander.

3 With Libbard'/ head on hin.'\ This alludes to the old heroic

habits, which on the knees and fhoulders had ufaally, by way of

orn^ineiit, the rclcmblance of a Leapard\ or Lion i head.

T' 2 Boyst,
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Boyet. Moft true, 'tis right ; you were fo, Alifandcr.

Biron. Pompey the Great,

Cofi. Your fervant, and Cojlard,

Biron. Take away the Conqueror, take away Ali-

fander.

Ccjl, O Sir, you have ovtnhrown Alifander the Con-

queror. [/<? Nath.] You will be fcraped out of the

painted cloth for thisy your lion, that holds the poll--

ax fitting on a clofc-flool, will be given to A-jax *, he

wiil be then the ninth Worthy. A Conqueror, and

afraid to fpeak ? run away for fhame, Alifander^ There,

an't iliall pleafe you j a foolifh mild man ^ an honeft

man, look you, and foon dafh'd. He is a marvellous

good neighbour, infooth, and a very good bowler

but for Alifander^ alas, you fee, how 'tis a little o^r-

parted : but there are Worthies a coming will fpeak

their mind in fome other fort.

Biron, Stand afide, good Pompey,

Enter Holofernes for Judas, and Moth for Hercules.

Hoi. Great Hercules is prefented by this imp,

Whofe club kill'd CerberuSy that three-headed

canus 5

And when he was a babe, a child, a fhrimp.

Thus did he ftrangle ferpents in his manus

:

§UQniamy he feemeth in minority ; ^
Ergo^ I come with this apology. —

—

Keep fome ftate in thy £.y//, and vanifh. lExii Moth.

Hoi. Judas / am,

Dwrn. A Judas!
Hoi. Not Ifcarioty Sir

;

Judas 7^w, yckped Machabeus.

Du'ru. Judas Machaheus dipt, is plain Judas,

Biron. A kiffing traitor. How art thou proved

Judas ?

Hoi. Judas I am.

Dum, The more fhame for you, Judas.
Hoi



LoveV Lahours lojl.

Hoi. What mean you, Sir ?

Boyet. To make Judas hang himfelf.

Hoi. Begin, Sir, you are my elder.

Biron. Well follow'd •, Judas was hang'd on an

Elder.

Hoi. I will not be put out of countenance.

Bxron. Becaufe thou haft no face.

Hoi. What is this ?

Boyet. A cittern head.

Dum. The head of a bodkin.

Biron. A death's face in a rinsj.

Long. The face of an old Roman coin, fcarcc fcen.

Boyet. The pummel of C^efar's faulchion.

Dum. The carv'd-bone face on a flask.

£/ri?». St. George's half- cheek in a brooch.

Dum. Ay, and in a brooch of lead.

Biron. Ay, and worn in the cap of a tooth-drawer j

And now, forward ; for we have put thee in counte-

nance.

Hoi. You have put me out of countenance.

Biron. Falfe ; we have given thee faces.

Hoi. But you have out-fac'd them all.

Biron. An thou wert a lion, we would do (b.

Boyet. Therefore as he is an afs, let him go.

And fo adieu, fweet Jude-y nay, why doft thou flay ?

Dum. For the latter end of his name.

Biron. For thtJfs to thtjude give it him, Jud-aSy

away.

Hoi. This is not generous, not gentle, not humble.

Boyet. A light for monfieur Judas it grows dark,

he may ftumble.

Prin. Alas ! poor Machaheus^ how he hath been

baited !

Enter Armado,

BiroK. Hide thy head, Achilles, here comes He5lor

in arms.

T 3 Dum.
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Bum. Tho* my mocks come home by mc, I will

now be merry.

King, Heofor was but a 'Trojan in refpedl of this.

Boyet. But is this He^or?
King. 1 think. Hector was not fo clean-tiniber'd.

Long, His leg is too big for He^or,

Dum. More calf, certain.

Bcyet. No; he is beft indu'd in the fmall.

Biron. This can't be He51or,

'Dum, He's a God or a Painter, for he makes faces.

Arm. 'The armipotent Mars, of launces the Almighty\

Oave Heclor a gift^

Dim. A gilt nutmeg,

Biron, A lemon.

Long. Stock with cloves.

Dum. No, cloven.

Arm. Jhe armipotent Mars, of launces the Almighty

^

Gave He(5lor a gift^ the heir of I lion

A Man fo hreatFd^ that certain he wouldfight ye

From morn 'till nighty out of his pavilion^ .

7 am that Flower.

Dum. That mint.

Long. That cullambine.

Arm. Sweet lord Longaville., rein thy tongue.

Long. I muft rather give it the rein , tor it runs

againft He5lor,

Dum. Ay, and He5}or'*s a grey- hound.

Arm. The fweet War-man is dead and rotten ;

Sweet chucks, beat not the bones of the bury'd :

But I will forward with my device

,

&weet Royalty, beftovv on me the fenfe of hearing.

Prin, Speak, brave HeElor \ v;e are much delighted,

Arm. I do adore thy fweet Grace's flipper.

Boyet, Loves her by the foot.

Dum. He may not, by the yard.

Arm. This Htdorfar furmcunted Hannibal.

C^(. The party is gone, fellow He^for^ Ihc is gone
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(he is tAV'O months on her way.

Arm. What mean'ft thou ?

Coji. Faith, unlets you play the honeft Trojan, the

poor wench is caft away ; Ihe's quick, the child brags

m her belly already. 'Tis yours.

Jrra. Dofi: thou infamonize me among Potentates.^

Thou Hialt die.

CoJl. Then fhall Hecfor be whipt for Ja^uenetta^

that is quick by him , and hang'd for Pompe)\ that is

dead by him.

Dum, Moft rare Pornpeyl

Boyet. Renowned Pcmpey!

Biron. Greater than great, great, great, great Poni-

pey ! Pcriipey the huge!

Tium, He5lor trembles.

Biron. Pornpey is mov'd; more yf/^.f, moxtAtes\
ftir them on, llir them on.

Dum. Hector will challenge him.

Biron. Ay, if he have no more man's blood in*^

belly than will fup a flea.

Arm. By the north-pole, I do challenge thee.

Coft. I will not fight with a pole, like a northern

man: I'll flafhj I'll do't by the Sword: I pray you,

let me borrow my arms again.

T)um, Room for the incenfed Worthies.

Coft. ril do it in my fhirt.

'Dum. Moft refolute Pornpey

!

Moth. Mafter, let me take you a button-hole lower.

Do ye not fee, Pornpey is uncafmg for the combat

;

what mean you ? you will lofe your reputation.

Arm. Gentlemen, and foldiers, pardon me; I will

not combat in my fliirt.

Dum. You may not deny it, Pornpey hath made
the challenge.

Arfn. Sweet bloods, I both may and will.

Biron, What reafon have you for'c?

T 4 . Arm^
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Arm. The naked truth of it is, I have no fiiirc; I
go woolv.'ard for penance.

Boyet. True, and ^ it was enjoin'd him in Rome
for want of hnnen; fince when, Til be fworn, he

« wore none but a di(h-clouc of Jaquenetta's, and
that he wears next his heart for a Favour,"

SCENE X,

Enter Macard.

Mac. God fave you. Madam

!

Prin. Welcome, Macard, but that thou interruptcft
our merriment.

Mac, I'm forry, Madam, for the news I bring
Is heavy in my tongue. The King your father

Prin. Dead, for my life.

Mac. Even fo: my Tale is told.

Biron. Worthies, away ; the Scene begins to cloud.
Arm, For my own part, I breathe free breath ; ^ j

have feen the day of right through the little hole of
difcretion, and I will right my felf like a foidier.

[^Exeunt TFortbies.

4 // 'vja, enjoin'd him in Rome/:;r -j.'aKt of linnen ',1 Thismay polubly allude to a ftory, well known in our anther's time,
to th:s th-ca. A Spaniard at Rcme falling in a duel, as he lay
expiring an int3ma:e friend, by chance, came by, and offered
him his beil fervices. The dying man told him he had but one
requeft to m2Ke to him. but conjured him by the memory of their
pa^ friendlhip punclually to comply with it, which v. as not to
iuffer him to be ft rip^ but to bury him as he lay, in the habit he-
then haQ on.

^
\Vhen this was promifed, the Spaniard do{^ hi»

eyes, ana expired with great compofare and refignation. But his
friena s cunoir.y prevailing over his good faith, he had him flript,
anc ioond, to his great furprife, that he was without a fhirt.

5 Ihanje feen the days of wrong through the little hole of
atjcretion,^ Tnis has no meaning, we ftouJd read, the day cf

' GHT, 1. e. I have foref-en thsr a cay wii: come when I fnall
have joltice done mc, and :r:ere:ore J pr^cc.nt]y xefcrve zr,,(eU
ici uat time. ^ ^
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King. How fares your Majefty ?

Prin. Boyet^ prepare ; I will away to night.

King. Madam, not fo ; I do befeech you, ftay.

Prin. Prepare, I fay.— I thank you, gracious lords.

For all your fair endeavours ; and entreat.

Out of a new-fad foul, that you vouchfafe

In your rich wifdom to excufe, or hide.

The liberal oppofition of our Ipirits;

If over-boldly we have borne our felves

In the converfe of breath, your gentlenefs

Was guilty of it. Farewel, worthy lord ;

An heavy heart bears not 2l (a) nimble tongue:

Excufe me fo, coming fo Ihort of thanks.

For my great Suit fo eafily obtain'd,

Ki'ag. The extreme part of time extremely forms
All caufes to the purpofe of his fpeed j

And often, at his very loofe, decides

That, which long Procefs could not arbitrate.

And though the mourning brow of Progeny
Forbid the fmiling courtefie of love,

The holy fuit which fain it would convince ;

Yet fince love's argument was firft on foot.

Let not the cloud of forrow juftle it

From what it purposed : Since, to wail friends Joft,

Is not by much fo wholefome, profitable,

As to rejoice at friends but newly found.

Prin. I underftand you not, my griefs are double.

Biron, Honeft plain words beft pierce the car of
grief;

And by thefe badges underftand the King,
For your fair fakes have we negle6led time,

Play*d foul Play with our oaths: your beauty, ladies.

Hath much deform'd us, fafhioning our humours
Even to th* oppofed end of our intents

;

And what in us hath feem'd ridiculous,

[ (a) nimble, Mi.Thfoia/d'-'Yuilg, humble. ]

As
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As love is full of unbefitting drains.

All wanton as a child, skipping in vain,

Form'd by the eye, and therefore like the eye.

Full of ftraying fliapes, of habits, and of forms.

Varying in fubjeds as the eye doth rowl.

To every varied objedl in his glance ; \

Which party-coated prefence of loofe love ^

Put on by us, if, in your heav'nly eyes.

Have misbecom'd our oaths and gravities

;

Thofe heav'nly eyes, that look into thefe faults,

Suggefted us to make them : therefore, ladies.

Our love being yours, the error that love makes
]s likewife yours. We to our felves prove falfe.

By being once falfe, for ever to be true

To thofe that make us both 5 fair ladies, you:

And even that falfhood, in it felf a fin.

Thus purifies it felf, and turns to Grace.

Prin. We have received your letters, fall of love

Your Favours, the embaffadors of love ;
•

And in our maiden council rated them
At courtfhip, pleafant jefl:, and courtefie:

As bumbaft, and as lining to the time :

^ But more devout than this, (fave our refpedts)

Have we not been ; and therefore met your loves

In their own fafhion, like a merriment.

Dum. Our letters. Madam, fcew'd much more than

jefl.

hong. So did our looks.

Roj\ ^ We did not quote them fo.

5 But more devout^ than these are our refpefis

Ha^'e tv^ not been ;J

This nonleni'e lliouid be read thus,

But more de-vout than this, (s av e our reffeiis)

Hanje njoe not been ;

i. e. fave the refpecc we owe to your majc(l:y's quality, your

courtfhip we have laughed at, and made ajelt of.

6 V/e did not coat themfo.l We ihould read, quote,
etem, reckon.

King.
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King, Now at the lateft minute of the hour.

Grant us your loves.

Prin. A time, methinks, too fliort.

To make a world-without-end bargain in ;

No, no, my lord, your Grace is perjur'd much.

Full of dear guiltinefs ; and therefore, this—
If for my love (as there is no fuch caufe)

You will do aught, this lhall you do for me ;

Your oath I will not truft j bur go with fpeed

To fome forlorn and naked Hermitage,

Reniote from all the pleafures of the world;

There ftay, until the twelve celeftial Signs

Have brought about their annual reckoning.

If thisaullere infociable life

Change not your offer made in heat of blood;

If frofts, and fafts, hard lodging, and thin weeds

Nip not the gaudy bloflbms of your love.

But that it bear this tryal, and laft love

;

Then, at the expiration of the year.

Come challenge me; challenge me, by thele deferts

And by this virgin palm, now kilTing thine,

I will be thine ; and 'till that inftant ihut

My woful felf up in a mourning houle.

Raining the tears of lamentation.

For the remembrance of my father's death.

If this thou do deny, let our hands part;

Neither intided in the other's heart.

Kmg. If this, or more than this, I would deny,
7 To fetter up thefe powers of mine with reft

;

The fudden hand of death clofe up mine eye

!

Hence, ever then, my heart is in thy breaft.

7 To F L AT T E R Up thefe powers of mine <vjith refi {] We
lliould read, fetter up, i. e. the turbulence of his paffion,

which^hindered him from fleeping, while he was uncertain whe-
ther fhe would have him or not. So that he fpeaks to this pur-

poi'e. If Iivould not do 7nore than this to gain my 'voonted repofe^

ma'j that repofe end in my death.

Biron*
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Biron, * [And what to me, my love ? and what to

me ?

Rof, You muft be purged too, your fins arc rank.

Your are actainc with fault and perjury;

Tnerefore if you my favour mean to get,

A cv/elve-month fhall you fpend, and never re(V,

But (eek the weary beds of people fick.]

Dum. But v/hat to me, my love? but what to me?
Cath. A wife! .— a beard, fair health and honefty ;

With three- fold love I wifli you all thefe three.

Dum. O, (hall I fay, I thank you, gentle wife?

Catb. Not fo, my lord, a twelve-month and a day,

I'll mark no words that fmooth-fac'd wooers fay.

Come, when the King doth to my lady come;
Then if I have much love, I'll give you fome.

Dum. I'll ferve thee true and faithfully till then.

Catb. Yet fwear not, left ye be forfworn again.

Long. What fays Maria ?

Mar. At the twelve-month's end,

I'll change my black gown for a faithful friend.

Loftg. ril ftay v;ith patience; but the time is long.

Mar. The liker you ; few taller are fb young.

Biron. Studies my lady ? miftrefs, look on me.

Behold the window of my heart, mine eye.

What humble Suit attends thy anfwer there

;

Impofe fome fervice on me for my love.

Rof, Oft have I heard of you, my lord Biron^

Before I faw you ; and the world's large tongue

Proclaims you for a man replete with mocks

;

Full of comparifons and wounding flouts

;

Which you on all eftates will execute.

That lye within the mercy of your wit

:

To weed this wormwood from your fruitful brain,

8 And^vhat to me, my lo-'je ? &c.— ] Thefe fix line* are mif-

placed and ought to btr expung'd, as bsii^g the auihor's hnt

draught only, of what he afterv/ards improved cind made niort

perfect.

And
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And therewithal to win me, if you pleafe,

[Without the which I am not to be won;)

You fhall this twelve-montb-term from day to day

Vifit the fpeechlefs Sick, and ftill converfe

With groaning wretches ; and your task fhalJ be.

With all the fierce endeavour of your wir,

r' enforce the pained Impotent to fmile.

Biron. To move wild laughter in the throat of

death ?

[t cannot be, it is impolTible :

Mirth cannot move a foul in agony.

Rof. Why, that's the way to choak a gibing (pirit^

Whofe influence is begot of that loofe grace.

Which fhallow laughing hearers give to foois:

^ jeft's profperity lies in the ear

Df him that hears it, never in the tongue

[)f him that makes it: then, if fickly ears,

Deaft with the clamours of their own dear groans,^

Will hear your idlefcorns; continue then,

f\.nd I will have you, and that fault withal :

But if they will not, throw away that fpirit;

f\nd I fliall find you empty of that fault,

^ight joyful of your Reformation.

Biron. A twelve-month? well; befall, what will

befldl,

['11 jeft a twelve- month in an Hofpital.

Frin, Ay, fweet my lord, and fo I take my leave.

the King.

King. No, Madam \ we will bring you on your

way.

Biron. Our wooing doth not end like an old Play ;

Jack hath not Jill\ thefe ladies* courtefie

Might well have made our fport a Comedy.
King. Come, Sir, it wants a twelve-month and a

day.

And then *twill end.

Biron. That's too long for a Play.

Enter
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Enter Armado.

Jrm. Sweet Majefty, vouchfafe me
Prin, Was not that Hecfor?

Dum. That worthy Knight of Troy,

Jrm. I will kifs thy royal finger, and take leave*

I am a Votary ; I have vowM to Jaquenetta to hold

the plough for her fweet love three years. But, moft

efteem'd Greatnefs, will you hear the dialogue that

the two learned men have compiled, in praife of the

owl and the cuckow? it lliould have followed in t

end of our Show.
King. Call them forth quickly, we will do fo.

Arm. Holla! approach. •

Enter alU for the Song,

This fide is Hiems^ Winter.

This Ver^ the fpring : the one maintain'd by the ow
The other by the cuckow.

Very begin.

rhe SONG.
SPRING.

pf^hen daizies pied, and violets hlue^

And lady-frnocks allfiher white^

And cuckow'buds of yellow hue^

^ Do paint the meadows much-bedigkt ;

The cuckow then on every T''ee

Mocks married men \ for thus fings he^

Cuckow I

Cuckow! cuckow! O word of fear^

Unpleaftng to a married ear!

9 Do paint the meadovjs with delight ;] This is a pretty rurifij

fong, in which the imsgcs are drawn wich great force from na-
|

ture. But this fenfelels expletive of pal?:ting cvjith delight^ 1

1

would read thus.

Do paint the meadoivs M UCH- B EDI G HT,
i. e. much bedecked or adorned, as they are in fpring-tHiie.

The epithet is proper, and the compound not inelegant.

I

I
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When jhepherds pipe on oatenftraws^

And merry larks are ploughmen's clocks :

When turtles tread^ and rooks and daws \

And maidejis bleach their fummer fmocks 5

^e cuckow then on every tree

Mocks fnarried men ; for thusfmgs he^

Cuckow f

Cuckow! cuckow! O word of feary
Vnpkafing to a married ear I

WINTER.
When ificles hang by the wall.

And Dick thefljepherd blows his nail\

And Tom bears logs into the hall.

And milk comes frozen home in pail ;

Wheyi blood is nipt, and ways he foul,

*ifhen nightly fings the flaring owl

Tu'whit! to-whoo!

A merry note.

While greafie Jone doth keel the pot.

When all aloud the wind doth blow.

And coughing drowns the Parfon'sfaw \

And birds fit brooding in the fnow,

Marian'j nofe looks red and.raw\

When roafied crabs hifs in the bowl^

Then 'nightlyfmgs theflaring owl

'Tu-whit! tO'Whoo!

A merry note.

While greafie Jone doth keel the pot.

Arm. The words of Mercury

Are harfli after the Songs of Apollo:

You, that way ; we, this way. [Exeimt omnes.

A S
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Act I. Scene I. page 1 9^.

ms child of fancy, that Armado bight^ Sec] This,

as I have fhewn, in the note in its place, relates to

the (lories in the books of Chivalry. A few words

therefore concerning their Origin and Nature may not

be unacceptable to the reader. As I don't know of
any writer who has given any tolerable account of this

matter : and efpecially as Monfieur Huet^ the Bijhopof

^vranches^ who wrote a formal treatife of the Origin

of Romances^ has faid little or nothing of thefe in that

fuperficial work. For having brought down the

account of romances to the later Greeks^ and entered

upon thofe compofed by the barbarous weftern writers,

which have now the name of Romances almoft appro-

priated to them, he puts the change upon his reader,

and, inftead of giving us an account of thefe books of

Chivalry, one of the moft curious and interefting parts

of the fubjedl he promifed to treat of, he contents

himfelf with a long account of the poems of the Pro^

vincial Writers, called Jikewife Romances : and fo,

under the equivoque of a common term, drops his pro-

per fubjed, and entertains us with another that had no
relation to it more than in the name.

The Spaniards were of all others th§ fondeft of thefe

fables, as fuiting beft their extravagant turn to galantry

and bravery •, which in time grew fo exceffive, as to

need all the efficacy of Cervantes*^ incomparable fatirc

to bring them back to their fenfes. The French fuf-

fered an eafier cure from their Dodlor Rabelais^ who
enough difcredited the books of Chivalry, by only

ufing the extravagant ftories of its Giants, IBc, as a

cover for another kind of fatire againfh the refined

'Politics of his countrymen ; of which they were as

much poffefled as the Spaniards of their Romantic
* Bravery^

[Place this at the end of Love's Labour lojl. Vol. 2. page 288.)
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bravery, A bravery our Shakefpcar makes their cha-

radleriftic, in this dcfcription of a 6^^;;^ Gentleman

:

A Man of compliments^ whom right and wrong
Have chofe as Umpire of their mutiny

:

This Child of fancy, that Armado highty

For interim to- our ftudies^ floall relate^

In high-born words, theivorth of many a Knight^

From tawny Spain^ loft in the world's debate.

The fenfe of which is to this effed ; This Gentleman,

fays the fpeaker, fJjall relate to us the celebrated Stories

recorded in the old Romances^ and in their very ftile. Why
he fays, from tazvny Spain^ is becaufe, thefe Romances

"

being of Spaniflo Original, the Heroes and the Scene

were generally of that country. He fays, loji in the

world's debate^ becaufe the fubjeft of thofe Romances
were the Crufades of the European Chriftians againfb'

the Saracens of Afia and Africa.

Indc:ed, the wars of the Chriftians againft the

Pagans were the general fubjed: of the Romances of

Chivalry. They all feem to have had their ground-

work in two fabulous monkifh Hiftorians : The one,

who, under the name of Turpin Archbifhop ofRheims^

wrote the Hifrory and Atchievements of Charlemagne

and his twelve Peers ; to whom, inftead of his father,

.

they affigned the task of drivings the Saracens out of

France and the South pares of Spain: the other, our

Geoffry of Mor.mouth.

Two of thofe Peers, whom the old Romances have

rendered mofl: famous, were Oliver and Rowland, Hence

Shakefpear makes Alanfoii^ in the rirft part of Henry Y\.
lay, ^"-Froyfardy a countryman of ours, records^ England

all Oiiveu 3.nd Rowlands bred, during the zimeEdward
\

theThird did reign.'* In the Spanifh Romance of
|

Bernardo del Carpo^ and in that of Roncefvalles^ the
'

feats of Roland are recorded under the name of Roldan

^l eneantador i and in that of Palmcrin de Oliva^ or

fimpl/'
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fimply Oliva^ thofe of Oliver : for Oliva is the fame
I
in Spamfl:^ as Olivier is in French. The account of

1

their exploits is in the higheft degree monftrous and
I

extravagant, as appears from the judgment pafTed

I

upon them by the Pried in Bon Sluixote, when he
delivers the Knight's Jibrary to the fecuJar-arm of the

:

houfe- keeper, Exceptando a un Bernardo deJ Carpio
que anda por ay, y a otro iJamado Roncefvalies

;

que eftos en llegando a mis manos, an de eflar en
« las de la ama, y dellas en Jas deJ fuego fin remifTion
« alguna". * And of Oliver he fays ; efia Oiiva
«' fe haga lu^^go raxas, y fe queme, que aun noqueden

della las cenizas/" The reafonablenefs of this
fentence may be partly feen from one (lory in the

I

Bernardo del Carpio^ which tells us, that the deft called

I

Roldan^ to be feen on the fummit of an high moun-
I
tain in the kingdom of Valencia, near the town of

I

Alicant, was made with a fingle back-ftroke of than
I

hero's broad fword. Hence came the proverbial ex-
preffion of our plain and fenfibie Anceflors, who were
much cooler readers of thefe extravagances than the

j

Spaniards, giving one a Rowlandfor his Oliver, thac

I

is, of matching one impolTible iye v/ith another: as
i in French, faire le Roland means, to fwagger. This
' driving the Saracens out of France and Spain, was, as
we fay, the fubjed of the elder Romances. And'the
firft that was printed in Spain was the famous Jmadis
\de Gaiila, of which the Inquifitor Priefl; fays; fegurf
" heoydodezir, efte libro fue el primero de Cava!-
« lerjas que fe imprimioen Efpana, y todoslos demas

an tornado principio y origen deftej"^ and for
which he humouroufly condemns it to the fire, coma
a Dograatizador de una fccla tan mala. When th'is fub-
jea was well exhaufled, the affairs of Europe afforded
them another of the fame nature. For after that the

j

weftern parts had pretty well cleared them&ives of
I B. I. 6. 2 Ibid, 3 Ibid.

thefe
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thefe inhofpitable Guefts ; by the excitements of the

Popes, they carried their arnisagainft them into Greece ;

and Jfia^ to fupport the Byzantine empire, and re-
\

cover the holy Sepulchre. This gave birth to a new
tribe of Romances, which we may call of the fecond

race or clafs. And as Amadis de Gaula was at the head

of the firft, fo, correfpondently to the fubjedl, Amadis
de Grecia was at the head of the latter. Hence it is,

we find, that "Trebizonde is as celebrated in thefe Ro-
mances as Roncefualles is in the other. It may be

worth obferving, that the two famous Italian epic

poets, Ariqfto and T'ajfo^ have borrowed, from each

of thefe clafles of old Romances, the fcencs and fub-

je6ls of their feveral ftories : Ariqfto choofing the firft,

the Saracens in France and Spain ; and Tajjo, the latter,

the Crufade againft them in Afia : Ariqfto's hero being

.

Orlando or the French Roland: for as the Spaniards^ by

one way of tranfpofing the letters, had made it Roh
dan^ fo the ItalianSy by another, made it Orland,

The main fubjedt of thefe fooleries, as we have faid,j

had its original in Turpinh famous hiftory of Char^ '*

lemagne and his tivelve peers. Nor were the mon-j

ftrous embellifliments of enchantments, ^c, the in-i

vention of the Romancers, but formed upon eaftern

tales, brought thence by travellers from their crufades

and pilgrimages ; which indecd-4iave a cafe peculiar to

the wild imaginations of the eaflern people. We have

a proof of this in the travels of Sir J. Maundevile^

whofe exeeffive fuperllition and credulity, together

with an impudent monkifh addition to his genuine

work, have made his veracity thought much worfe of

than it deferved. This voyager, fpeaking of the ifle

of Cos., in the Archipelago^ tells the following ftory of

an enchanted dragon. " And alfo a zonge Man, that

*' wide not of the Dragoun, went out of a Schipp,

and went thorghe the IHe, till that he came to the

Caftelle, 4rA cam into the Cave , and went fo longe

till
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till that he fond a Chambre, and there he faughe
" a Damyfelle, that kembed hire Hede, and Jokedc

in a Myrour : and fche hadde meche Trefoure

abouten hire : and he trowed that fche hadde ben a
" comoun Woman, that dwelled there to refceyve

Men to Folye. And he abode, till the Damyfelle,
" faughe the fchadewe of him in the Myrour. And
" fche turned hire toward him, and asked him what

he wolde. And he feyde, he wolde ben hireLim-

man or Paramour. And fche asked him, if that

he were a Knyghte. And he fayde, nay. And
then fche feyde, that he myghte not ben hire

" Limman. But fche bad him gon azen unto his

*' Felowes, and make him Knighte, and come azen
" upon the Morwe, and fche fcholde come out of her
" Cave before him ; and thanne come and kyffe hire

on the Mow the and have no drede. For I fchallc

do the no maner harm, alle be it that thou fee mc
" in lykenefs of a Dragoun. For thoughe thou fee

me hideoufe and horrible to loken onne, I do the

to wytene that it is made be Enchauntemenr. For
withouten doute, I am none other than thou feeft

*' now^, a Woman ; and therefore drede the noughte.

And zif thou kylTe me, thou fchalt have alle this

Trefoure, and be my Lord, and Lord alfo of all

that Ifle. And he departed, i^c'^ p, 29, 30.

Ed. 1725. Here we fee the very fpirit of aRomance-
adventure. This honeft traveller believed it all, and

I

fo, it feems, did the people of the ifle. And fo'me

\ Menfeyn (fays he) that in the Ifle of Lango is zit the

\ Doughtre of Ypocras in forme and lykenejfe of a gret

\ Dragoun^ that is an hundred Fadme in lengthe^ as Men
\
feyn : For I have not feen hire. And thei of the Ifles

\ c-allen hire^ Lady of the Land, We are not to think

II then, thefe kind of ftories, believed by pilgrims and
!» travellers, would have lefs credit either with the writers

!! ©r readers of Romances : which humour of the times

therefore
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therefore may well account for their birth and favour-

able reception in the world.

The other monkifli hiftorian, who fupplied the

Romancers with materials, was our Geoffry of Mon-

mouth, For it is not to be fuppofed, that thefe Children

of Fancy (as Shakefpear in the place quoted above

finely calls them, infinuating that Fancy hath its in-

fancy as well as manhood) fhould flop in the midft of

fo extraordinary a carrier, or confine themfelves with-

in the lifts of the terra firma. From Him therefore

the Spanifro Romancers took the ftory of the Britifi

Arthur^ and the Knights of his round-table, his wife

Gueniver, and his conjurer Merlin. But ftiU it was the

fame fubjed, (effential to books of Chivalry) the Wars

of Chriftians againll Infidels. And whether it was by

blunder or defign they changed the Saxons into Sara-

cens, I fufpea by defign: For Chivalry without a

Saracen was fo very lame and imperfed a thing, that

even that wooden Image, which turned round on an

axis, and ferved the Knights to try their Ivvords, and

break their lances upon, was called, by the Italians

and Spaniards^ Saracino and Sarazino', fo clofely were

thefe two ideas conneded. ,

In thefe old Romances there was much religious

fuperftidon mixed with their other extravagancies

;

as appears even from their very names and titles. The.

firft Romance of Lancelot of the Lake and King Jrthur

and his Knights, is called the Hipry of Saint Greaal

This St. Greaal was the famous rehck of the holy

blood pretended to be colkaed into a veflel by Jofeph

of Arimathea. So another is called Kyrie Eleifon of

Montaubm. For in thofe days Deuteronomy and Para-

'iipomenon vitxt fuppofed to be the names of holy men.

And as they made Saints of their Knights-errant, fo

they made Knights-errant of their tutelary Saints ; and

each nation advanced its own into the order of Chivalry.

Thus every thing in thofe times being either a Saint
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or a Devil, they never wanted for the marvellous. In

the old Romance of Lancelot of the Lake^ we have the

dodlrine and difcipline of the Church as formally de-

livered as in Bellarmine himfelf. " La confefllon

the preacher) ne vaut rien fi le coeur n'eft repentant;

6c fi tu es moult & eloigne de Tamour de noftre

Seigneur, tu ne peus eftre raccorde fi non par trois

choles : premierement par la confeffion de bouche 5

*« fecondemenc par une contrition de coeur, tierce-

ment par peine de coeur, & par oeuvre d'aumone

& charite. Telle eft la droite voye d'aimer Dieu.

Or va & fi te confefle en cette maniere & recois la

*' difcipline des mains de tes confefleurs, car c'eft ie

figne de merite.^ Or mande le roy fes evefques,

dont grande partie avoit en Toft, & vinrent tous ea

fa chapdie. Le roy vint devant eux tout nud en

pleurant, & tenant fon plein point de menues verges,

fi les jetta devant eux, & leur dit en foupirant,

qu'ils prifTent de luy vengeance, car je fuis le plus

vil pecheur, ^c,—Apres prinft difcipline & d'eux

& moult doucement la receut." Hence we nnd the

divinity-Ieclures of JDon ^ixote and the penance of his

Squire, are both of them in the ritual of Chivalry,

Laftly, we find the Knight-errant, after much turmoil

to himfelf, and difturbance to the world, frequently-

ended his courfe, like Charles V. of Spain^ in a Mo-
naftery j or turn'd Hermit, and becam^e a Saint in good
carneft. And this again will let us into the fpirit of

thofe Dialogues between Sancho and his mafter, where

it is gravely debated whether he Ihould not turn S^iint

or jlrchbifJjop,

There were feveral caufes of this ftrange jumble of

nonfenfe and religion. As firfl, the nature of the

fubjedl, which was a religious War or Crufade : 2dlyi

The quality of the firft Writers, who were religious

Men : And The end in writing many of them,

which was to carry on a religious purpofe. We learn.
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that Clement V. interdidled Jufis and Tourneaments^
I

becaufe he underftood they had much hindered the \

Crufade decreed in the Council of Vienna, Tor-
*« neamenta ipfa & Haftiludia five Juxtas in regnis

" FrancisB, Anglic, & Almannise, & aliis non-^'

nullis provinciis, in quibus ea confueverc frequen-^'

" tius exerceri, fpecialuer interdixit." Esetrav.

^ornemnentis C. um'c, temp, Ed, I. Reh'gious men,

I conceive, therefore, might think to forward

the defign of the Crufades by turning the fond-

nefs for mits and Torneaments into that channel.

Hence we fee the books of Knight-errantry fo full of

folemn Jufts and Torneaments held at Trehizonde^

Bizance^ ^ripoly^ &c. Which wife proje6l, I appre-

hend, it was Cervantes'^ intention to ridicule, where

he makes his Knight propoie it as the beft means of

fubduing the Turk^ to aflemble all the Knights-errant

together by Proclamation. *

4 Ses Pan 2. I, 5. c. I.
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Dramatis Perfonas.
DUKE.
Frederick, Brother to the Duke^ and ufurper of hk

dukedom.

Amiens, \ Lords attending upon the Duke in his banijh-

Jaques, 3 ment.

Le Beu, a courtier attending on Frederick.

Oliver, eldeft Jon to Sir Rowland de Boys, who bad

formerly been a fervant to the Duke.

Odando } ^^^^Z^^ brothers to Oliver.

Adam, an oldfervant of Sir Rowland de Boys, nm
following the fortunes of Orlando.

Dennis, fervant to Oliver.

Charles, a wrejiler, and fervant to the ufurping Duh
Frederick.

Touchftone, a clown attending on Celia ^»^? Rofalind*

SyTv?uJ ''^t'^^'-

A Clown^ in love with Audrey.

William, another clown y in love with Audrey^

Sir Oliver Mar-text, a country curate,

Rofalind, Daughter to the Duke,
Celia, Daughter to Frederick.

^'

Phebe, aJhepherdefs,
Audrey, a country wench.

Lords belonging to the two Dukes ; with pages^ foreflerSy

and other attendants,

ry6^ SCENE lyes, firft, near OW^ houfe^

and, afterwards, partly in the Duke's Court
j

and partly in the Forefi of Arden. -

AS
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A. C T I. S C E N E 1.

O L I F E R's Orchard

.

Enter Orlando and Adam*

Or LAND o.

S I remember, Adam^ it was upon this,

my Father bequeathed me by Wili, buc

a poor thoufand crowns 5 and, as thou

fay'fl:, charged my brother on his Blef-

^S^^'cKS^ fmg to breed me well 5 and there begins

my fadnefs. My brother Jaques he keeps at fchool,

and report fpeaks goldenly of his profit j for my part^

he keeps me rufticaliy at home \ (orj to fpeak more
pro-

I As I remefnher, Adam, // upon this FASHION he*

quzathed me by WiU^ but a foor thoufand crcv^ns, &C ] The
Grammar, as well as fenfe, fufFsrs cruelly by this reading.

There are two nominatives to the verb hcqueathedy and not To

much as ore to the verb charged : and yet, to the nominative

there wanted, [^his blejjjngl refers. So that the whole fencence is

confufed and obfcure. A very fmall alteration in the reading,

and pointing fets all right. As I remember^ Adam, it UL'as

upon this MY FATHER bequeathed mSy &c. Tne Grammar is

now redified, and the fenfe alfoj which is this, Orlando and Adam
were difcourfing togeiher on the caufe v/hy ths younger brother had

U 2

'
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properly) * ftys me here at home, unkept ; for call

yoa that keeping for a gentleman of my birth, that

differs not from the ftalling of an ox? his horfes are

bred better j for befides that they are fair with their

feeding, they are taught their manage, and to that

end riders dearly hired : but I, his brother, gain no-

thing under him but growth ; for the which his animals

on his dunghills are as much bound to him as I. Be-

fides this Nothing that he fo plentifully gives me, the

Something, that Nature gave me, ' his difcountenance

fecms to take from me. He lets me feed with his

hinds, bars me the place of a brother, and, as much
as in him lies, mines my gentility with my educati-

on. This is it, Adam^ that grieves mej and the

Spirit of my father, which, I think, is within me,
begins to mutiny againft this fervitude. I will no
longer endure it, tho* yet I know no wife remedy
how to avoid it.

SCENE II.

Enter Oliver.

Jdam, Yonder comes my mafter, your brother.

Orla, Go apart Adam^ and thou lhalt hear how he
will fliake me up.

OIL

but a thoufand crowns left him. They agree upon it ; and Or-
iando opens the Icene in this manner, As Iremember^ itnuas upon

thisy i. e. for the reafon we have been talking of, that my father

left me but a thoufand crowns; however, to make amends for this

fcanty provifion, he charged my brother on his blefling to breed

me well.

2 5TAV5 fne here at home, unkept {\ Wc fhould read stys,
/. e. keeps me like a brute. The following words

—

for call you
that keeping-^—that diffns not from the falling of an ox, Con-
ftrm this emendation. So Caliban fays.

And hereyou s t y me in this hard rock.

3 his COUNTENANCE feems to take from me. J We ihould

certainly read ^/V discountenance.
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OH. Now, Sir, what make you here ?

Orla. Nothing: 1 am not taught to make any

thing.

Oli. What mar you then. Sir?

Orla. Marry, Sir, I am helping you to mar That
which God made ; a poor unworthy brother of yourSj

with idlenefs.

Oli, Marry, Sir, ^ be bettter employ'd, and be

nought a while.

Orla, Shall I keep your hogs, and eat husks with

them ? what Prodigal's portion have I fpent, that I

fhould come to fuch penury ?

Oli, Know you where you are, Sir !

Orla, O, Sir, very well ; here in your Orchard,

Oli, Know you before whom, Sir.^^

Orla. Ay, better than he, I am before, knows me.
I know, you are my eldeft brother j and in the gentle

condition of blood, you fhould fo know me; the

courtefie of nations allows you my better, in that you

4 he better employ* d, and be nought a while.] Mr. Theobald
has here a very critical note ; which, though his modefty fuffer-

ed him to withdraw from his fecond edition, deferves to be per-

petuated, e. (fays he) be better employed, in my opinion , in being
and doing nothing. Your idlenefs as you call it may be an exer-

cife, by ^johichyou may make a figure^ and endear your felf to the

njoorld: and I had rather you uuere a contemptible Cypher. The
poet feems to me to hanje that trite proojerbialfentiment in his eye

quoted,from Attilius, by the younger Piiny and others i fatis eft otio-

fum effe quam nihil agerc. But Oliver in the pernjerfenefs ofhis
difpofition ixiould re<verfe the doctrine of the pro'verb. Does the

Reader know what all this means? But 'tis no matter, \ will

affure him

—

be nought a njohile is only a north-country prover-

bial curfe equivalent to, a mifchief on you. So the old Poet
Skeltony

CorreElfirfi thy felfe, ^alke and BE nought,
Deeme ixihat thou lifi, thou knoivefi not my thought.

But what the OA^r</ Editor could not explain, he would amend,
and reads,

and do aught a *while.

U 3 ar^
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are the firfl-born; but the fame tradition takes not
away my blood, were there twenty brothers betwixt
us. 1 have as much of my father in me, as you ;

^ albeit, I confefs your coming before me is nearer to

his revenue.

OIL What, boy!

Orla. Come, come, elder brother, you are too

young in this.

on. Wilt thou lay hands on me, villain ?

Orla. I am no villain : I am the youngeft Ton of

Sir Rowland de Boys ; he was my father, and he is

thrice a villain, that fays, fuch a father begot vil-

lains. Wert thou not my brother, I would not take this

hand from thy throat, 'till this other had puli'd out

thy tongue for faying fo ; thou had rail'd on thyfelf.

Adam. Sweet mafters, be patient j for your father's

remembrance, be at accord.

Oli. Let me go, I fay.

Orla. 1 will not, 'till I pleafe : you fliall hear me.

My father charg'd you in his Will to give me good

education : you have train'd me up like a peafant, ob^

fcuring and hiding from me all gentleman-like quali-

ties ; the Spirit of my father grows ftrong in me, an4

I will no longer endure it: therefore allow me fuch

exercifes as may become a gentleman, or give me the

poor allottery my father left m^ by teftament j witl^

that I will go buy my fortunes.

5 albeit, I confefs your coming before me is nearer to his re-

vere kce.] This is fenfe indeed, and may be thus underftood,

——The reverence due to my father is, in fome degree, derived to

you, as the firft-born—But I am perfuaded that Orlando did not

here mean to compliment his brother, or condemn himfelf; fome-

ihing of both which there is in that fenfe. 1 rather think

he intended a fatirical refle£lion on his brother, who by letting

him feed nx:ith his hinds treated him as one not fo nearly related

to old Sir Robert as himfelf wa?. I imagine therefore Shahefpear

ir.ight writt, albeit your coming before me is nearer to his

REVEN'UE, i. e. though you are no nearer in blood, yet it muft

be ov/ned, indeed, you are nearer in eftate.
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OH. And what wilt thou do ? beg, when that is

fpent? well. Sir, get you in. I will not long be

troubled with you : you lhall have fome part of your

will. I pray you, leave me.

Orla, I will no further offend you, than becomes

me for my good.

Oli, Get you with him, you old dog.

Adam, Is old dog my reward ? moft true, I have

loft my teeth in your fervice. God be with my old

mafter,] he would not have fpoke fuch a word.

\JE,xeunt Orlando and Adam,

SCENE III.

Oli, Is it even fo ^ begin you to grow upon me ?

I will phyfick your ranknefs, and yet give no thou*

fand crowns neither. Holla, Dennis

!

Enter Dennis.

Ben. Calls your Worlhip ?

OIL Was not Charles^ the Duke's wreftler, here to

Ipeak with me ?

Den, So pleafe you, he is here at the door, and
importunes accefs to you.

Oli. Call him in;
—

'twill be a good way ; and to

morrow the wreftling is.

Enter Charles.

Cha. Good morrow to your Worfliip,

Oli. Good Monfieur Charles^ what's the new news^

at the new Court ?

Cha. There's no news at the Court, Sir, but the

old news i that is, the old Duke is banifh'd by his

younger brother the new Duke, and three or four lov-

ing lords have put themfelves into voluntary exile

with him ; whofe lands and revenues enrich the new
Duke, therefore he gives them good leave to wander.

U 4 Oli.
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0//. Can you tell, if Rofalind^ the Duke's daugh-

ter, be banifh'd with her father ?

Cha, O, no-, ^ for the new Duke's daughter her coufin

fo loves her, being ever from their cradles bred toge-

ther, that fhe would have followed her exile, or have

died to ftay 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.

OH, Where will the old Duke live ?

Cha, They fay, he is already in the foreft of ^r-,

deny and a many merry men with him \ and there they

live like the old Robin Hood of England-^ they fay, many
young gentlemen flock to him every day, and fleet

the time carelefly, as they did in the golden world.

OH. What, you wreftle to morrow before the new
Duke ?

Cha, Marry, do I, Sir; and I came to acquaint

you with a matter. I am given, Sir, fecretly to un-

derftand, that your younger brother Orlando hath a

difpofition to come in difguis'd againfl: me to try a Fall

;

to morrow, Sir, I wreftle for my credit ; and he, that

efcapes me without fome broken limb, fliall acquit

him well. Your brother is but young and tender,

and for your love I would be loth to foil him, as I

muft for mine own honour, if he come in ; therefore

out of my love to you, I came hither to acquaint you

withal; that either you might ftay him from his in-

tendment, or brook fuch difgrace well as he fhall' run

into ; in that it is a thing of his own fearch, and alto-

gether againft my will.

0/i. Charles, I thank thee for thy love to me,

which thou fhalt find, I will moft kindly requite. I

had my felf notice of my brother's purpofe herein,

and have by underhand means laboured to difluade

him from it ; but he is relbiute. I tell thee, Charles

^

he is the ftubborneft young fellow of France \ full of

€ for th« T)uke i daughter her couJxri'\ read, the Niw Dune's

ambi-
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ambition, an envious emulator of every man's good

parti, a fecret and villanous contriver againft me his

natural brother; therefore ufe thy difcretion; I had

as lief thou did break his neck, as his finger. And
thou wert beft look to^tj for if thou doft him any

flight difgrace, or if he do not mightily grace him-

felf on thee, he will pradlife againft thee by poifon

;

entrap thee by fome treacherous device; and never

leave thee, *till he hath ta'en thy life by Ibme indiredt

means or other ; for 1 aflure thee, (and almoft with

tears I fpeak it) there is not one fo young and fo vil-

lanous this day living. I fpeak but brotherly of him

;

but Ihould I anatomize him to thee as he is, I muft

blufli and weep, and thou muft look pale and won-
der.

Cba, I am heartily glad, I came hither to you : if

he come to morrow, Pll give him his payment ; if ever

he go alone again, I'll never wreftle for prize more;
and fo, God keep your Worfliip. [^Exif,

OH. Farewel, good Charles, Now will I ftir this

gamefter ; I hope, I fliall 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 Sorts enchanting]/

beloved ; and, indeed, fo much in the heart of the

world, and efpecially of my own people who beft

know him, that I am altogether mifprifcd. But it

fhall not be fo, long-, this wreftler ftiall clear all;

nothing remains, but that I kindle the boy thither,

which now I'll go about. [_Exit,

SCENE IV.

Changes to an Open JValk^ before the Duke's Palace.

Enter Rofalind and Celia.

^eL T Pray thee, Rofalind^ fweet my coz, be merry,

A Rof Dear Celia^ 1 fiiow more mirth than I

am
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am miftrefs of; and would you yet I were merrier?

unlefs you could teach me to forget a banifli'd father,

you mufl: not learn me how to remember any extra-

ordinary pleafure.

Cel. Herein, I fee, thou lov'fl: me not with the

full weight that I love thee. If my uncle, thy ba-

niflied father, had banifhed thy uncle the Duke, my
father, fo thou had ft been ftill with me, I could

have taught my love to take thy father for mine; fo

would'ft thou, if the truth of thy love to me were
fo righteoufly tempered, as mine is to thee.

R^, Well, I will forget the condition of my eftate,

to rejoice in yours.

Cel. You know, my father hath no child but I,

nor none is like to have; and, truly, when he dies,

thou lhalt be his heir ; for what he hath taken away
from thy father perforce, I will render thee again in

afFe(flion; by mine Honour, I will; and when I

break that oath, let me turn monfter : therefore, my
fweet Rofe^ my dear Rofe^ be merry.

Rof. From henceforth I will, coz, and devife Sports:

let me fee, what think you of falhng 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 blulh thou

may'ft in honour come off again^

Rof. What fhall be our Sport then ?

Cel. Let us fit and mock the good houfewife

Fortune from her wheel, that her gifts may hence-

forth be beftowed equally.

Rof. I would, we could do fo ; for her benefits are

mightily mifplaced, and the bountiful blind woman
doth moft miftake in her gifts to women.

CeL 'Tis true; for thofe, that fhe makes fair, fhc

fcarce makes honeft ; and thofe, that fhe makes honeft,

fhe makes very ill-favoured.

Rof. Nay, now thou goeft from fortune's office to

nature's

;
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nature's: fortune reigns in gifts of the world, not in

the lineaments of nature.

Enter Touch (lone, a Clown.

Cel. No ! when nature hath made a fair creature,

may Ihe not by fortune fall into the fire? tho' nature

hath given us wit to flout at fortune, hath not for-

tune fent in this Fool to cut off this argument?

Rof, 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 J who, perceiving our natural wits too

dull to reafon of fuch Goddeflfes, hath fent this Na-
tural for our whetftone : for always the duinefs of the

fool is the whetftone of the wits. How now, Wit,
whither wander you ?

Clo. Miftrefs, you muft come away to your father.

Cel. Were you made the meflenger ?

Clo. No, by mine honour; but 1 was bid to come
for you.

Rof. Where learned you that oath, fool?

Clo. *^ Of a certain Knight, that fvvore by his ho-

nour they were good pancakes, and fwore by his

honour the muftard was naught:" Now I'll fland

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 ?

Rof. Ay, marry ; now unmuzzle your wifdom.

Clo. Stand you both forth now ? ftroke your chins,

and fwear by your beards that 1 am a knave.

Cel. By our beards, if we had them, thou art,

Clo. By my knavery, if I had it, then I were ; but

if you fwear by That that is not, you are not for-

fworn ; no more was this Knight fwearing by his

honour, for he never had any \ or if he had, he had

fworn
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fworn it away, before ever he faw thofe pancakes or

that muftard.

Cel, Pr'ythee, who is that thou mean'ft?

Clo. One, that old Frederick your father loves.

Rof. My father's love is enough to honour him
enough ; fpeak no more of him, you'll be whipt for

taxation one of thefe days.

Clo. The more pity, that fools may not fpeak wifely

what wife men do foohfhly.

CeL By my troth, thou fay'ft true; for fince the

little wit that fools have was filenc'd, the little foolery

that wife men have makes a great Show : here comes
Monfieur Le Beu,

S C E N E V,

EnUr Le Beu.

Eof, With his mouth full of news.

CeL Which he will put on us, as pidgeons feed

their young.

Ro/l Then fhall we be news-cram*d.

Cel. All the better, we fliall be the more market-

able. Bonjour^ Monfieur le Beu ; what news ?

Le Beu. Fair Princefs, you have loft much good

Sport.

Cel. Sport; of what colour? y
Le Beu. What colour, Madam .? how fliall I an-

fwer you ?

Rof. As wit and fortune will.

Clo. Or as the deftinies decree.

CeL Well faid ; that was laid on with a trowel.

Clo. Nay, if I keep not my rank,

Rof. Thou lofeft thy old fmell.

Le Beu. You amaze me, ladies; I would have

told you of good wreftling, which you have loll the

fight of.

Rof Yet tell us the manner of the wreftling.

Le Beu^
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Le Beu. I will tell you the beginning, and, if it

plcafe your Ladyfhips, you may fee the end, for the

bed is yet to do ; and here where you are, they are

coming to perform it.

Cel. Well, the beginning that is dead and buried.

Le Beu, There comes an old man and his three

fons, >

Cel. I could match this beginning with an old tale.

Le Beu. Three proper young men, of excellent

growth and prefence ;

^ Rof. With bills on their necks.

Clo. Be it known unto all men by thefe prefents •

Le Beu. The eldeft of the three wreftled with

^Charles the Duke's Wreftler ; which Charles in a mo-
ment threw him, and broke three of his ribs, that

i there is little hope of life in him: fo he ferv'd the

Second, and fo the Third : yonder they lie, the poor

old man their father making fuch pitiful Dole over

I

them, that all the beholders take his part with weep-

ing.

Rof. Alas!

Clo. But what is the Sport, Monfieur, that the ladies

have loft ?

Le Beu. Why this, that I fpeak of.

Clo. Thus men may grow wifer every day ! It is

the firft time that ever i heard breaking of ribs was
Iport for ladies.

Cel. Or I, I promife thee.

I

7 Jf^jth BILLS on their necks: Be it kno-von unto all men hy

\thefe prefentf.1 The ladies ?iVLd fool, according to the mode
of wit at that time, are at a kind of crofs purpofes. Where the

1 words of one fpeaker are wrefted by another, in a repartee, to a

different meaning. As where the C/ozun fays juft before ^ay,

if 1 keep not my rank. Rofalind replies

—

thou lofefi thy old fmell.

So here when Rofalind had faid ,With hills on their necks, the CloiAjn,

to be quits with her, puts in, Knoiv all men hy thefe prefents.

She fpoke of an inftrument of war, and he turns it to an inftru-

jment of law of ihe fame name, beginning with thefe words: So
! that the/ aiuft be given to him.

Rof.
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Rof. But * is there any elfe longs to fct this broken
mufick in his fides ? is there yet another doats upon
rib-breaking ? lhall we fee this wreftling, Coufin ?

Le Beu, You muft if you ftay here, for here is the

place appointed for the wreftling j and they are ready

to perform it.

CeL Yonder, fure, they are coming-, let us now
ftay and fee it.

S C E N E VL

Flourijh. Enter Duke Frederick, Lords^ Orlando,

Charles and Attendants,

Duke. Come on, fince the Youth will not be en«

treated his own peril on his forwardnefs,

Rof, Is yonder the man ?

Le Ben, Even he. Madam.
Cel Alas, he is too young ; yet he looks fuccelT-

fully.

Duke, How now, Daughter and Coufin ; are you
crept hither to fee the wreltling ?

Rof, Ay, my liege, fo pleafe you give us leave.

Duke, You will take little delight in it, I can tell

you, there is fuch odds in the men : in pity of the

challenger's youth, I would fain difiuade him, but

he will not be entreated. Speak to him, ladies, fee

if you can move him.

Cel. Call him hither, good Monfieur

Duke. Do fo ; Pll not be by. [T>\ikQ goes apart.

Le Ben, Monfieur the Challenger, the Princelles

call for you.

8 Is there any elfe longs to see this hrohen mujtck in hisJides?'\

A rtupid error in the copies. They are talking here of feme
who had their ribs broke in wreftling : and the pleafantry of

Rofalincfs repartee muft confift in the allufion ftie makes to com-

fojing in imijick. It neceffarily follows therefore, that the poet

wrote SET this broken mufick in his fides

^
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Orla. I attend them with all refpcft and duty.

Rof. Young man, have you challeng'd Charles the

pvreftler ?

Orla, No, fair Princefs ; he is the general challen-

ger: I come but in, as others do, to try with him

:he ftrength of my youth.

Cel. Young Gentleman, your fpirits are too bold

for your years: you have feen cruel proof of this

man's ftrength. ^ If you faw your felf with our eyes,

or knew your felf with our judgment, the fear of

your adventure would counfel you to a more equal

enterprife. We pray you, for your own fake, to

embrace your own fafety, and give over this attempt.

Rof, Do, young Sir; your reputation fhall not

therefore be mifprifed we will make it our fuit to

the Duke, that the wreftling might not go forward.

Orla. I befeech you, puniHi me not with your hard

thoughts, wherein I confefs me much guiky, to deny

ib fair and excellent ladies any thing. But let your

fair eyes and gentle wifhes go with me to my tryal,

wherein if I be foiPd, there is but one fliam'd that

was never gracious; if kill'd, but one dead that is

willing to be fb : I ftiall do my friends no wrong, for

I have none to lament me ; the world no injury, for

in it 1 have nothing ; only in the world I fill up a

place, which may be better fupplied when I have

made \t empty.

j

Rof, The little ftrength that I have, I would it

' were with you.

Cel. And mine to eek out hers.

Rof Fare you well; pray heav'n, I be deceiv'd

in you.

9 If you fanjo your felf nvith y o u R eyes, or knenv your felf
*with YOUR judgment,'] Abfurd ! The fenfe requires that we
ihould read, our eyes, and our judgment. The argument is.

Your fpirits are too bold, and therefore your judgment decei'ves

I

you'i but didyou fee and knoiv your felf <rmth our more imparti^^l
' judgment you nvould forbear.

Orla.
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Orla. Your hearts defires be with you !

Cha, Come, where is this young GalJant, that is fo
defirous to lie with his mother earth ?

Orla. Ready, Sir ; but his Will hath in it a more
OTodeft working.

Duke. You ftiall try but one Fall.

Cha. No, I warrant your Grace, you fhall not en-

treat him to a fecond, that have fo mightily perfuaded

him from a firft.

Orla, You mean to mock me after ; you fhould not

have mockt me before ; but come your ways.

Rof, Now Hercules be thy fpeed, young man!
CeL I would I were invifible, to catch the ftrong

fellow by the leg ! 1^0'
Rof. O excellent young man I

Cel. If I had a thunderbolt in mine eye, I can tell

who (hould down. [fhout.

Duke. No more, no more. [Charles is thrown.

Orla. Yes, I befeech your Grace; I am not yet

well breathed.

Duke, How doft thou, Charles ?

Le Beu, He cannot fpeak, my Lord.

Duke. Bear him away. What is thy name, young
man?

Orla. Orlando^ my liege, the youngeft fon of Sir

Rowland de Boys.

Duke. I would, thou hadft been Ibn to fome man
elfe

!

The world efteem'd thy Father honourable.

But I did find him ftill mine enemy

:

Thou {hould*ft have better pleas'd me with this deed,

liadft thou defcended from another Houfe,

But fare thee well, thou art a gallant youth 5

1 would, thou hadft told me of another father.

[Exit Duke, with his train*

SCENE
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SCENE VIL

Majient Celia, Rofalind, Orlando.

Cel. Were I my father, coz, would I do this ?

Orla. I am more proud to be Sir Rcwland^s, Ton,

His youngeft Ton, and would not change that calling

To be adopted heir to Frederick,

Rof. My father lov'd Sir Rozvland as his foul,

And all the world was of my father's mind :

Had I before known this young man his fon,

I fhould have giv'n him tears unto entreaties.

Ere he fhould thus have ventured.

Cel. Gentle Coufin,

Let us go thank him and encourage him

;

My father's rough and envious difpofition

Sticks me at heart. Sir, you have well deferv'd

:

If you do keep your promifes in love,

But juftly as you have exceeded all in promife.

Your miftrefs fhall be happy.

Rof, Gendeman,

Wear this for me; one out of fuits with fortune.

That could give more, but that her hand lacks means.

Shall we go, coz ? [Giving him a Chainfrom her Neck.

Cel. Ay, fare you well, fair gentleman.

Orla, Can I not fay, I thank you ^ my better

parts

Are all thrown down ; and that, which here (lands up,
' Is but a quintaine, a meer lifelefs block.

Rof

\ Is hut a quintaine, a meer lifelefs block.'] A ^intalne was a

?ofl or Butt let up for feveral kinds of martial exercifes, againll

which they threw their darts and exercifed their arms. The al-

lulion is beautiful, lam, fays Orlando, only a quintaine, a lifelefs

block on ixjhich lo've only exercifes his arms in jeji-, the great

difparity of condition betvjeen Rofalind and me, not fuffering me
to hope that love 'will ('ver make a ferious matter of it. The fa-

VOL. II. X IT-QUS
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Rof, He calls us back ; my pride fell with my for-

tunes.

I'll ask him what he would. Did you call, Sir?

Sir, you have wreliied well, and overthrown

More than your enemies.

Cel. Will you go, coz?

Rof, Have with you : fare you well.

{^Exeunt Rof. and Cel.

Orla, What paffion hangs thefe weights upon my
tongue }

I cannot fpeak to her ; yet fhe urg'd conference.

Enter Le Beu.

O poor Orlando ! thou art overthrown ;

Or CbarleSy or fomething weaker, mafters thee.

Le Beu. Good Sir, I do in friendfhip counfel you
To leave this place. Albeit you have deferv'd

High commendation, true applaufe, and love;

Yet fuch is now the Duke's condition,

That he mifconftrues all that you have done.

The Duke is humorous > what he is, indeed,

More fuits you to conceive, than me to Ipeak of.

Orla. I thank you, Sir j and, pray you, tell me
this

;

Which of the two was Daughter of the Duke
That here v/as at the wreftling?

Le Beu. Neither his daughter, if we judge by man^
ners

;

But yet, indeed, the fhorter is his daughter j

The other's daughter to the banifl^'d Duke,

mous {z.\\niiRegniery who lived about the time of our author, ufes

the fame metaphor, on the fame fubjed:, tho' the thought b&
different.

Et qui depuis dix ans^ jufqiien fes derniersjours,

J'outenu le prix en /' ejcrime </' amours ;

tajfe en Jin de fernjir au peuple de oy INT aIne,
Elle &c. .

And
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And here detained by her ufurping Uncle

To keep his daughter company ; whofe loves

Are dearer than the natural bond of fiRtrs.

But I can tell you, that of late this Duke
Hath ta'en diipleafure 'gainll his gende Neicej

Grounded upon no other argument,

But that the people praife her for her virtues.

And pity her for her good father's fake-.

And, on my life, his malice 'gainft the lady

Will fuddenly break forth. Sir, fare you well;

Hereafter, in a better world than this,

I fhail dcfire more love and knowledge of you. [Exit,

Orla. I reft much bounden to you: fare you well!

Thus muft I from the fmoke into the fmother

;

From tyrant Duke, unto a tyrant brother;

But, heav'nly —
. [£x/V.

SCENE VIII.

Changes to an Apartment in the Palace.

Re-enter Celia and Rofalind.

Cel. Why, Coufin ; why, Rofalind \ Cupd have

mercy ; not a word

!

Rof. Not one to throw at a dog.

Cel. No, thy words are too precious to be caft away
upon curs, throw fome of them at me ; come, lame

me with reafons.

Rof. Then there were two Coufins laid up % when
the one fhould be lam'd with Reafons, and the other

mad without any.

Cel. Bat is all this for your father?

Rof. No, fome of it is for my father's Child. CJh,

how full of briars is this working-day-world I

Cel. They are but burs, coufin, thrown upon thee

in holiday foolery ; if we walk not in the trodden

paths, our very petticoats will catch them,

X 2 Jiof
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Rof. I could lhakc them off my coat ; thefe burs

are in my heart.

Cel. Hem them away.

Rof. 1 would try, if I could * cry, hem, and have

him.

Cel Come, come, wreftle with thy affedlions.

Rof. O, they take the part of a better Wreftler

than my felf.

CeL O, a good wifh upon you ! you will try in

time, in defpight of a Fall \
— but turning thefe jefts

out of fervice, Jet us talk in good earneft ; is it pof-

fible on fuch a fudden you fhould fall into fo ftrong a

liking with old S'w Rowland's youngt^ fon.'*

Rof The Duke my father lov'd his father dearly.

CeL Doth it therefore enfue, that you Ihould love

his fon dearly ? by this kind of chafe, I fhould hate

him ; for my father hated his father dearly j yet I

hate not Orlando.

Rof No, faith, hate him not, for my fake.

CeL Why fhould I ? doth he not deferve well ?

SCENE IX.

Enter Duke, with Lords.

Rof Let me love him for that ; and do you love

him, becaufe I do. Look, here comes the Duke.
CeL With his eyes full of anger.

Duke. Miftrefs, difpatch you with your fafeft haftc,

And get you from our Court.

Rof. Me Uncle

!

Duke. You, Coufin.

Within thefe ten days if that thou be'ft found

So near our publick Court as twenty miles.

Thou dieft for it.

2 cry, hem, and ha^ve him.} A proverbial cxprelTion figTiifylng^

halving for asking.

Rof.
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Rof. I do befeech your Grace,

Let me the knowledge of my fiiiilt bear with mc:
If with my felf I hold intelligence.

Or have acquaintance with my own defires

;

If that I do not dream, or be not frantick,

(As I do truft, I am not,) then, dear Uncle,

Never fo much as in a thought unborn

Did I offend your Highnefs.

Duke. Thus do all traitors ;

ff their purgation did confifl: in words,

They are as innocent as grace it felf :

Let it fuffice thee, that 1 truft thee not.

Rof, Yet your miftrufh cannot make me a traitor i

Tell me wherein the Jikelihood depends.

Duke. Thou art thy father's daughter, there's enough,

Rof, So was I, when your Highnefs took his Duke*
dom

;

So was I, when your Highnefs banifli'd him 5

Treafon is not inherited, my lord ;

Or if we did derive it from our friends,

What's that to me? my father was no traitor

;

Then, good my hege, miftake me not fo much.
To think my poverty is treacherous.

CeL Dear Sovereign, hear me fpeak.

Duke. Ay, Celia^ we but ftaid her for your fake 1

Elfe had fhc with her father rang'd along.

Cel. I did not then entreat to have her ftay ;

It was your pleafure, and your own remorfe j

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,

Rofe at an inffant, learn'd, play'd, eat together;

And wherefoe'er we went, like Juno^s Swans,

Still we went coupled, and infeparable.

Duke. She is too fubtle for thee ; and her fmoothnefs,

Her very filence and her patience.

Speak to the people, and they pity her

:

X 3 Thoii
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Thou art a fool ; fhe robs thee of thy name,
^ And thou wilt fhow more bright, and fhine more

virtuous.

When fhe is gone ; then open not thy lips

:

Firm and irrevocable is my doom.
Which I have paft upon her j fhe is banifh*d.

Cel. Pronounce that fentence then on me, my Liege;

I cannot live out of her company.
Buke, You are a fool : you, Neice, provide your felf j

If you out-flay the time, upon mine Honour,

And in the Greatnels of my word, you die.

\_Exeunt Duke, i^c.

SCENE X.

Cel. O my poor Rofalind\ where wilt thou go?

Wilt thou change fathers ! I will give thee mine

:

I charge thee, be not thou more griev'd than I am.

B.ofe. I have more caufe.

CeL Thou haft not, coufin

;

Pr'ythee, be cheerful •, know'fl thou not, the Duke
Has banifh'd me his daughter?

Rcf. That he hath nor.

CeL No ? hath not ? Rofaltnd lacks then the love^

* Which teacheth me that thou and I am one

:

Shall we be fundred ? fhall we part, fweet Girl ?

No, let my father feek another heir.

Therefore dcvife with me, how v;e may fly;

3 And thou 'wiltjhoiij more bright^ and s&EM viore 'virtuous,

This implies her to be fome how remarkably defeftive in virtue

which was not the fpeaker's thought. The poet dcubtlefs wrote,

and SHINE ?/iore njirtuous.

\, e, her virtues would appear more fplendid, when the luftre of

her cou fin's was away.

4 Which teacheth tkee—] The poet certainly wrote— wi-zV^

teacheth me. For if Rofalind had learnt to think Celia one part of

herfelf, fhe could not lack that love which Celia complains ihe

does.

Whither
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Whither to go, and what to bear with us

;

And do not leek to take your charge upon you.

To bear your griefs your lelf, and leave me out:

For by this heav'n, now at our forrows pale.

Say what thou can'fl, I'll go along with thee.

Rof. Why, whither Hull we go ?

Cel. To leek my Uncle in the forefl: of Arddn.

Rof. Alas, what danger will it be to us,

Maids as we are, to travel forth fo far

!

Beauty provoketh thieves fooner than gold.

Cel. I'll put my felf in poor and mean attire.

And with a kind of umber fmirch my face^

The like do you ; fo fhall we pafs along.

And never ftir aflailants.

Rof. Were't not better,

Becaufe that I am more than common tall.

That I did fuit me all points like a man.?*

A gallant Curtle-ax upon my thigh,

A boar-fpear in my hand, and (in my heart

Lie there what hidden woman's fear there will)

We'll have a fwalhing and a martial outfide.

As many other mannifh Cowards have.

That do outface it with their femblances.

Cel. W^hat fliall I call thee, when thou art a man i

Rof. I'll have no worfe a name than Jove^ owr2

Page;
And therefore, look, you call me Gammed ;

But what will you be call'd ?

Cel. Something that hath a reference to my ftatc ?

No longer Celia^ but Aliena.

Rof But, Coufin, what if we afTaid to fleal

The clownifh Fool out of your father's Court ?

\Vould 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 j

Devile the litteft time, and fafeft way
X 4 To
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To hide us from purfuit that will be made
After my flight : now go we in content

To Liberty, and not to Banifnment. {^Exeunt,

A C T II. SCENE L

Arden FOREST.
Enter Duke Senior^ Amiens, and t-'jjo or three Lords

like Forejlers,

Duke fenior,

NOW, my co-mates, and brothers in exile,

' Hith not old cuftom made this life more fweet

* Than That of painted Pomp P are not thefe woods
« More free from peril, than the envious Court?
* (a) Here feel we but the penaky of JdiVn^
* The Seafcns' difference ; as, the icie phang,
' And churkfh chiding of the winter's wind
* Which, when it bites and blows upon my body»
* Even 'till I fhrink with coW, I fmile, and fay,

* This is no Flattery : thefe are Counfellors,

* That feelingly perfuade me what I am,
* Sweet are the ufes of Adverfity,
* Which, like the toad, ugly and venomous,
* Wears yet a precious jewel in his head :

* And this our life, exempt from publick haunt,

* Finds tongues in trees, books in the running brooks,

' Sermons in ftones, and good in every thing.*

Ami. I would not change it; happy is your Grace,

That can tranflate the flubbornnefs of fortune

Into fo quiet and fo fweet a flyle.

I. {^^) Hirefiel atv but. Mr. TJbfoiai^—Vulg. Herefed ivl

not. ]
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Buke Sen. Come, fhall we go and kill us venifon

And yet it irks mc, the poor dappled fools,

Being native burghers of this defart city.

Should, in their own Confines, with lorked heads

Have their round haunches goar'd.

I Lord. Indeed, my Lord,

The melancholy Jaq^iies grieves at that j

And in that kind Iwears you do more ufurp

Than doth your brother, that hath banifli'd you :

To day my Lord of ^miens^ and my felf.

Did fteal behind him, as he lay along

Under an oak, whofe antique root peeps out

Upon the brook that brawls along this woodj
To the which place a poor fequeilred flag.

That from the hunters' aim had ta'en a hurt.

Did come to languifh j and, indeed, my lord.

The wretched Animal heav'd forth fuch groans

That their difcharge did flretch his leathern coat

Almoft to burfting; and the big round tears

Cours'd one another down his innocent nofe

In piteous chafe ; and thus the hairy fool.

Much marked of the melancholy Jaques^

Stood on th' extremeft verge of the fwift brook,

Augmenting it with tears.

Duke Sen, But what faid Jaqaes ?

Did he not moralize this fpedacle?

I Lord. O yes, into a thoufand fimilies.

Firft, for his weeping in the needlefs ftream ;

Poor Deer, quoth he, thou mak'fb a teftament

As worldlings do, giving thy fum of more
To that which had too much. Then being alone,

Left and abandon'd of his velvet friends

;

*Tis right, quoth he, thus mifery doth part

The flux of company : anon a carelefs herd.

Full of the pafture, jumps along by him.

And never ftays to greet him : ay, quoth Jaqties^

Sweep on, you fat and greafie citizens,



14 As you Like IT.

*Tis juft the fafhion ; wherefore do you look

Upon that poor and brokea bankrjpc there ?

Thus moil invecrively he pierceth through

The body of the Country, City, Court,

Yea, and of this our life; fwearing, that we
Are meer ufurpen, n'rants, and what^s worfe.

To fright the aninnals, and to kill them up
In their aflign'd and native dwelling place.

D'As Sr^. And did you leave him in this contem-

plation ?

1 Lord. We did, my Lord, weeping and commenc-

Upon the fobbing deer.

Duke Sen. Show me the place-,

1 love to cope him in thefe iliilen fits.

For then he's full of matter.

Z Lcrd, ril bring you to him firaight. \^E:<r.o}i,

SCENE II.

Ci:^Ky:S to /cr Palaci apilt,

Ek::'- T):-}.e Frederick 1610 Lcrds,

Duk:. OAN i: be polilble, thi: .-.o man faw them?
It cannot be \ fomc v..'i!r.s of my Court

Are of conlent and fuSerance in this.

I Lord. I cannot hear of any that did fee her.

The ladies, her attendants of her chamber.

Saw her a-bed, and in the morning early

They found the bed untreaiur'd of their miftrefs.

t L7rd. My Lord, the royniih Clown at whom
fo oft

Your Grace was wont to laugh, is alfo mimng :

Htfptria^ the Princels' Gentlewoman,
ConfeCe^, that fhe fecre:iy o'er-heard

Your Da'J2:hier and her Couf.n much commend
The
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The parrs and graces of the Wredler,

That did but lately foil the fmewy Charles •,

And fhe believes, where ever they are gone.

That Youth is furely in their company.

Bake. Send to his brother, fetch that Gallant hither :

If he be abfenr, bring his brother to me,

ril make him find him; do this fuddenly.

And let not Search and Inquifition qiuil

To bring again thele foolifh runaways. \_^Exeunt,

SCENE III.

Changes to O l i v e r 'j Houfe,

Enter Orlando and Adam.

Or/^.Vy HQ's there?
'V Ada'oi. What! my young m.after? oh,

my gentle mailer.

Oh, my fweet m.after, O you memory
Of old Siv Roz'jiand! 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 boney Prifer of the humorous Dake ?

Your Praife is come too fwiftly home before you.

Know you nor, m.afler, to fome kind of men
Their graces ferve them but as enemies?

No more do yours ; your virtues, gentle mailer.

Are iandcified and holy traitors to you.

Oh, what a world is this, when what is comely

Envenoms him that bears it

!

Orki. Why, what's the matter?

Mam. O unhappy youth.

Come not within thefe doors ; within this roof

I The BONNY Prifer ] We fhould read boney Prifer,

For this wreftler is charactenred for his ilrength and bulk, not

icr his gave:/ or good-hu^T.cur,

The
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The enemy of all your graces lives :

Your brother— (no; no brother r yet the Ton,—
Yet not the Ton j I will not call him fon

Of him I was about to call his father,)

Hath heard your praifes, and this night he means
To burn the lodging where you ufe to lie,

And you v/ithin it; if he fail of that,

He will have other means to cut you off

;

I overheard him, and his pra6lices

:

This is no place, this houfe is but a butchery;

Abhor it, fear it, do not enter it.

Orla. Why, whither, Jdam^ wouldft thou have
me go ?

Adam. No matter whither, fo you come not here.

Orla, What, wouldft thou have me go and beg
my food ^

Or with a bafe, and boifterous fword enforce

A thievifh living on the common road ?

This I muft do, or know not what to do

:

Yet this I will not do, do how I can ;

I rather will fubjedl me to the malice

Of a diverted blood, and bloody brother.

Adam. * But do not fo; I have five hundred crowns,
* The thrifty hire I fav'd under your father,

* Which I did ftore, to be my fofter-nurfe

* When fervice fliould in my old limbs lie lame,
* And unregarded age in corners thrown

;

^ Take That ; and he that doth the ravens feed,

' Yea, providendy caters for the fparrow,
' Be comfort to my age ! here is the gold,
* All this I give you, let me be your fervant;

* Tho' I look old, yet I am ftrong and lufty;

* For in my youth 1 never did apply
* Hot and rebellious liquors in my blood ;

* Nor did I with unbafhful forehead woo
* The means of weaknefs and debility

;

* Therefore my age is as a lufty winter,

! Frofly,
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* Frofty, but kindly ; let me go with you /
1*11 do the fervice of a younger man
In all your bufinefs and neceflicies.

Orla. Oh ! good old man, how well in thee appears

The conftant fervice of the antique world ;

When fervice fweat for duty, not for meed !

Thou art not for the fafhion of thefe times.

Where none will fweat, but for promotion ^

And, having That, do choak their fervice up
Even with the Having ; it is not fo with thee ;

But, poor old man, thou prun'ft a rotten tree.

That cannot fo much as a blolTom yield,

In lieu of all thy pains and husbandry

;

But come thy ways, we'll go along together ^

And ere we have thy youthful wages ipent.

We'll light upon fome fettled low Content,

Adam. Mafter, go on ; and I will follow tliee

To the laft gafp with truth and loyalty.

From feventeen years 'till now almoft fourfcore

Here lived I, but now live here no more.

At feventeen years Many their fortunes feek ^

But at fourfcore, it is too late a week

;

Yet fortune cannot recompence me better

Than to die well, and not my mafter's debtor. [^Exe,

SCENE IV.

Changes to the Fokz%t of Arden.

Enter Rofalind in Bofs cloaths for Ganimed, Celia

dreji like a Shepherdefs for Aliena, Clown,

Rof^ r\ Jupiter! how weary are my fpirits?

Clo, I care not for my fpirits, if my legs

were not weary.

2 O Jupiter ! ^oiv merry are my fpirits ?'\ And yet within

the fpace of one intervening line, (he lays, fhe could find in her

heart to difgrace her man's apparel, and cry like a woman. It

Ihoald be,

—

ho^ weary are myffirits? And the C^^y;7's reply-

makes this reading certain.

Rof
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Rof. I couW find in my heart to difgrace my man'$

apparel, and cry like a woman ; but I muft comfort

the weaker vefTel, as doublet and hofe ought to fhow

it felf courageous to petticoat ; therefore, courage,

good Aliena.

Cel. I pray you, bear with me, I cannot go no
further.

Clo. For my part, I had rather bear with you, than

bear you ; yet 1 fhould bear no Crois, if 1 did bear

you ; for, I think, you have no mony in your purfe.

Rof. Well, this is the foreft of Arden,

Clo. Ay ; now I am in Arden^ the more fool I

;

when I was at home, I was in a better place j but

travellers muft be content.

Rof. Ay, be fo, good Tonchjlone : look you, who
comes here ; a young man and an old in folemn talk.

Enter Corin and Silvius.

Cor. That is the way to make her fcorn you ftill.
-

Sil. O Corin^ that thou knew'ft how I do love her!

Corin. 1 partly guefs ; for I have lov'd ere now.
Sil, No, Corin^ being old, thou can' ft not guefs,

Tho' in thy youth thou waft as true a lover,

As ever figh'd upon a midnight pillow j

But if thy love were ever like to mine,

(As, fure, I think, did never man love fo)

How many aftions moft ridiculous

Haft thou been drawn to by thy fantafie?

Cor. Into athoufand that I have forgotten,

Sil. ' O, thou didft then ne'er love fo heartily j

* If thou remember'ft not the fligh-seft folly,

* That ever love did make thee run into i

* Thou haft not lov'd. •

* Or if thou haft not fate as I do nov.%

* Wearying the hearer in thy miftrefs praife,

' Thou haft not lov'd.

* Or if thou haft not broke from company
' Abruptly,
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* Abruptly, as my palTion now makes me >

* Thou haft not lov'd.'—
0 Phebe! Phebe! Phebel [Exil Sil.

Rof. Alas, poor Shepherd ! fearching of thy wound,

1 have by hard adventure found my own.

do, " And I minej I remember, when I was in

" love, I broke my fword upon a ftone, and bid

him take that for coming a-nights to Jane Smile ^

*' and I remember the kifling of her badet, and the

" cow's dugs that her pretty chopt hands had milk'd;

and I 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 thefe

*' for my fake. We, that are true lovers, run into

ftrange capers ; but as all is mortal in nature, fo is

all nature in love mortal in folly."

Rof, Thou fpeak'ft wifer, than thou art ware of,

Cio, Nay, I fhall ne'er be ware of mine own wit,

'till I break my fhins againft it.

Rof. Jove I Jove! this Shepherd's paflion is much
upon my fafhion.

Go. And mines but it grows fomething ftale with me.

Cel. I pray you, one of you queftion yond man.
If he for gold will give us any food \

I faint almoft to death.

Go, Holla J you, Clown!

Rof Peace, fool ; he's not thy kinfman*

Cor, Who calls?

Clo. Your Betters, Sir.

Cor. Elfe they are very wretched.

Rof Peace, I fay ; good Even to you, friend.

Cor, And to you, gentle Sir, and to you all.

Rof I pr'ythee, fhepherd, if that love or gold

Can in this defart place buy entertainment,

Bring us where we may reft our felves, and feed j

Here's a young maid with travel much opprels'd,

And faints for fuccour,

Ccr,
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Cor. Fair Sir, I pity her.

And wifh for her lake, more thaa for mine own.

My fortunes were more able to relieve her

:

But I am Shepherd to another man,
And do not fheer the fleeces that I graze

;

My mailer is of churlifh difpofition,

And little wreaks to find the way to heav'n

By doing deeds of hofpitahty :

Befides, his Coate, his flocks, and bounds of feed

Are now on falc, and at our fheep-coate now,
By reafon of his abfence, there is nothing

That you will feed on ; but what is, come fee;

And in my voice mofl welcome fliall you be.

Rof. What is he, that fhall buy his flock and
pafture ?

Cof\ That young fwain, that you (aw here but ere

while.

That little cares for buying any thing.

Rof. I pray thee, if it ftand with honefly,

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 m^-y 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. [Exeunt,

SCENE V.

Changes to a defart Part of the Forest.

Eriter Amiens, Jaques, and others,

SONG.
Under the green-wood tree^

Who loves to Ije 'njith ,
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And time his merry notey

Unio the fwect bird*s throaty

Come hither y come hithery coine hither

:

Hereflmll he fee

No enemy^

But winter and rough weather.

Jaq. More, more, I pr'ythee, more.

Jmi. It will make you melancholy, Monfieuy

Jaqiies.

Jaq. I thank it; more, I pr'ythee, more 5 I caa

fuck melancholy out of a Song, as a vveazel fucks

eggs : more, I pr'ythee, more.

Ami, My voice is rugged ; 1 know, I cannot pleafe

you.

Jaq, I do not defire you to pleafe me, I do de«

" fire you to fing-," come, come, another flanzo 5

call you 'em (lanzo^ss*

Ami. What you will, Monjicur Jaques,

Jaq. Nay^ I care not for their namesj they owe
tne nothing.—-Will you fing?

Ami, More at your requed, than to pleafe my felf.

Jaq. Well then, if ever I thank any man, I'll

thank you ; but That, they call Compliments, is like

the encounter of two dog-apes. And when a man
thanks me heartily, methinks, I have given him a

penny, and he renders me the beggarly thanks. Gome^
fing •, and you that will not, hold your tongues •

Ami. Well, I'll end the fong, Sirs; cover the

while; the Duke will dine under this tree; he hath

been all this day to look you.

Jaq. And I have been all this day to avoid him.

Fie is too difputable for my company : I think of as

many matters as he, but I give heav'n thanks, and
make no boail of them. Come, warble, come.

Vol- IL Y SONG
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Orla. Why, how now, Ada-m! no greater he:irt in

thee? live a little; comfort a little; cheer thylelf a

little. If this uncouth Foreft yield any thing lavage,

I will either be food for it, or bring it for food to

thee: thy conceit is nearer death, than thy powers.

For my lake be comfortable, hold death a while ac

the arm's end: I will be here with thee prclencly,

and if I bring thee not fomething to ear, 1*11 give

thee leave to die. But if thou died before I c me,

thou art a mocker of my labour. Well laid, thou

look'd cheerly. And Til be vvith thee quickK ; ycc

thou lieft in the bleak air. Come, I will bear thee

to fome fheltcr, and thou flialt not die for lack of a

dinner, if there live any thing in this Dcfart. Cheer-

ly, good Mam, [^Exeunt,

SCENE vn.

Enter Duke Sen. and Lords, [J Table fet out^

Duke Sen. I think, he is transform'd into a bead,

For 1 can no where find him like a man.

1 Lord. My Lord, he is but even now gone
hence.

Here was he merry, hearing of a Song.

Duke Sen, If he, compact of jars, grow mulicalj

We fhail have fhortly difcord in the fpheres

:

Go, feek him j tell him, I would fpeak with him^

Enter Jaques.

1 Lord He faves my labour by his own ap-
proach.

Duke Sen. Why, how now, Monfieur, what a life

is this.

That your poor friends muft woo your company ?

What! you look merrily.

Y 2 Ja^^
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Jaq. A fool, a fool ;— I met a fool i* th' forefl,

' A motley fool; a miferable varlet

!

As I do live by food, I met a fool.

Who laid him down and bask'd him in the fun.

And rail'd on Lady Fortune in good terms,

In good fet terms, and yet a motley fool.

' Good-morrow, fool, quoth I : No, Sir, quoth he,

' Call me not fool, till heaven hath lent me fortune;
' And then he drew a dial from his poak,
' And looking on it with lack-lufire eye,

' Siys, very wifely, it is ten a clock:
' Thus may we fee, quoth he, how the world wags:
' 'Tis but an hour ago fince it was nine,

^ /Vnd after one hour more 'twill be eleven ;

' And fo from hour to hour we ripe and ripe,

* And then from hour to hour we rot and rot,

* And thereby hangs a tale/ When I did hear

The motley fool thus m.oral on the time.

My lungs began to crow like chanticleer.

That fcDols fhouid be fo deep contemplative

:

And I did laugh, fans intermiflion.

An hour by his dial. O noble fool,

A worthy fool! motley's the only wear.

Duke Sen. What fool is this-?

Jaq. " O worthy fool ! one that hath been a Courtier,

And fays, if ladies be but young and fair,

" They have the gift to know it: and in his brain^

" Which is as dry as the remainder bisket

" After a voyage, he hath flrange places cram'd

3 A 7nct ley foci; a miferable world!]^ What! becaufc he
met a w5//f;'/W, was ic rherefore a miferable <ix>qrid This is

Iddly blundered ; we ihculd read,

a jnijera ble va R L E T

.

His head is altogether running on this fool, both before and after

the'.e word?, and here he calls him a miferable <varlet, notvvith-

ilanding he railed on lady fortune in oood tcryns, .Sjc. Nor is ihe

change we n;?.kc fo great as appears at fiiil fi^^ht.

« With
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With obfervation, the which he vents

In mangled forms, O that I v/ere a ibol

!

I am ambitious for a motley coat.

Duke Sen, Thou lhalt have one.

Jaq. It is my only fuit;

Provided, that you weed your better judgments
Of all opinion, that grows rank in them.

That I am wife. " I mull have liberty

" WithrJ, as large a charter as the wind,
*' To blow on whom I pleafe ; for fo fools have;
" And they that are moft gauled with my folly,

" They moft muft laugh : and, why, Sir, muft they fo?

" The vvhy is plain, as way to parifh church
" He, whom a fool doth very wifely hit,

Dorh very foolifhly, although he fmarr,
*' ^Not to feem fenlelefs of the bob. If not,

" The wile man's folly is anatomiz'd
" Even by the fquandring glances of a fool.

Invert me in my motley, give me leave

To Ipeak my mind, and 1 will through and through
Cleanfe the foul body of th' infe(5led world.

If they will patiently receive my medicine.

Duke Sen. Fie on thee ! I can tell what thou would ft

do.

Jaq. What, for a counter, would I do but good
Duke Sen. Moft mifchievous foul fin, in chiding fia:

For thou thyfelf haft been a libertine.

As fenfual as the brutiOi fting kkl^-.

And all th' embofied fores and headed evils,

That thou with licence of free foot haft caught,

Would'ft thou difgoro;e into the general world.

Jaq^. " Why, who cries out on pride,

That can therein tax any private party ?

Doth it not flow as hugely as the Sea,

4 Seem fen/clefs of the bob.'\ Both the meafure and the

fenfe diredt us to read.

Not to feem fenfelefs &c.

Y 3 «' Till
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'Till that the very very n^eansdoebb?
What woman in the city do I name.
When that i fay, the city- woman bears

The coit of Princes on unworthy Ihoulders ?

Who can come in, and fay, that I mean her;
" When fuch a one as (he, fuch is her neighbour ?

Or what is he of bafeft funftion,

" That fays, his bravery is not on my cod ;

" Thmking, that I mean him but therein futes

" His fi)lly to the metal of my fpeech ?

There then ; how then ? what then ? let me fee

" wherein

My tongue hath wrong'd him if it do him rights

^' Tiien he hath wrong'd himfelfj if he be free,

^' Why, then my taxing, like a wild goofe, flies

^' Unclaimed of any man. But who comes here ?

SCENE Vlll.

Enler Orlando, 'u.-ilb Sword draivn.

Orla. Forbear, and eat no more.—

—

Jciq. W hy, I have eat none yet.

(jrla. Nor ihalt thou, 'tili neceffity be ferv'd.

Jag^ Of what kind fhould this Cock co[T)e of r

Duke Sen. Art thou thus bolden'd, man, by thy

diftrcfs?

Or elfe a rude defpifer of good manners.

That in civility thou feem'ft fo empty?

Orla. You touch'd m.y vein at firfb; the thorny

point

Of bare diftrefs hath ta'en from mt; the fnew

Of fniooth civility ; yet am I in-land bred,

And know fome nurture: but forbear, 1 iay:

He dies, that touches any of this fruir,

'Till I and my affairs are anfwered.

Jaq. If you will not

Be anfwered with reafon, I mud die.
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Buke Sen. What would you have ? Your gentlenefs

fhall force.

More than your force move us to gentlenefs.

Oria, I ahnoft die for lood, and let me have it.

Duke Sen. Sit down and feed, and welcome to our

table.

Orla. Speak you fo gently ? pardon me, I pray

you J

I thought, that all things had been favage here;

And chcrefore put I on the countenance

Of ftern commandment. Bat whate'er you are,

* That in this defirt inacceffible,

* Under the fhade of melancholy boughs,
* 5 Lole and negle<5l the creeping hours of time;
* If ever you have louk'd on better days

;

* If ever been where bells have knoli'd to church;
* If ever fate at any good man's feaft

;

* If ever from your eyelids wip'd a tear,

* And know what 'tis to pity, and be pitied;*

Let gentlenefs my ftrong enforcement l3e,

In the which hope I blufh, and hide my fword.

Buke Sen. True is it, and that we have feen better

days;

And have with holy bell been knolPd to church ;

And fate at good men's feafts, and wip'd our eyes

Of drops, that facred pity had engender'd :

And therefore fit you down in gentlenefs,

And take upon command what help we have,

Thar to your wanting may be miniftred.

Orla. Then but forbear your food a little while,

Whiles, like a doe, I go to find my fawn.

And give it food. There is an old poor man.
Who after me hath many a weary fbep

Limp'd in pure love ; 'till he be firft fuffic'd,

5 Lofe and negleSl the creeping hours of time ;]

Secretum iter <^ fallentis femila witee. Hor.

Y 4 Opprefs'd
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Dpprefs^d with two weak evils, age and hunger,

I v/iil not touch a bit,

Buke Sen. Go find him out.

And we will nothing warte till you return.

Ork. I thank ye 5 and be blefs'd for your goocj

comfort ]SCENE IX.

Duke Sen. Thou feefl-, we are not all alone unhappy %

This wide and univerfal Theatre
Prelents more woful pageants, than thefcene

Wherein we play in.

Jaa. ^ All the world's a Stage,
^ And all the men and women meerly Flayers^
' They have their E^its and their entrances,
' And one man in his time plays many parts

:

^ His lifts being feven ages. At firft the infant,

* Mewlins and puking in the nurfe's arms:

And then, the whining fchool-boy with his fatchel^

^ And fhining morning-face, creeping like fnail

^ Unwilhngly to fchool. And then, the lover,
^ Sighing like furnace, with a woful ballad

' Made to his miftrefs' eye-brow. Then, a foldierj-

- Full of ftrange oaths, and bearded like the parci,

« Jealous in honour, fudden and quick in quarrel 5

Seeking the bubble reputation

* Even in the cannon's mouth. And then, thejuflice

In fair round belly, with good capon lin'd,

^ With eyes fevere, and beard of formal cur,

^ ^ Full of wife faws and modern indances,

- iVnd fo he plays his part. ^ xhe fixth age Ihifts

^ Into the lean and flipper'd oantaloon,
< With

6 Full of n.'sifefa"j;s and modern infances,'] It is remarkable

that Shake/pear ufes modern in the double lenle that the Greeks

ufcd K A I.'Of J both for recens and ahfurdus.

'
'/ The fixth age Jhifts

Into the lean and fiipper'd pantaloon^ There is a greater

beauty than appears at hrll fight in this image. He is here cora-
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^ With rpeftacles on nofe, and pouch on fide

;

' His youthful hole well lav'd, a world too wide
' For his flirunk Hiank ; and his big manly voice,

* Turning again toward childifh treble, pipes,

* And whiftles in his found. Laft Scene of all,

^ That ends this ftrange eventful Hiftory,

* Is fecond childifhnefs, and meer oblivion,

* Sans teeth, fans eyes, fans tafle, fans every thing,

SCENE X.

Enter Orlando, with Adam.

Duke Sen. Welcome : fet down your venerably

burden,

And let him feed.

Oi-la. I thank you mofi: for him,

Jdam. So had you need,

I fcarce can fpeak to thank you for myfelf.

Duke Sen, Welcome, fall to; I will not trouble

you.

As yet to queftion you about your fortunes.

Give us fome mufick; and, good coufm, fmg.

SONG.
Blow, blow, thou winter wind,

"Thou art not fo unkind

As man's ingratitude ;

7hy tooth is not fo keen,

Becaufe thou art 7iot /been,

Althd* thy breath be rude.

Heigh

paring human life to a Jlage play ^ of feven a£ls, (which was no
unufual divifion before cur author's time ) The fixth he calls

the lean and flipper d pantalcon, alluding to that general cha-

rader in the Italian comedy, called // Pantalone who is a thin

emaciated old man in flappers', and well defigned, in that epithet,

becaufe Pantalone is the ody chara6ler that ads in flippers,

8 Becaufe thou art not seen,] This fong is defigned to fuit

ihe Duke's exiled condition, who had been ruined by ungrateful

flatterers.
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Heigh hoi fmg^ heigh ho / unto the green holly %

Moft friend/hip is feigning 5 moji loving meerfolly

:

i'hen heigh ho^ the holly I

Hhis life is moft jolly.

Freeze^ freeze^ thou hitter sky^

That doft not bite fo nigh

As benefits forgot

:

^hd* thou the waters warp^

Thy fting is not fo fharp

Asfriend remembred not.

Heigh ho ! ftng, &c.

Duke Sen. If that you were the good Sir Rowland's
Son,

As you have whifper'd faithfully you were,

Jlatterers. Now the ^winter nxiind, the fong fays, is to be pre-

f^rx'^ man's ingratitude. But why ? Beeaufe it is not SEEN.
Bat this was not only an aggravation of the injury, as it was
done in fecret, notJeen, but was the very circumftance that made
the keennefs of the ingratitude of his faithlefs courtiers. Without
doubt, Shake/pear wrote the line thus,

Beeaufe thou art not sheen,

i. e. fmiling, fhining, like an ungrateful court-fervant, who flat-

ters while he wounds, which was a very good reafon for giving

the njointer <wind the preference. So in the Midfummer'^s Night''

s

Dreamy
Spangled Jiar light sheen,

and feveral other places, Chaucer ufes it in this fenfe.

Tour blisful fufier Lucina the sh ene.

And Fairfax

y

The (acred Jngel took his target SHr.N&,

And by the Chrifian Champion food uvfeen.

The Oxford editor, who had this emendation commiinicnted to

him, takes occahcn from thence to alter the whole line thus,

Ihnu cavfefl not that teen.

Bu*, in his rage of correftion, he forgot to lenve the renfon,

which if? now wanting, Why the 'winter <vw:d was to be prefer-

red tc? mail' s ifiz^ atitude

,

And
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And as mine eye doth his effigies vvicnefs,

Moft truly limn'd, and living in your face.

Be truly welcome liither. I'm the Duke,

That lov'd your Father. The refidue of your fortune

Go to my cave and tell me. Good old Man,
Thou art right welcome, as thy mafter is

;

Support him by the arm ; give me your hand.

And let me all your fortunes underftand. [^Exeunt,

ACT III. SCENE I.

The P J L A C E.

Enter Duke, Lords^ and Oliver.

Duke.

NOT fee him fince? Sir, Sir, that cannot he;

But were I not the better part made mercy,

1 lliould not feek an abfent argument

Of my revenge, thou prefent; but look to it;

Find out thy brother, wherefoe'er he is

;

Seek him with candle: bring him dead or living.

Within this twelvemonth •, or turn thou no more

To feek a hving in our territory.

Thy lands and all things that thou doft call thine.

Worth feizure, do we feize into our hands

;

'Till thou can'ft quit thee by thy brother's mouth,
Of what v/e think againft thee.

on. Oh, that your Highnefs knew my heart in this

:

I never lov'd my brother in my life.

Duke, More villain thou. Well, pufh him out

of doors

;

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
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SCENE II,

Changes to F o r e s t.

Enter Orlando.

And thou thrice-crowned Queen of Night furvey,

"With thy chafte eye, from thy pale fphere above.

Thy huntrefs' name that my full life doth fway.

O Rofalindl thefe trees fhall be my books,

And in their barks my thoughts Til charader

;

That every eye, which in this Forefl: looks.

Shall fee thy virtue witnefs'd every where.

Run, run, Orlando^ carve, on every tree.

The fair, the chafte, and unexpreffive She. [^Exitg

SCENE IIL

Enter Corin and Clown.

Cor. And how like you this fhepherd's life, Mr.
^uuchjlone ?

Clo. " Truly, fliepherd in refpe£b of itfelF, it is a

good life; but in refpedt that it is a fhepherd's life,

" it is naught. In refpedt that it is folitary, 1 like

it very well ; but in refpedb that it is private, it is

a very vile life. Now in refpedl it is in the fields,

" it pleafeth me well ; but in refpedt it is not in the

Court, it is tedious. As it is a fpare life, look you,

it fits my humour well \ but as th^re is no more
plenty in it, it goes much againil my ftomach.

HaPc any philofophy in thee, fhephcrd ?

Cor. " No more, but that I know, the more one
" fickens, the worfe at eafe he is : and that he, that

wants mony, means, and content, is without three

good friends. That the property of rain is to v/et,

" and
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and fire to burn: that good pafture makes fat

" flieep ; and that a great caufe of the night, is Jack

of the Sun: and that ' he that hath learned no wit
" by nature nor art, may complain of grofs breed-

" ing, or comes of a very dull kindred.

Clo. * Such a one is a natural philofopher. Waft
ever in Court, Hiepherd?

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 reafbn.

Clo, ^ 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; and

1 He that hath learned no nx:it ly nature or art^ may com^

plain of GOOD breeding, or comes of 'very dull kindred.^ Com-
mon fenfe requires us to read,

may complain of cross breeding.

The Oxford edXxov lias greatly improved this emendation by read-

ing, had breeding.

2 Such a one is a naturalphilofopher The fhepherd had faid

all the Philofophy he knew was the property of things, that

rain ntjetted, fire burnt, &c. And the Clo^-wn\ reply, in a fatire

on Phyfcks or NaturalPhilofophy, though introduced with a quib-

ble, is extremely jult. For the Natural Philofopher is indeed as

ignorant (notwithllandlng all his parade of knowledge) of the

efficient caufe of things as the Ruftic. It appears, from a thou-

fand inftances, that our poet was well acquainted with the Phy-
fics of his time ; and his great penetration enabled him to fee this

remedilefs defcd of it,

3 Why, if thou ne^ver <voaf, at Court, thou ne'ver fa-uof good
manners; if thou never, &c.] This reafoning is drawn up in

imitation of Friar fohn^ to Panurge in Rablais. Si tu es Coquu,

ergo ta femme fera belle ; e>go tu feras bien traite d''elle j ergo

tu auras desAmis beaucoup ; ergo tu ferasfawve. The laft inference

is pleafantly drawn from the popifh doctrine of the interceffion

of Saints. And, I fuppofe, our jocular proverb, concern-
ing thi? matter, v> .is foanded in Friar 7^^«*s logic.
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wickednefs is fin, and fin is damnation: thou aft in a
parlous Rate, fiiepherd.

Cor, Not a whir, Touchflone : thofe, 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 courtefie would be un-

cleanly, if Courtiers were fhepherds.

Ch, Inftance, briefly 5 come, inftance.

Cor. Why, we are (till handling our ewes 5 and

their fels, you know, are greafie.

Clo. Why, do not your Courtiers hands fweat?

and is not the greafe of a mutton as wholfome as the

fweat of a man ? {hallow, (hallow j— a better in-

llance, 1 fay : come.

Cor» Befides, our hands are hard.

Clo, Your lips will feel them the fboner. Shallow

again : a more founder inftance, come.

Cor. And they are often tarr'd over with the fur-

gery of our (heep ; and would you have us kifs tarr f

the Courtier's hands are perfumed with civet.

Clo. Moft fhallow man ! thou v^orms-meat, in re-

fpe(5l of a good piece of flefh, indeed 1 learn of the

wife and perpend ; civet is of a bafer birth than tarr ;

the very uncleanly flux of a cat. Mend the inftance,

fliepherd.

Cor, You have too courtly a v^it for me-, I'll reft.

Clo. Wilt thou reft damn'd ? God help thee, ftial-

low man j God make incifion in thee, thou art

raw.

4 make incifion in thee,'] To make incijion was a proverbial

exprefiion then in vogue, to make to undeiiland. So in Beau-

mont and Fletcher s Humourous Lieutenant^

— O excell nt Kingy

Thus he begins, thou life and light of creatures

Jngel-eyd King, njouchfafe at length thy fanjouri

And fo proceedi to inciiion

t. e. to mtike him underftand wha;: he would be at.

Qor.
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Cor. * Sir, I am a true labourer, I earn that I eat

;

* get that I wear ; owe no man hate, envy no man's
* happinefs; glad of other men's good, content with
' my harm j and the greateft of my pride is, to fee

' my ewes graze, and my lambs fuck.

Clo. That is another fimple fin in you, to bring

the ewes and the rams together j and to offer to get

your Jiving by the copulation of cattle; to be a bawd
to a bell- weather ; and to betray a fhe-lamb of a

twelve- month to a crooked-pated old cuckoldly ram,

out of all reafonable match. If thou be'fl not

damn'd for this, the devil himfelf will have no fiiep-

herds ; I cannot fee elfe how thou fhould'ft 'fcape.

Cor, Here comes young Mr. Ganimedy my new
miftrefs's brother.

S C E N E VL

Enter Rofalind, with a paper.

Rof. From the eafl to weftern Inde,

Nojewel is like Rofalind.

Her worthy being mounted on the wind,

through all the world hears Rofalind.

All the pi5fiires^ faireft lin'd^

Are hut black to Rofalind

;

Let no face be kept in mind^

But the face of Rofalind.

Clo. I'll rhime you fo, eight years together \ din-

ners, and fuppers, and fleeping hours excepted : it is

the right butter- women's rank to market.

Rof Out, fool

!

Clo. For a tafte.

If a hart doth lack a hind.,

Let him feek out Rofalind.

If the cat will after kind^

So^ be fure^ will Rofalind,

fVinter
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jVinter garments mufl he lin^d^

So muft jlender Rofalind.

"They^ that reap^ muftJheaf and hind %

Then to Cart with Rofalind.

Sweeteji nut hath fowrejl rind^

Such a nut is Rofalind.

He that fweeteji rofe willfind,

Muft find love's prick^ Rofalind.

This is the very falfe gallop of verfesj why do you

infed yourfelf with them ?

Rof. Peace, you dull fool, I found them on a tree.

Clo, Truly, the tree yields bad fruit.

Rof. ril graff it with you, and then I Hiall graff it

with a medler ; then it will be the eariiefl: fruit i' th'

country ; for you'll be rotten ere you be half ripe,

and that's the right virtue of the medler.

Go, You have faid s but whether wifely or no, ^ let

the Forefter judge.

SCENE V.

Enter Celia, with a writing,

Rofi Peace, here comes my Sifter reading j ftand

afide.

Cel. Why Jhould this a Defiirt he^

For it is unpeopled? Noy
Tongues Pll hang on every tree^

That jhall civil fryingsJhow. ^
Sorne^ how hrief the life of man
Runs his erring pilgrimage \

That the ftretching of a Jpan

Buckles in hisJum of age ;

3 Let the Forest judged We fbould read Forester^

i. e. the fhepherd who was there prefent.
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Some of violated vows^

'fwixt the fouls of friend andfriend \

But upon the fairejl boughs

^

Or at every fentence end^

Will I Rofalinda write

".aching all^ that read^ to knoWy

This ^inteffence of every Sprite

Heaven would in littlefhow.

Therefore heaven nature charg*d^

That one body fhould be filled

IFith all graces wide enlarged ;

Nature prefently diJiiWd

Helen'i cheeks^ hut not her hearty

Cleopatra'j majefiy ;

AtalantaV better pari ;

Sad Lucretia'j modefiy.

Thus Rofalind of many parts

By heavenly fynod was devised
;

Of many faces, eyes and hearts^

To have the Touches deareji prized.

Heaven woidd that fhe thefe giftsfhould have^

And I to live and die her Jlave.

Rof. ^ O mod gentle Juniper!— what tedious ho-

mily of love have you wearied your Parilhioners

withal, and never cry'd, have patience, good peo-

ple?

Cel. How now ? back-friends I fhepherd, go off a

little: go with him, firrah.

Go, Come, fhepherd, let us make an honourable

retreat ; tho' not with bag and baggage, yet with

fcrip and fcrippage. [Exeunt Cor. and Clown.

6 O pioji gentle juptter'] We ihouid read juniper, as

the following words (hew, alluding to the proverbial term of a.

Juniper hSture : A ftiarp or unplcafirg one; Juniper hoing a

rough prickly plant.

Vol. II. z SCENE
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S C E N E VI.

Cel. DIdft thou hear thefe verfcs ?

Rof, O yes, I heard them all, and more too ; for

feme of them had in them more feet than the verfes

would bear.

Cel, That's no matter ; the feet might bear the verfes.

Rof. Ay, but the feet were lame, and could not

bear themfelves without the verfe, and therefore flood

lamely in the verfe.

Cel. But didll thou hear without wondring, how
thy name fhould be hang'd and carv'd upon thefc trees?

Rof. I was feven of the nine days out of wonder,

before you came : for, look here, what I found on a

palm-tree ; I was never fo be-rhimed ^\nctPythagoras*i

time, that I was an Irifi rat, which I can hardly re-

member.
Cel. Trow you, who hath done this ?

Rof. Is it a man ?

Cel. And a chain, that you once wore, about his

neck : Change you colour ?

Rof. I pr'ythee, who ?

Cel. O Lord, Lord, it is a hard matter for friendf

to meet ; but mountains may be removed with earth-

quakes, and fo encounter.

Rof Nay, but who is it ?

Cel. Is it poffible

Rof Nay, I pr'ythee now, with mod 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 VA^hooping

Rof 7 Good my complexion ! dofl thou think,

7 Good my complexion /] This is a mode of exprejjion^ Mr. T^heo-

bald lays, <which he caniiot reconcile to common fenfe. Like

enough : and fo too the Oxford Editor. But ihe. meaning is. Hold

good my c£)7nphxion^ i. e. let inc not bliiUi,

though
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though I am caparifon'd like a man, I have a doub-

let and hofe in my dirpofition ? ^ One inch of delay

more is a South-lea otf difcovery. I pr'ythee, tell

me, v;ho is it; quickly, and fpeak apace; I would

thou could'ft ftammcr, that thou might'ft pour this

concealed man out of thy mouth, as wine comes out

of a narrow- mouth'd bottle; either too much at once,

or none at all. J pr'ythee, take the cork out of thy

mouth, that I may drink thy tidings.

Cel. So you may put a man in your belly.

Rof. Is he of God's making ^ what manner of man ?

is his head worth a hat? or his chin worth a beard ?

Cel. Nay, he hath but a little beard.

Rof, 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 knowledge of his chin.

Cel. It is young Orlando^ that tripp'd up the wreft-

ler's heels and your heart both in an inftant.

Rof. Nay, but the devil take mocking ; fpeak, flid

brow, and true maid.

Cd. r Faith, coz, 'tis he.

Rof Orlando!

Cel. Orlando.

Rof Alas the day, what fliall I do with my doublet

and hofe ? v/hat did he, when thou faw'ft him ^ what
faid he.^ how look'd he.? wherein went hei* what
makes he here .? did he ask for me ? where remains he?

how parted he with thee.? and when flialt thou fee

him again .? anfwer me in one word.

CeL You mud borrow me Garagantua*s mouth nrfl:;

'tis a word too great for any mouth of this age's fize

:

to fay, ay, and no, to thefe particulars, is more thaa

to anfwer in a catechifm.

8 One inch of delay more is a South-fea of difcon}ery '\ This is

ftark nonfenfe; we muft read off dircovery, /. e. from diC-

covery. " If you delay me one inch of time longer, I fhali

think this fecret as far from difcovery as ths South fea is."

z 2 Ron
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Rof. But doth he know that I am in this Foreft,

and in man's apparel? looks he^as frefhly as he did

the day he wreftled ?

Cel. It is as eafie to count atoms, as to refolve the

propofuions of a lover: but take a tafte of my find-

ing him, and relifh it with good obfervance. ' I

found him under a tree like a dropp'd acorn.

Rof, It may well be calFd Jove'^ tree, when it

drops forth fuch fruit.

Cd, Give me audience, good Madam.
Rof. Proceed.

Cel. There lay he ftrech*d along like a wounded
Knight.

Rof Tho* it be pity to fee fuch a fight, it well be-

comes the ground.

CeL Cry, holla ! to thy tongue, I pr'ythee it cur-

vets unfeafonably. He was furnifhM like a hunter.

Rof Oh, ominous! he comes to kill my heart.

CeL I would fing my fong without a burthen ; thou

bring'ft me out of tune.

Rof Do you not know I am a woman ? when I

think, I muft fpeak: Sweet, fay on,
.

SCENE VIL

Enter Orlando and Jaques.

CeL You bring me out. Soft, comes he not here ?

Rof 'Tis he ; flink by, and note him.

[Cel. and Rof. retire

»

9 /found him under a tree like a dropped acorn.l We fliould

read. Under an oak tree.

This appears from what follows— like a dropped acorn. For how
did he look like a dropped acorn unlefs he was found under an oak-

tree. And from Rofalind's reply, that it might njjell be called

JovcV tree : For the Oak was facred to Jove.
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Jaq. I thank you for your company ; but, good

faith, I had as lief have been my felf alone.

Orla. And fo had I ; but yet for fafhion fake, I

thank you too for your fociety.

Jaq. " God b'w' you, let's meet as little as we can.

Orla. I do defire we may be better Grangers,

Jaq. " I pray you, marr no more trees with v/ririiig

love-fongs in their barks.

Orla, I pray you, marr no more of my Verfes with
^' reading them ill-favouredly."

Jaq. Rofalind^ is your love's name ?

Orla. Yes, jufl:.

Jaq. I do not like her name.

Orla. There was no thought of pleafing you, when
llie was chriften'd.

Jaq. What ftature is fiie of?

Orla. Juft as high as my heart.

Jaq. You are full of pretty anfwers ; have you not

been acquainted with goldfmiths wives, and conn'd

them out of rings?

Orla. Not fo; ^ but I anfwer you right painted

cloth, from whence you have ftudied your queftions.

Jaq. You have a nimble wit j I think, it was made
of Aialanta'% heels. Will you fit down with me, and

we two will rail againft our miftrefs, the world, and

all our mifery.

Orla. 1 will chide no breather in the world but my
felf, againft whom I know moft faults.

Jaq. The worft fault you have, is to be in love.

Orla. 'Tis a fault I will not change for your beft

virtue j I am weary of you.

I But I anfwer you right painted cloth.] This alludes to the

fafhion, in old painted hangings, of motto'b and moral feniences

from the mouths of the figures The poet agp.in hints ac thefe in

his poem, call'd, Tarquin and Lucrece

:

Who fears a fenience, or an old man"* s fanfjy

Shall by a painted cloth be kett in amoe. Mr. Theoha/J.

Z 3
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Jaq. By my troth, I was feeking for a fool, when

I found you.

Oria, He is drown'd in the brook ; look but in,

and you fhall fee him.

Ja(i. There I fnall fee mine own figure.

Orla. Which I take to be either a fool, or a cypher.

Jag^. I'll ftay no longer with you j farewel, good

Signior Jove! \^Exit.

SCENE VIII.

Orla. I am glad of your departure ; adieu, good

Monfieur m.elancholy! [Cel. and Rof come forward,

Rof. I will fpeak to him like a fawcy Jacquey, and

under that habit play the knave with him : do you

hear, forefter?

Orla. Very well ; what would you ?

Rof. I pray you, what is't a clock ?

Orla. You fhould ask me, what time o' day there's

no clock in the Foreft.

Rof Then there is no true lover in the Foreft;

elfe, fighing every minute, and groaning every hour,

would deted: the lazy foot of time, as v/ell as a clock.

Orla. And why not the fwift foot of time.^ had

not that been as proper P

Rof. By no means, Sir: time travels in divers pa-

ces, with divers perfons; I'll tell you who time am-

bles withal, who time trots withal, who time gallops

withal, and who he ftands (till withal ^

Orla. I pr'ychee, whom doth he trot withal ?

Rof Marry, he trots hard with a young maid, be-

tween the contrad of her marrige, and the day it is

folemniz'd : if the interim be bat a fennight, time's

pace is fo hard that it feems the length of leven years.

Orla. Who ambles time withal?
.

Rof With a prieft that lacks Latine, and a rich

man that hath not the gout j for the one fieeps eafily,

bccaufe
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becaufe he cannot (tudy ; and the other h'ves merrily,

becaufe he feels no pain : the one kicking the burthen

of Jean and wafteful learning the other knowing no
burthen of heavy tedious penury. I'hefe time ambles
withal.

Orla. Whom doth he gallop withal?

Rof, With a thief to the gallows : for though he

go as foftly as foot can fall, he thinks himfelf too

loon there,

Orla, Whom flays it ftill withal?

Rof, With lawyers in the vacation ; for tliey fieep

between term and term, and then they perceive not

how time moves.
Orla. Where dwell you, pretty youth ?

Rof, With this fhephcrdefs, my filler-, here in the

skirts of the foreft, like fringe upon a petticoat.

Orla, Are you native of this place ?

Rof, As the cony, that you fee dwell where fhe is

kindled.

Orla, Your accent is (bmething finer, than you could

purchafe in fo removed a dwelhng.

Rof I have been told fo of many but, indeed, aa

old religious Uncle of mine taught me to fpeak, who
was in his youth an in-land man, one that knew
courtfliip too well j for there he fell in love. I have

heard him read many ledures againft it; I thank God,
I am not a woman, to be touch'd with fo many gid-

dy offences as he hath generally tax'd their whole fex

withal.

Orla. Can you remember any of the principal evi!%

that he laid to the charge of v/omen ?

Rof There were none principal, they were all like

one another, as half pence are ; every one fault fecm-

ing monftrous, 'till his fellow fault came to match itc

Orla. I pr*ythee, recount Ibme of them.

Rof No; I will not cad away my phyfick, but on

thofe that are fick. There is a man haunts the Foreft,

Z 4 that
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that abufes our young plants with carving Rofalind on

their barks ; hangs Odes upon hawthorns, and Elegies

on brambles ; all, forfooth, deifying the name of Rofa^

lind. If I could meet that fancy- monger, I would

give him fome good counfel, for he feems to have the

Quotidian of love upon him.

Orla. I am he, that is fo love-fhak'd j I pray you,

tell me your remedy.

Rof. There is none of my Uncle's marks upon you

;

he taught me how to know a man in love ; in which

cage of rufhes, I am fure, you are not prifoner.

Orla, What were his marks ?

Rof. A lean cheek, which you have not; a blue

eye and funken, which you have not ; an unqueftion-

able fpirit, which you have not; a beard negle6led,

which you have not ; but I pardon you for that,

for fimply your Having in beard is a younger Bro-

ther's revenue J
= ^then your hofe fhould be ungar-

ter'd, your bonnet unbanded, your fleeve unbuttoned,

your (hoo untied, and every thing about you demon-
flratjng a carelefs defolation ; but you are no fuch

nian, you are rather, point-device in your accoutre-

ments, as loving your-felf, than feeming the lover of

any other.

Orla, Fair youthj I would I could make thee be-

lieve I love.

Rof. Me believe it? you may as foon make her,

that you love, believe it ; which, I warrant, (he is

apter to do, than toconfefs fhe does ; that is one of the

points, in the which women ftill give the lie to their

confciences. But, in good footh, aije you he that

hangs the Verfes on the trees, wherein Rofalind is fo

admired

Oria, I fwear to thee, youth, by the white hand of

Rcfalind^ I am That he, that unfortunate he.

Rof. But are you fo o;uc]a in love, as your rhimes

jpeak ?

Orla,
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Orla, Neither rhime nor reafon can exprefs how
much.

Rof. Love is meerly a madnefs, and, I teJl you,

deferves as well a dark houfe and a whip, as mad
men do: and the reafon why they are not lb punifh'd

and cured, is, that the lunacy is lb ordinary, that the

whippers are in love too : yet I profcfs curing it by

counlcl.

Orla. Did you ever cure any fo ?

Rof. Yes, one, and in this manner. He was to

imagine me his love, his miftrefs : and I fet him every

day to wooe me. At which time would I, being but

a moonilh youth, grieve, be effeminate, changeable,

longing, and liking; proud, fantaftical, apifh, fhal-

low, inconftant, full of tears, full of fmiles ; for every

pafiion Ibmething, and for no paflion truly any thing,

as boys and women are for the mod part catde of
this colour; would now like him, now loath him;
then entertain him, then forfwear him ; now weep for

him, then fpit at him > that I drave my fuitor from

his mad humour of love, to a living humour of mad-
nefs; which was, to forfwear the full ftream of the

world, and to live in a nook meerly monaftick ; and

thus I cur*d him, and this way will I take upon mc
to wafh your liver as clear as a found fheep's heart,

that there fhall not be one fpot of love in't.

Orla. I would not be cur'd, youth.

Rof. I would cure you if you would but call me
Rofalind^ and come every day to my cotte, and wooe me.

Orla. Now, by the faith of my love, I will; tell

me where it is.

Rof. Go with me to it, and I will fhew it you;

and, by the way, you fhall tell me where in the Foreft

you live : will you go }

Orla, With all my heart, good youth.

Rof Nay, nay, you muft call me come^
filter, will you go ? [^Exeunt,

SCENE
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SCENE IX.

Enter Clown, Audrey and Jaques.

Clo. Come apace, good Audrey^ I will fetch up
your goats, Audrey \ and now, Audrey^ am I the

man yet? doth my fimple feature content you?

And. Your features, lord warrant us! what features?

Clo. I am here with thee and thy goats, as the mod
capricious poet honeft Ovid was among the Goths.

Jaq. O knowledge ill-inhabited, vvorfe than Jove
in a thatch'd houfe 1

Clo. When a man's verfes cannot be underftood,

nor a man's good Wit feconded with the forward

child, Underftanding ;
* it ftrikes a man more dead

than a great reckoning in a little room ; truly, I would

the Gods had made thee poetical.

Aud. I do not know what poetical is ; is it honeft

in deed and word ? is it a true thing ?

Clo. No, truly j for the trueft poetry is the moft

2 it Jirikes a man more dead than a great reckoning in a liftte

room ;] Nothing was ever wrote in higher humour than this fimiie.

A great reckoning, in a little room, implies that the entertain-

ment was mean, and the bill extravagant. The poet here allud-

ed to the French proverbial phrafe of the quarter of hour of
Rahlais : who faid, there was only one quarter of hour in. hu-
man life paffwd ill, and that was between the calling for the

reckoning and paying it. Yet the delicacy of our Oxford Editor

would corredl this into, // Jirikes a man more dead than a great

reeking in a little room. This is amending with a vengeance.

When men are joking together in a merry humour, all are dif-

pofed to laugh. One of the company fays a^good thing; the

jcfl is not taken ; all are filent, and he who faid it, quite con-

founded. This is compared to a tavern jolitry interrupted by the

coming in of great reckoning. Had not Shakefpear XQ3.(Qn now
in this cafe to apply his fimile, to his own cafe, againfl: his criti-

cal editor ? Who, 'tis plain, taking the phrafe to Jlrike dead in

a literal fenfe, concluded, from his knowledge in philofophy,

that it could not be fo efFedually done by a reckoning as by a

reeking.

feigning,^



As YOU Like it.

feigning ; and lovers are given to poetry ; and what

they fwear in poetry, may be faid, as lovers, they

do feign.

Aud. Do you wifh dien, that the Gods had made
me poetical ?

Clo. I do, truly, for thou fvvear'fl: to me, thou art

honed : now if thou were a poet, I might have fome
hope thou didft feign.

^Jud. Would you not have me honeft ?

Clo. No, truly, unlefs thou wert hard.favour*d

;

for honefty coupled to beauty, i-, to have honey a

fav/ce to fugar.

Jaq. A material fool

!

Aud. Well, I am not fair ; and therefore I pi*ay

the Gods make me honed

!

CIq. Truly, and to cad away honefty upon a foul

flut, were to put good meat into an unclean diOi.

Aud. I am not a dut, though I thank the Gods I

am foul.

Clo. Well, praifed be the Gods for thy foulnefs

!

fluttifhnefs may come hereafter; but be it 4s it may
be, I will marry thee ; and to that end I have been

with Sir Oliver Mar-text., the vicar of the next vil-

lage, who hath promis'd to meet me in this place of

the fored and to couple us.

Jaq^, I would fain fee this meeting.

Aud. Well, the Gods give us joy f

Clo. Amen. A man may, if he were of a fearful

heart, ftagger in this attempt; for here we have no
temple but the wood, no afiembly but horn-beads.

But what tho' ? courage. As horns are odious, they

are necefiary. 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 I

even fo poor men alone ? no, no, the

nobled deer hath them as huge as the rafcal : is the
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fingle man therefore blefied ? no. As a vvallM town is

more worthier than a village, fo is the forehead of a
married man more honourable than the bare brow of
a batchclor ; and by how much defence is better than
no skill, fo much is a horn more precious than to
want.

Enter Sir Oliver Mar- text.

Here comes Sir Oliver: Sir Oliver Mar-text^ you are
well met. Will you difpatch us here under this tree,
or fliall we go with you to your Chappel ?

'

Sir Oli. Is there none here to give the woman ?

Clo, I will not take her on gift of any man.
Sir Oli. Truly, fhe muft be given, or the marriage

is not lawful.

Jaq. Proceed, proceed ! Til give her.

Clo, Good even, good mafter what ye call: how do
you. Sir ? you are very well met : God'ild you for
your laft company! I am very glad to fee you; even
a toy in hand here. Sir ; nay ; pray, be covered.

Ja^. Will you be married, Motley?
Cko As the ox hath his bow. Sir, the horfe is

curb, and the faulcon his bells, fo man hath his de-
fire ; and as pidgeons bill, fo wedlock would be nib-
ling.

Jaj, And will you, being a man of your breeding,
be married under a bufh like a beggar ? get you to
church, and have a good prieft that can tell you what
marriage is; this fellow will but join you together as
they join wainfcot ; then one of you will prove a fhrunk
pannel, and, like green timber, warp, warp.

Clo, I am not in the mind, but I were better to be
married of him than of another 5 for he is not like to
marry me well ; and not being well married, it will
be a good excufe for me hereafter to leave my wife.

Jaq. Go thou with me, and let me counfel thee.
Clo, Come, fweet Mdrey^ we muft be married, or

we muft live in bawdry: farewell, good SirO//w;
not



As YOU LiK E IT. 3

jiot ' O fweet Oliver, 0 brave Oliver, leave me not he-

hind thee^ but wind away, begone, 1 lay, I wili not

to wedding with thee.

Sir Oliv. 'Tis no matter ; ne'er a fantaflical knave

of them all (hall flout me out of my Calling. [Exeunt.

SCENE X,

Changes to a Cottage in the Foreft.

Enter Rofalind and Celia.

Rof.^^^vtv talk to me, I will weep.

Cel. Do, I pr'ythee; but yet have the

grace to confider, that tears do not become a man.

Rof. But have I not caufe to weep?

CeL As good caufe as one would defire, therefore

weep.

Rof, His very hair is of the diflfembling colour.

CeL Something browner than Judas's: marry his

kifles are Judas^s own children.

Rof I'faith, his hair is of a good colour.

CeL An excellent colour: your chefnut was ever

the only colour.

Rof. And his kiffing is as full of fandity, as the

touch of holy beard.

CeL He hath bought a pair of (a) cafl: lips of

Diana j ^ a nun of Winter's fifterhood kifles not more
rdigioufly \ the very ice of chafliity is in them.

Rof

3 O fuueet Oliver, ^2*r.] Some words of an old ballad.

4 as the touch of holy bread.] We fliould read heard, that

is, as the kifs of an holy faint or hermit, called the kifs of
charity: This makes the comparifon juft and decent ; the other

impious and abfurd.

5 a nun of Winter* s Jijlerhood'] This is finely exprelTed. But

Mr, Theobald fays, the ^vords gi've him no ideas. And tis cer-

tain, that words will never give men what nature has denied

1(a) caji. ift Folio —Yulg. chajl. ]
them
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Rcf. But why did he fwear he would come this*

inorning, and comes not?

Cel. Nay, certainly, there is no truth in him.

Rof. Do you think fo?

Cel. Yes ; I think he is not a pick-purfc nor £t

horle-dealer ; but for his verity in love, I do think

him ^ as concave as' a cover'd goblet, or a worm-
eaten nut.

Rof. Not true in love ?

Cel. Yes, when he is in ; but, I think, he is not in.

Rof.' Yon have heard him fwear downright, he was.

Cel. Was, is not is ; befides, the oath of a lover is

no ftronger than the word of a tapfter ; they are both

the confirmers of falfe reckonings ; he attends here in

the Foreft on the Duke your Father.

Rof I met the Duke yefterday, and had much
queftion with him : he askt me, of what parentage I

was ; I told him, of as good as he ; fo he laughed,

them. However, to mend the matter, h.t(\3h^\t\xte^ Winifred's
fjierhood. And, after fo happy a thought, it was to no purpofe

to tell him there was no religious order of that denomination.

The plam truth is, Shah/pear meant an unfruitful fjierhood,

which had devoted itfelf to chaility. For as chofe who were cf

the fifterhood of the fpring were the votaries of Venus i thofe of

fummer, the votaries of Ceres; thofe of autumn, of Pomona ; fo

thefe of the fjierhood of 'v:inter were the votaries of Diana:
Called, ofuuinter, becauie that quarter is not, like the other three,

produclive of fruit or increafe. On this account, it is, that,

when the poet fpeaks, of what is moft poor, he inilances in.

ixjinter, in thefe fine lines of Othello^

But riches endlejs is as poor as winter

^0 him that e-ver fears hefall he poor.,

The other property cf winter that made him term them of its

fiiterhood is its coldnefs. So in Midjummer Night*s Dream,

To he a barren fifter allyour life.

Chantingfaint hymns to the cold fruitlefs fnoon..

6 as concave as a cover'd goblet,'] Why a co'ver'^d? Becaufe a

goblet is never kept co'verd but when empty. Shakefpear never

throws out his exprelTions at random.

and
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and let me go. But what talk we of fathers, when
there is fuch a man as Orlando ?

Cel. O, that's a brave man ! he writes brave ver-

fes, fpeaks brave words, fwears brave oaths, and
breaks them bravely, ' quite travers, athwart the heart

of his lover J as a puifny tilter, that fpurs his horfe

but one fide, breaks his (laff like a noble goofe j but

all's brave that youth mounts, and folly guides: who
comes here?

Enter Corin.

Cor. Miftrefs and mafter, you have oft enquired

After the Ihepherd that complain'd of love \

Whom you faw fitting by me on the turf,

Praifing the proud difdainful fliepherdefs

That was his miftrefs.

CeL Well, and what of him ?

7 quite tra'versy athwart &c ] An unexperienced lover \%

here compared to a puny Tilter, to whom it was a difgrace to

have his Lance broken acrofs, as it was a mark either of want of

Courage or Addrefs. This happened when the horfe flew on one

fide, in the carrier: And hence, I fuppofe, arofe the jocular

proverbial phrafe of fpurring the horfe only on one fide. Now as

breaking the Lance againft his Adverfary's breait, in a direct,

line, was honourable, fo the breaking it acrofs againft his breaft wa?,

for the reafon above, difhonourable : Hence it is, that Sidney, in

his Arcadia, fpeaking of the mock-ccmbat of Clinias and Da-
metas fays, The luind tookfuch hold of his Staff that 2/ croft quite

over his breaft And to break acrofs was the ufual phrafe

as appears from fome wretched verfes of the fame Author fpeak-

ing of an unskilful Tilter,

Mtthought fome Starves he miji : iffo, not much amifti

For ivhen he mojl did hit, he e<ver yet did mifs.

One faid he brake acrofs, full <Tjueliitfo might be Sec,

This is the allufion. So that Orlando, a young Gallant, affe^ing

the faftiion ffor bra^ue is here ufed, as in other places, for f^ftiion-

able) is reprefented either unskiIfu I \n comi^hi^t or timorous. The
Lover's meeting or appointment correfponds to the Tilter's Car-

rier: And as the one breaks Staves, the other breaks Oaths. The
bufinefs is only meeting fairly, and doing both with. Addrefs;

And *tis for the want of this, ;hat Orlando js blamed.

Cor.
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Cor. If you will fee a pageant truly plaid,

Between the pale complexion of true love,

And the red glow of fcorn and proud difdain j

Go hence a little, and I (hall condudl you.

If you will mark it.

Rof. O come, let us remove ;

The fight of lovers feedeth thofe in love:

Bring us but to this fight, and you fhall fay

rU prove a bufy Ador in their Play. [^Exeunt.

s c E N E xr.

Changes to another part of the Foreft.

Enter Silvius and Phebe.

J;/.QWEET Phebe y do not fcorn me; do not,

O Phebe

Say, that you love me not ; but fay not fo

In bitternefs ; the common executioner,

Whofe heart th* accuftom'd fight of death makes
hard,

Falls not the axe upon the humbled neck.

But firft begs pardon :
* will you fterner be

Than he that deals, and lives by, bloody drops.

Enter Rofalind, Celia and Corin.

Phe, I would not be thy executioner;

I fly thee, for I would not injure thee.

Thou tell'ft me, there is murther in mine eyes ;

*Tis pretty, fure, and very probable,

8 ivillyou Jlerner be^

Than He that dies and li'ves by bloody drops ?

This is fpoken of the executioner. He li'ves indeed, by bloody

Drops, if you will : but how does he die by bloody Drops ?

The poet mull certainly have wrote that deals and lives. Sec.

i. e. that gets his bread by, and makes a trade of cutting off

heads : But the Oxford Editor makes it plainer. He reads,

Than he that lives and thri*vts hy bloody drop.

That
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'^That eyes, that are the frairil and foftcd things,

Who fhut their coward gates on aioin:es,

Siiould be callM tyrants, butchers, murriicrers! •

Now do 1 frown on thee with ah inv h^ . r,

And if mine eyes can wound, now let tficin kill thee:

Now counterfeit to fwoon ; why, now fall oown ;

Or if thou can'ft not, oh, for fh ime, for fliame.

Lie not, to fay mine eyes are murtherers.

Now fhew the wound mine eyes have made in thee 5

Scratch thee but with a pin, and there remains

Some fear of it ; lean but upon a ruih.

The cicatrice and capable imprcfllire

Thy Palm fome moment keeps: but now mine eyes.

Which I have darted at thee, hurt thee notj

Nor, I am fure, there is no force in eyes

That can do hurt.

Sil. O dear Pbek,
If ever (as that ever may be near)

You meet in fome frefh cheek 9 the power of fancy^

Then fiiall you know the wounds invifible

That love's keen arrows make.

Pbebe, But 'till that time,

Come not thou near me ; and when that time comeSj
Afflicl me with thy mocks, pity me not

;

As,- 'till that time, I lliall not pity thee.

Rof, And why, I pray you? who might be your
mother,

' That you infult, exult, and rail, at once

9 T^e po-ujerof fancy,] i. e. the arms of Love : As poets talk:

of tne darts of Cu/^i^i in the Eyes of their Miflreffes.

I ^hat you infult, exult, and hhh^ at once'] If the Speaker
in'endcd to accafe the perion Ipoken to only for infulting and
exfuking; then, inltead of

—

all at onee, it ought to have been,

both at once. Bat by examinin- the cume ot the perfon accu-

fed, we Ihail uiicover that theHne is to be read thus,

at you infulty exult, and rail, at once.

For thefe three things Phehe was guilty of. But the Oxford Edi*
tor improves it. and, for rail at once, reads domineer.

Vol. II, A a Ovei'
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Over the wretched ? what though you (^) have beauty,

(Asy by my faith, I fee no more in you

Than without candle may go dark to bed,)

Muft you be therefore proud and pitilefs?

Why, what means this P why do you look on me ?

I fee no more in you than in the ordinary

-Of nature's fa!e-work : odds, my htde life!

I think, fhe means to tangle mine eyes too

:

No, faith, proud miftrefs, hope not after it;

'Tis not your inky brows, your black filk hair.

Your bugle eye-balls, nor your cheek of cream,
5 That can enrame my fpirits to your worfhip.

You foolilh fhepherd, wherefore do you follow her

Like foggy South, puffing with wind and rain?

You are a thoufand times a properer man.
Than llie a woman. 'Tis fuch fools as you.

That make the world full of ill-favour'd children j

'Tis not her glafs, but you, that flatter her j

And out of you fhe fees herfelf more proper,

Than any of her lineaments can fhow her.

But, midrefs, know yourfelf ; down on your knees.

And thank heav'n, fading, for a good man's love 5

For I muft tell you friendly in your ear,

Sell when you can, you are not for all markets.

Cry the man mercy, love him, take his offer;

^ Foul is moft foul, being found to be a fcofl^er :

So

2 0/ nature's fale-work:] /. e. thofe works that nature makes

up careleflv and withoac exactner*. The alluiion is to the

pradlice of Mechanicks, whofe ot-cri befpckg is more elaborate,

than that which is made up for chance-cuitcmers, cr to fell in

quantities to retailers, which is called fale-iLcrk.

3 That can entame my fpirits to your luorjhip.'] I (houid ra-

ther think that Shahfpear wrote entraine, draw, allure.

4 Toul is mOjH fouU heir.g rouL ta he a fcopr'7[ The only

fen;e of rhi? is. An ill-fa-vouredperjln is mcji illfa^vQureti, ^hen,

if he he illfavoured, he is afcoffer. Which is a deal too abfurd

[(^) have beauty. *\i:onyinus.—Vulg. ba've no beauty.'^

to
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So take her to thee, fhepherd fare you well.

Phe. Sweet youth, I pray you chide a year together-,

I had rather hear you chide, than this man woo.

Rof. He's fallen in love with your foulnels, and

ihe'il fall in love with my anger.—If it be ib, as fait

as flie anfvvers thee, with frowning looks, I'll fuice

her with bitter words. Why look you fo upon mc?
Phe, For no ill will I bear you.

Rof, I pray you, do not fall in love with me

;

For I am faller than vows made in wine;

Befides, I like you not. If you will know my houfe,

'Tis at the tuft of Olives, here hard by

:

Will you go, Sifter? Ihepherd, ply her hard:

Come, filter , fhepherdefs, look on him better,

And be not proud \ tho' all the world could fee.

None could be fo abus'd in fight as he.

Come, to our flock. [_Exeiint Rof. Cel. and Corin,

Phe. (a) Deed fhepherd, now I find thy Saw of

might;
Who ever lov'd, that lov'd not at firft fight ?

Sil Sweet Phebe!

Phe, Hah: what fay 'ft thou, Sihitis?

Sil. Sweet Phebe^ pity me.

Phe, Why I am forry for thee, gentle Sihiu?^

Sil Where-ever forrow is, relief would bej

If you do forrow at my grief in love.

By giving love, your Sorrow and my grief

Were both extermin'd.

Phe. Thou haft my love; is not that neighbourly ?

Sil. I would hav^e you.

Phe, Why, that were Covetoufnefs.

SihitiS., the time was, that I hated thee ;

10 come from Shake/pear ; who, without queflion, v/ro'e,

F<ii'i is tnojl foul^ being found to be a ScoJ^. r:

i. e. where an ill favourd perfon. ridicules the defers of others,

11 makes his own appear exceffive,

[(a) Deedfhepherd, Oxford Edicor Vulg. Dead/hepherd.^

A a 2 And
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And yet it is not, that I bear thee love

;

But fince that thou canft talk of love fo well,

Thy company, which erfl: was irkfome to me,
1 will endure ; and I'll employ thee too ;

Bat do not look for further recompence.

Than thine own gladnefs that thou art employed.

Sil. So holy and fo perfc^6l is my love.

And I in fuch a poverty of grace.

That I fhall think it a moft plenteous crop

To glean the broken ears after the man
That the main harveft reaps: loofe now and then

A fcatter'd fmile, and that Til live upon.

Phe. Know'O: thou the youth, that fpoke to me
ere while ?

Sil. Not very well, but I have met him oft

;

And he hath bought the cottage and the bounds,.

That the old Carlot once was mafter of.

Phe, " Think not, I love him, tho' I ask for him j

'Tis but a peevifh boy, yet he talks well.

" But what care I for words ? yet words do well,

" When he that fpeaks them, pleafes thofe that hear

:

" It is a pretty youth, not very pretty j

Bat, fure, he's proud ; and yet his pride becomes
" him

;

" HeMl make a proper man ; the beft thing in him
" Is his Complexion *, and fader than his tongue
" Did make OiFcnce, his eye did heal it up:
" He is not very tall, yet for his years he's tall;

" His ic^ is but fo fo, and yet 'tis well;

There was a pretty rednefs in his lip,

" A little riper, and more lufty red

" Than that mix'd in his cheek •, 'twas juft the

" difference

" Betwixt the condant red and mingled damask.

There be fome women, SihiuSy had they mark'd
" him

In parcels as I did, would have gone near

" To
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" To fall in love with him ; bur, for my part.

I love him not, nor hace him not; and yet
*' I have more caufe to hate him than to love him •,

For what had he to do to chide at me?
He faid, mine eyes were black, and my hair black :

And, now I am remembred, fcornM at me ?

*' I marvel, why I anfwerM not again-,

*' But that's all one ; omittance is no quittance.

PlI write to him a very taunting letter,

And thou (halt bear it; wilt thou, Silvius?

Sil. PhehCy with all my heart.

Phe. rii write it ftraight

;

The matter's in my head, and in my heart,

1 will be bitter with him, and pafTing fhort:

Go with me, Silvius, \_Exeufi(,

A C T IV. S C E N E 1.

Contt?iues in the FORES T,

Enter Rofalind, Celia, and Jaques.

J A Q^U E S.

IPry'thee, pretty youth, let me be better acquainted

with thee.

Rof. They fay, you are a melancholy fellow.

Jaq. I am fo ; I do love it better than laughing.

Rof. Thofe, that are in extremity of either, are

abominable fellows ; and betray themfelves to every
modern cenfure, worfe than drunkards.

Jaq. Why, 'tis good to be fad, and fay nothing.

Rof. Why then, *tis good to be a pod.

Jaq. I have neither the fcholar's melancholy, which
is emulation ; nor the mufician's, which is fantaftical

;

nor the courtier's, which is proud ; nor the foldier'<,

A a J which
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which is ambitious ; nor the lawyer's, which is poU-

tick:-, nor the lady's, which is nice, nor the lovei's,

which is aii thefe; but it is a raslanchoiy of mine

own, compounded of mar.y fimples, extraded from

many objecls, and, indeed, the fandry contempia-

tion of my travels, in which my ofcen ruminaciorx

wraps me in a mod humorous fadnefs.

Rof, A traveller ! by my faith, you have great rea-

fon to be fad: I fear, yoa have fold your own lands

to fee oiher mens \ then, to have feen much, ai.d to

have nothing, is to have rich eyes and poor hands.

Jaq, Yes, I have gain'd me exp-erience.

Enter Orlando.

Rof. KtA your experience miakes you iad : I had

rather have a fool to make me merry, than experience

to make n:e f-^d, and to travel for it too.

Gria. Good d^y and happinefs, dt^r Rc/h*i/:i:

!

Ji?^. Nay, then God b'w y you, an you talk :n

blank verfe. [ExU.SCENE II.

Rcf. Farewe], monucur tra\^ellcr ; icck, you

lifp, and wear ilrange iliits difable ali the bcne-

" fits of vour own Country; be out of love wuh
your nativity, and aim oil chide Gcd for making

vcu that countenance you are or I will icarce

think, vou have fwam in a Gcndola. Why, how

now, Orlu7:dc^ where have you been ail tiiis while ?

You a lover? an you ierve me fuch anotiler trick,

' « never come in my fight more.

Orla. My fair Rcfaliiid^ I come within an hour ot

my promife.

Rcf, '* Break an hour's picmife in love! he that

" will divide a minute *in:o a thoufand parts, and

" break bur a prt of the thoufand th part of a mi-

-nutc in the a&irs of love, it may be faid of him.,

*' that
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that Cupid hath clapt him o'th' fhoulder, but TJl

warrant him heart-whole.

Orla. Pardon me, dear Rofalind.

Rof, Nay, an you be fo tardy, come no more in

mv fight : I had as Jief be vvoo'd of a fnaii.

'Orla, Of a lhail ?

Rof, " Ay, of a fnail ; for tho' he comes Oowly,
'* he carries his houfe on his head : a better jointure,

I think, than you make a woman ; befides, he
*' brings his deftiny with him.

Orla. What's that ?

Rof. " Why, horns; which fuch as you are fain

to be beholden to your wives for; but he conies

armed in his fortune, and prevents the (lander of
" his wife.

Orla. Virtue is no horn-maker 5 and my Rofalind is

virtuous.

Rof And I am your Rofalind.

Cel. It pleafes him to call you fo5 but he hath a

Rofalind of a better Jeer than you.

Rof. Come, woo me, woo me; for now I am in

a holyday humour, and hke enough to confent: what
would you fay to me now, an 1 were your very, very

Rofalind?

Orla. I would kifs, before I fpoke.

Rof Nay, you were better fpeak firft, and when
you were gravell'd for Jack of matter, you might take

occafion to kifs. Very good orators, when they are

out, they will fpitj and for lovers lacking, God warn
us, matter, the cleanlieft fhift is to kifs.

Orla. How if the kifs be denied }

Rof Then fhe puts you to entreaty, and there be-

gins new matter.

Orla. Who could be out, being before his beloved

miftrefs ?

Rof Marry, that fhould you, if I were your mif-

trefs ; or I Ihould think my honefty ranker than my
wit.

A a 4 Grla.
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Orla, What, of my fuit ?

Rof. Not out of your apparel, and yet out of your

fuit. Am not I your Rojalind?

Orla, I take fome joy to fay, you are \ becaufe I

would be talking of her.

Rof. Well, in her perfon, I fay, I will not have you,

Orla, Then in mine own perlon I die.

Rof No, faith, die by attorney ; the poor world is

almoft fix thoufand years old, and in all this time

there was not any man died in his own perfon, vide-

licet^ in a love-caufe : Troilus had his brains dafh'd

out with a Greiia'fi club, yet he did what he could to

die before, and he is one of the patterns of love.

Lea-fjder,, he would have liv'd many a fair year, tho'

Hero had turn'd nun, if it had not been for a hot

HDid ummtr night j for, good youth, he went but

forth to wafh in the Heliefpont, and, being taken with

the cran^.p, was drown'd ; and ^ the foolifh chroni-

clers of that age found it was,

—

Hero of Seflos. But

thefe are all liesj men have died from time to time,

and worms have eaten them, but not for love.

Orla. I w^ould not have my fignt RoJ'dlr/hi of this

mind ; for 1 proteft, her frown might kill me.

Rof, By this hand, it will not kill a file ; but come

;

now 1 will be your Ps.ofalir.d in a more coming-on dif-

pofition and ask me what you will, I will grant it.

Grla. Then love me, Rofalind,

Rcf Yes. faith, will I, Fridays and Saturday and

all.

Orla. And. wilt thou have me.^

Rcf. Av, and twentv fuch.

Orla. VVhat fay 'ft thou.?

Rof. Are you not good ?

Orla, I hope fo.

Rof Why then, can one defire too much of a'

good thing ? comie, fifter, you fhall be the prieft , and

I ThefQzlijh chroniclers] Perhaps Ccroners. Anonymus.

marry
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marry us. Give me your hand, Orlando: what do

you fay, Sifter ?

Orla. Pray thee, marry us.

Cel. I cannot fay the words.

Rof, You muft begin,—Will you, Orlando^

Cel. Go to \ will you, Orlando^ have to wife tliis

Rofalind?

Orla. J will.

Rcf. Ay, but when ?

Orla. Why now, as fad as fhe can marry us.

Rof. Then you muft fay, I take tliee Rofalind for

wife.

Orla. I take thee Rofalind for wife.

Rof I might ask you for your commifiion, 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 adions.

Orla. So do all thoughts ; they are wing'd.

Rof Now tell me, how long would you have her,

after you have pofTeft her.

Orla. For ever and a day.

RoJ. * Say a day, without the ever: no, no, Or-
* lando^ men are /Ipril when they woo, December
* when they wed : maids are May when they are
* maids, but the sky changes when they are wives;
' I will be more jealous of thee than a Barhary cock-
* pidgeon over his hen ; more clamorous than a parrot
' againft rain *, more new-fangled than an ape ; more
* giddy in my defires than a monkey, I will weep
« for nothing, like Diana in the fountain ; and I will

^ do that, when you are difpos'd to be merry; I will

* laugh like a hyen, ^ and that when you are inclined

< to weep.

Orla. But will my Rofalind do fo ?

Rof By my life, flie will do as I do.

2 and that njohen you are inclbCd to sleep ] We fliould read,

to WEEP.

Orla.
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Orla. O, but (lie is wife.

Rcf. Or elfe fhe could not have. the wit to do this;

the wifer, the waywarder : make the doors fad upon
a woman's wit, and it will out at the cafement ; fhut

that, and 'twill out at the key-hole ftop that, it will

fly with the fmoak out at the chimney.

Orla. A man that had a wife with fuch a wit, he

might fay. Wit, whither wilt ?

Rof. Nay, you might keep that check for it,

'till you met your wife's wit going to your neighbour's

bed.

Orla. And what wit could wit have to excufe that ?

Rof. Marry, to fay fhe came to feck you there :

you rhall never take her without her anfwer, unlefs

vou take her without her tongue. O that woman,
that cannot make ^ her fault her husband's occafion,

iet her never nurfe her child her felf, for flie will breed

it like a fool !

Orla. For thefe two hours, Rofalind^ I will leave thee.

Rcf, Alas, dear love, I cannot lack thee two hours.

Orla. I mull attend the Duke at dinner j by two

o'clock I will be with thee again.

Rof. Ay, go your ways, go your ways; I knew
xr,\iii you would prove, niy friends told me as much,

and 1 thought no lefs •, that flattering tongue of yours

v.on me ; 'tis but one caft away, and fo come death

:

t ..'o o'lh' clock is your hour !

Orla. Ay, fweet Rofalind.

Rof. By my troth, and in good earneft, and fo God
ine/;d me, and by all pretty oaths that are not dan-

gerous, if you break one jot of youf promife, or

conic one minute behind your hour, 1 will think

you

j hi r fault her luiband^s occafionj /. e. fiiCw what fhe did

waa occafioncd by her husband's ill conduft.

4 1 <will think you the moji pathetical break fromife

Theit 15 neither knle nor humour in this expreffiwi. Vv'e (hould

cer:aiii-
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you the mod atheiftical break-prom ife, and the moft

hollow lover, and the moft unworthy of her you call

Rofalind^ that may be chofen out of the grols band

of the unfaithful ; therefore beware my cenfure, and

keep your prom ife.

Orla. With no lefs religion, than if thou wert in-

deed my Rofalind; fo adieu.

Rof. Well, time is the old Juftice that examines all

fuch offenders, and let time try. Adieu ! [_Exit Orla.

SCENE III.

Cc:. You have fimpiy mifus'd our fex in your Jove"

Di-ate : v/e muft have your doublet and hofe pluck'd

nvcrr your head, and fhew the world what the bird

iueli done to her own neft.

Rof. O coz, coz, coz, my pretty litde coz, that

thou didft know how many fathom deep I am in

love j but it cannot be founded : my afiedlion hath an
unknown bottom, like the Bay of Portugal.

CeL O rather, bottomlefs, that as faft as you pour
affcdlion in it, it runs out.

Rof. ' No, that fame wicked baftard of Venus^
* that was begot of thought, conceiv'd of fpleen,

< and born of madnefs, that bhnd rafcally boy, that

• abufes every one's eyes, becaufe his own are out,
' let him be judge, how deep I am in love ; Til tell

thee, Aliena^ I cannot bs out of the fight of Orlando ;

Pll go find a fhadovv, and figh 'till he come.
Cel. And I'll fleep. [Exeunt.

SCENE IV.

Enter Jaques, Lords and Forefters,

Jaq. Which is he that kilPd the deer.^

Lord. Sir, it was I.

certainly read, atheistical breahpromife. His anfwcr
confirms it, that iie would keep his promire ^ith r,o lefs Religion,

than
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Jaq. Lee's prefent him ne the Dake, like a Roman
Coriqjeror •, and it would do well to fet the deer's

horns upon his head, for a branch of viclory j have

you no Song, Forefter, for thispjrpofe?

For, Yes, Sir.

Jdq. Sing if, 'tis no matter how it be in tune, fo

it make noiie enough.

Mufick, Song.

WhatJbaU be have, tkat kill*d the deer ?

His katber skin and horns to icear j

^2fenJing him bovie

:

—iake Tbou no Scorn

To szear the horny the bom, the bom: ) t^^i

It was G crefi^ ere tkcu 'x.zft born, S bear diis B^r-

father"sfather ivyre //, 3 ^fiec.

And thy father bore it.

The hem, the bcm, the lufty h^orn.

Is net a thing to huge to jccr^:, [Exeunt.

SCENE V.

£/;.V/' Rofalind Cclia.

Rof. How lay you now, is it nor pad twoo* clock ^

I wonder much, OrLmdo is not here.

Cel. I warrant you. wirh pjre love and troubled

brain, he hath la'en his bow and arrows, and is gone
f(.'i-th to ficep: look, wno comes here.

£;2/cT Silvius.

Sil My errand is to you, fair youths

My gende Pbche bid me give you this

:

I know not the conren:^ Dut, as I gi^els.

By the ftern brow, and wafpifh action

Which fhe did ufe as fhe was writing of it.

It bears an angry tenour j
pardon me,

1 am but as a guiitlels meilcnger.

Rof
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Rof. Patience her felf would ftartleat 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 mc
Were man as rare as phcenix: 'odds my will I

Her love is not the hare that I do hunt.

Why writes fhe fo to me? well, fhepherd, well.

This is a letter of your own device.

Sil. No, I proteft, 1 know not the contents 5

Phebe did write it.

Rof. Come, come, you're a fool,

And turn'd into th' extremity of love.

I faw her hand, fhe has a leathern hand,

A free-ftone- coloured hand; I verily did think.

That her.old gloves were on, but 'twas her hands;

She has a hufwife's hand, but that's no matter ;

I fay, fhe never did invent this letter;

This is a man's invention, and his hand.

Sil. Sure, it is hers.

Rof Why, 'tis a boifterous and a cruel ftile,

A ftile for challengers; why, fhe defies mc.
Like 'Turk to Chriftian ; v/oman's gentle brain

Could not drop forth fuch giant rude invention

;

Such Ethiop words, blacker in their efredb

Than in their countenance ; will you hear the letter ?

Sil. Sopleafe you, for I never heard it yet;

Yet heard too much of Phebe^^ cruelty.

Rof. She PLsbe's me ; mark, how the tyrant writes.

[Reads.] Art thou God to fhepherd turn'd^

'That a maiden^s heart hath bur}'id?

Can a woman rail thus ?

Sil. Call you this railing?

Rof [Reads.] Why^ thy Godhead laid apart

^

Warr'fi thou with a woman's heart ?

Did you ever hear fuch railing?

Whiles the eye of man did woo tne^

That could do 710 vengeance to me.

Meaning me, a beaft ! If
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If the[corn of your bright eyne

Have power to raife fuch hve in minCj

Alack ^ in me^ ivbatjlrange effe5i

Would they work in mild afpea ?

Whilesyou chid tne, I did love-.

How then might your prayers move?

He^ that brings this love to thee^

Little knows this love in me ;

A'fid by him feal up thy 7nind^

Whether that thy Tenth and Kind

Will the faithful offer take

Of , and all that I can make ;

Or elfe by him my love deny,

And 'then FllJiudy how to die,

Sil Call you this chiding?

Cel. Alas, poor fhepherd

!

Rof. Do you pity him P no, he deferves no pity

:

wile thou love fuch a woman ? what, to make thee an

inflrument, and play falfe flrains upon thee? not to

be endured! Well, go your way to her; (for I fee,

love hath made thee a tame fnake,) and fay this to

her i that iffoe love me, 1 charge her to love thee : if

floe will not, I will mver have her, unkfs thou entreat

for her. If you be a true lover, hence, and not a

words for here comes more company. [ExitSW,

SCENE VL

Enter Oliver.

on. Good-morrow, fair ones: pray you, if you
know,

Where, in the purlews of this foreft, (lands

A fheep-cote fenc'd about with olive-trees?

Cel. Weft of this place, down in the neighbour

boicom,

The
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The rank of ofiers, by the murmuring ftream.

Left on your right-hand, brings you to the place;

But at this hour the houfe doth keep it felf.

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: the boy is fair^

Of female fauour^ and heflows himfelf

Like a ripe Sifter : hit the woman low^

Jlnd bro^jcner than her brother. Are not you

The owner of the houfe, I did enquire for ?

Cel. It is no boafb, being ask'd, to fay, we arc.

Oli. Orlando doth commend him to you both.

And to that youth, he calls his Rofalind^

He fends his bloody napkin. Are you he?

Rof, I am ; what mufc we underftand by this ?

Oli. Some of my Shame, if you will know of me
What man I am, and how, and why, and where

This handkerchief was (lain'd.

Cel. I pray you, tell it.

Oli. When laft the young Orlando parted from you.

He left a promife to return again

Within an hour; and pacing through the fored.

Chewing the food of fweet and bitter fancy,

Lo, what befcl ! he threw his eye afide.

And mark what object did prefent it felf.

' Under an oak, whofe boughs were mofs'd with age,
' And high top bald with dry antiquity,

* A wretched ragged man, o'er-grown with hair,

' Lay flceping on his back \ about his neck
' A green and gilded fnake had wreath'd it felf,

' Who with her head, nimble ia threats, approach'd
' The opening of his mouth, but fuddenly
' Seeing Orlando^ it unlink'd it felf,

*- And with indented glides did flip away
' Into a bulli \ under which bufh's fiiade

* A Lionefs, with udders all drawn dry,
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* Lay couching head on ground, with cat-like watch
* When that the fleeping man fhould ftir j lor 'tis

* The royal difpofition of that beaft

* To prey on nothing that doth feem as dead :*

This feen, Orlando did approach the man,

And found it was his brother, his eldeft brother.

CeL O, I have heard him fpeak of that fame brother,

And he did render him the moft unnatural

That liv'd 'mongft men.

Oli, And well he might fo do ;

For, well I know, he was unnatural.

Rof. But, to Orlando ; did he leave him there.

Food to the fuck'd and hungry lionefs

Oli, Twice did he turn his back, and purpos'd fo;

But kindnefs, nobler ever than revenge.

And nature ftronger than his juft occafion.

Made him give battel to the lionefs,

Who quickly fell before him ; in which * hurtling

From miferable flumber I awak'd.

Cel. Are you his brother

JRof, Was it you he refcu'd

CeL Was it you that did fo oft contrive to kill him ?

Oli. 'Twas 1 j but 'tis not I ; I do not fhame
To tell you what I was, fince my converfion

So Iweetly taftes, being the thing I am.

Rof, Bur, for the bloody napkin ?—
Oli, By, and by.

When from the firft to laft, betwixt us two.

Tears our recountments had moft kindly bath*d.

As how I came into that defart place

;

In brief, he led me to the gentle Duke,
Who gave me frefh array and entertainment.

Committing me unto my brother's love;

Who led me inftantly unto his cave.

There flrip'd himfelf, and here upon his arm
The lioneis had torn fome flefli away,

c hurtling, skirmljhing, Mr. ?ou.

Which
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Which all this while had bled and now he fainted.

And cryV., in fainting, upon Rofalind. -

Brief, I rccover'd him ; bound up his wound ;

And, after fome fmail fpace, being (Irong at heart,

He fent me hither, ftranger as I am,
To tell this ftory, that you might cxcufe

His broken promifc ; and to give this napkin,

Dy'd in his blood, unto the fliepherd youth.

That he in fport doth cail his Rofalind.

Cel, Why, how now Gammed, Sweet, Gammed

F

[Rof faints.

Oil. Many will fwoon, when they do look on blood,

CeL There is more in it:— coufin Gammed!
OH, Look, he recovers.

Rof Would, I were at home

!

Cel. We'll lead you thither.

I pray you, will you take him by the arm ?

Oil. Be of good cheer, youth \ you a man ? you
lack a man's heart.

Rof I do 10, I confefs it. Ah, Sir, a body would

think, this was well counterfeited. I pray you, tell

your brother how well I counterfeited ; heigh ho !
—

•

OH. This was not counterfeit, there is too great

teftimony in your complexion, that it was a paflion

of earnefl:.

Rof Counterfeit, I afTure you.

OH, Well then, take a good heart, and counterfeit

to be a man.

Rof So I do : but, i' faith, I iliould have been a

woman by right.

Cel. Come, you look paler and paler ; pray you,,

draw homewards ; good Sir, go with us.

OH, That will I for I muft bear anfwer back.

How you excufe my brother, Rofalind.

Rof I fhali devife fomething ; but, I pray you

commend my counterfeiting to him : will you go r

\_Exeunt^

Vo L. 11. B b ACT
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ACTV. SCENE L

The FOREST.
Enter Clown and Audrey.

Clown.
E fiiall find a time, Audreys patience, gentle

Jud. Faith, the Prieft was good enough, for all

the old gentleman's faying.

Clo. A moft wicked Sir Oliver^ Audrey \ z mofi:

vile Mar-text I but Audrey ^ there is a youth here in

Aud. Ay, I know who 'tis, he hath no intereft in

me in the world j here comes the man you mean.

Clo, It is meat and drink to me to fee a Clown ; by
my troth, we, that have good wits, have much to

anfwer for : we fhall be flouting ; we cannot hold.

JVill, Good ev'n, Audrey.

Aud. God ye good ev'n, William,

Will. And good ev'n to you, Sir.

Clo, Good ev'n, gentle friend. Cover thy head,

cover thy head ; nay, pr'ythee. be cover'd. How old

are you, friend ?

Will. Five and twenty. Sir.

Clo. A ripe age ; is thy name WilHam f

Will. William^ Sir.

Clo. A fair name. Waft born i*th' foreft here?

Will. Ay, Sir, I thank God.

Clo, Thank God : a good anfwer : art rich ?

Will 'Faith, Sir, fo, fo.

Clo. So, fo, is good, very good, very excellent

the Foreft lays claim to you

Enter William.

good;
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good ; and yet it is not ; it is but fo fo. Art thou

wife ?

/iT;//. Ay, Sir, I have a pretty wit.

Cio, Why, thou fay'lt well : 1 do now remember

a Saying-, ibe fool doth think he is wife^ but the wife

man knows himfelf to be a fool. * The heathen philo-

fopher, when he had a defire to eat a grape, would

open his lips when he put it into his mouth ; mean-

ing thereby, that grapes were made to eat, and lips

to open. You do love this maid?

mil. I do, Sir.

Clo, Give me your hand : art thou learned?

mil. No, Sir.

do. Then learn this of me ; to have, is to have.

For it is a figure in rhecorick, that drink being poured

out of a cup into a glafs, by filling the one doth

empty the other. For all your writers do confent,

that ipfe is he : now you are not ipfe-, for I am he.

FAIL Which he, Sir.?

Clo. He, Sir, that muft marry this woman ; there-

fore you, Clown, abandon, which is in the vulgar,

leave the fociety, which in the boorifh, is company,

of this female; which in the common, is woman;
which together is, abandon the fociety of this female j

or Clown, thou perifheft; or, to thy better under-

ftanding, dieft; or, to wit, I kill thee, make thee

away, tranflate thy life into death, thy liberty into

bondage*, ^ I will deal in poifon with thee, or in

baftinado, or in fteel j I will bandy with thee in

1 The heathen philofopher^ <vohsn he dejtred to eat a grape, &C.^

This was deligned as a fnere on the feveral trifling and inlignifi-

cant fayings and adtions, recorded of the ancient philofophers,

by the writers of their lives, fuch as Diogenes Laertius, Fhilo»

Jiratus^ EunapiuSy &c. as appears from its being introduced by
one of their ^ife fayings.

2 / i'j;7/ deal in poifon nuith thee^ or in hajiinado, or in feel i

I nvill bandy nvith thee in faSiion ; &r,] All thi» fecms to be aU
allufion to Sir Thomas Overbury % affair.

B b 2 faflioni
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fadion ; I will over-run thee with policy; I will kill

thee a hundred and fifty ways , th&refore tremble and
depart.

Jud. Do, good William,

Will. God reft you merry, Sir. [£;<//.

Enter Corin.

Cor. Our mafter and miftrefs leek you ; come away,

away

.

Clo, Trip, Audrey trip, Audreys I attend, I attend.

[^Exeunt,SCENE II.

Enter Orlando and Oliver,

Orla, Is't pofTible, that on fo little acquaintance

you fhould like her ? that, but feeing, you fhould love

her? and loving, woo? and wooing, fhe fhould

grant? and will you perfevere to enjoy her?

Oli. Neither call the giddinefs of it in queftion, the

poverty of her, the fmall acquaintance, my fudden

wooing, nor her fudden confenting ; but fay with me,
I love Aliena\ fay with her, that Ihe loves me; con-

fent 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 Sir Rowland* will 1 eftate upon
youj and here live and die a fhepherd.

Enter Rofalind.

Orla. 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 Rofalind,

Rof. God fave you, brother.

Oli, And you, fair fifter.

Rof, Oh, my dear Orlando^ how it grieves me to

fee thee vvear thy heart in a fcarf.

Orla.
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Orla. It is my arm.

Rof. I thought, thy heart had been wounded with

the cLuvs of a lion.

OrLi. Wounded it is, but with the eyes of a lady.

Rof. Did your brother tell you how I counterfeited

to fvvoon, when he fliew'd me your handkerchief?

Orla. Ay, and greater wonders than that.

Rof, O, 1 know where you are : nay, 'tis true :

there was never any thing fo fudden, but the fight of

two rams, and C^far*s thrafonical brag of I came^

/aw and overcame: for your brother and my fifter no

fooner met, but they look'd ; no fooner look'd, but

they lov'd; no fooner lov'd, but they figh'd ; no
Iboner figh'd, but they ask'd one another the reafon

;

no fooner knew the reafon, but they fought the re-

medy ; and in thefe 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.

Orla. They fhall be married to morrow; and I

will bid the Duke to the Nuptial. But, how
bitter a thing it is to look into happinefs through ano-

ther man's eyes ! by fo much the m.ore ihall I to mor-
row be at the height of heart-heavinefs, by how much
I fhall think my brother happy, in having what he

wiflies for.

Rof. Why, then to morrow I cannot ferve your

turn for Rofalind?

Orla. I can live no longer by thinking.

Rof, I will weary you then no longer with idle

talking. Know of me then, for now I fpeak to

fome purpofe, that I know, you are a gentleman of

good conceit. I fpeak not this, that you fhould bear

a good opinion of my knowledge; infomuch, 1 fay,

I know what you arc ; neither do i labour for a greater

elleem than may in fome little meafare draw a belief

B b 3 from
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from you to do your felf good, and not to grace me.
Believe then, it you pleafe, thaC I can do urange

things; I have, fince 1 was three years old, converft

with a magician, mod profound in his Art, and yet

not damnable. If you do love Rofaliv.d To near the

heart, as your geuure cries it out, when your brother

marries Aliena^ you ihall marry her. I know into

what ftraights of fortune fhe is driven, and it is not

impoifible to me, if it appear not inconvenient to

you, to fet her before your eyes to morrow j human
as fhe is, and without any danger.

Orla. SpeakMl thou in fober meanings .^^

Rof. By my life, I do; ^ which 1 tender dearly,

tho' I fay, I am a magician : therefore, put you on
your bed array; bid your friends, for if you will be

married to morro'.v, you lliall ; and to Rofalind^ if

you will.SCENE liL

Enter Silvius ani Phebe.

Look, here comes a lover of mine, and a lover of hers.

Phebe. Youth, you have done me much ungentle-

nefs.

To fliew the letter that I writ to you.

Rof. I care nor, if I have: it is my ftudy

To feem defpigntful and u.ngentle to you

:

You are there tollow'd by a faithful fliepherd
j

Look upon him, love him ; he woriliips you.

Phe. ' Good ihepherd, tell this youch v.' hat 'tis to

love.

Sil. ' It is to be made all of fighs ar.d tears,

* And lb am I for Phebe.*

Phe, And I for Ganimed,

3 nvhicb Itender dearly, tlo' Ifay, Iam a magician ;j Kence

it appears this w^is written in Jajr.es\ time, vv..en there v\a5 a

fcvere inquiliiioa atier v^iiches and magicians.

Orla.
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Orla. And I for Rofalind,

Rof. And I for no woman.

Sil, * Ic is to be made all of faith and fervice j

* And fo am I for Phebe.'

Phe, And I for Gammed.

Orla, And 1 for Rofalind,

Rof, And I for no woman.

Sil. ' It is to be all made of fantafie,

* All made of pafTion, and all made of wiflies,

* All adoration, duty and oblervance,

' All humblenefs, all patience, and impatience,

* Ail purity, all trial, all obfervance \

' And fo am I for Phehe.^

Phe. And fo am 1 for Ganimed.

Orla. And lb am I for Rofalind.

Rof And fo am I for no woman.
Pbe. If this be fo, why blame you me to ]ove you

\Xo Rof.

SiL If this be fo, why blame you me to Jove you?

[fto Phe.

Orla, If this be fo, why blame you me to love you?

Rof Who do you fpeak to, why blame you me to

love you ?

Orla. To her that is not here, nor doth not hear ?

Rof Pray you, no more of this; 'tis like the howl-

ing of Irifh wolves againft the moon \ I will help you
if 1 can; I would love you, if I could: to morrow
meet me all together ; I will marry you, if ever I

marry woman, and I'll be married to morrow ; \T^o

Phebe.] I will fatisfy you, if ever I fatisfy'd man, and
you fliall be married to morrow \ \fro Orl ] I will con-

tent you, if, what pleafes you, contents you ; and you
fhall be married to morrow, {fto Sil.] As you love Ro-
falind^ meet; as you \Q^tPbebe^ meet ; and as I love

no woman, Til meet. So fare you well ; I have left

you commands.

Sil. ril not fail, if I live.

B b 4 PhB.
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Pbe, Nor I.

Orla. Nor I. [Exeunt.

SCENE IV.

EnfcT Clown ami Audrey,

Clo. To morrow is the joyful day, Audrey: to

morrow will wc be married.

Aud. " I do defire it with all my heart •, and, I

" hope, it is no diilionell: defire, to dcfire to be a

woman of the world." Here come two of the

banifh'd Duke's pages.

Enter i'xo pages,

1 Page. Well mier, hor.efl gentleman.

Clo. By my troth, well met; come, fit, fit, and

a Song.

2 Page.- We are for yo'J, fit i'th' middle.

1 Pcge. Shall we clap into't roundly, without

hawking, or fpitting, or laying we are hoarfe, which

are the only prologues to a bad voice ^

2 Page, rfaith, iTaith, and both in a tune, like

two Gypfies on a horfe.

SONG.
// zvas a lo-ver and his Jafs^

Wtib a hfy\ and a hs^ and a hey nonino^

That 6*cr the green corn -field did pafs

In the fpring time ; the pretty fpring time.

When birds doJing^ hey ding a dwg, dingy

Szveet low ers love the fpring.

And therefore take the prefent titr^^

With a hey^ and a ho^ arid a hey nonino ;

For love is crowned iviib the pri;ne^

In the fpring time^ &c.

Be-
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Between the acres of the rye^

With a hey^ and a ho^ and a hey noninOy

Thefe pretty country-folks zvould lye^

In the fping time^ 6cc.

ne Ciirrot they began that hour^

With a hey^ and a ho^ arid a hey nonino^

Ho'iv that a life ivas hut a fbzuer^

In the faring time^ &c.

Clo. Truly, young gentlen^.an, though there wis no

great matter in the ditty, yet the note was very

{a) untimeable.

I Page. You are deceived, Sir, we kept time, we
loft not our time.

Qo. B/ my troth, yes: I count it but time lofl to

hear llich a foolifh Song. God b'w'y you, and God
• mend your voices. Come, Audrey, \Eiisu7it.

SCENE V.

Changes to another Part of the Furefi.

Enter Buke Senior^ Amiens, Jaq-jes, Orlando,

Oliver, and Celia.

DukeSen.Y\OST thou believe, Orlando^ that the
JL^ boy

Can do all this that he hath promifed ?

Oria, I fometimes do believe, and fometimes do nots
* As thofe that fear their hap, and know their fear.

4 As thofe that fear they hope, and kno^iv TBY.Y fear.'\

This ftrange ncnferife lliould be read thus,

As thofe thatfear their hap, and know THEIR fear.

i. e. As thofe who fear theilTue of a thing when they know their

fear to be well grounded.

[_(aj untimeahle. Mr. Theobald— Vulg. uniuneable, ]

Enter
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Ejiter Rofalind, Silvius and Phebe.

Rof. Patience once more, whiles our compadl is

urg'd :

You fay, if I bring in your Rofalind^ [To the Duke.

You will beftow her on Orlando here?

Duke Sen. That would i, had I Kingdoms to give

with her.

Rof. And you fay, you will have her when I bring

her? Orlando.

Orla. That would I, were I of all Kingdoms King.

Rof. You fay, you'll marry me, if I be willing,

[To Phebc.

Phe. That will I, fhould I die the hour after.

Rof. But if you do rcfufe to marry me.

You'll give your felf to this mod faithful fhepherd.

Phe. So is the bargain.

Rof You fay, that you'll have PhehCy if fhewill?

[To Silvius.

SiL Tho* to have her and death were both one

thing.

Rof I've promised to make all this matter even j

Keep you your word, O Duke, to give your daughter

;

You yours, Orlando^ to receive his daughter

:

Keep your word, Phebe^ that you'll marry me.

Or elfe, refufing me, to wed this fliepherd.

Keep your word, Silvius^ that you'll marry her.

If fhe relufe me-, and from hence 1 go

To make thefe doubts all even. [Exeunt Rof. and Celia.

Duke Sen. 1 do remember in this fliepherd-boy

Some lively touches of my daughter's favour.

Orla. My Lord^ the fu ll time that I ever faw him,

Methought, he was a brother to your daughter ;

But, my good Lord, this boy is forelf borji,

And hath been tutor'd in the rudimcfits

Of many defperate ftudies by his uncle i

Whom
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Whom he reports to be a great magician,

Obfcured in the circle of this tbrcft.

SCENE VI.

Enter Clown and Audrey.

Jaq. There is, fure, another flood toward, and

thele couples are coming to the Ark. ^ Here come
a pair of unclean bcails, which in all tongues are cali'i:

tools.

Clo. Salutation, and greeting, to you all

!

Jaq^. Good my Lord, bid him welcome. This is

the motley-minded gcrntleman, that 1 have fo ofccu

met in the foreft : he hath been a Courtier, he fwedrs.

Clo, ' If any man doubt that, let him put me co

* my purgation. I have trod a meafure ; I have flat-

' ter'd a lady ; I have been politick with my friend,

* fmooth with mine enemy ; I have undone three tay-

' lors I have had four quarrels, and like to have
' fought one.*

Jaq, And how was That ta'en up.?

Clo. 'Faith, we metj and found, the quarrel was

upon the feventh caufe.

Jaq, How the feventh caufe.'* good my lord,

like this fellow.

Duke Sen. I like him very well.

Clo. God*iId you. Sir, ^
1 defire of you the like :

I prefs in here, Sir, amongft the reft of the country

5 Here come a pair of very strange heafis, &c.j What !

frange beajis? and yet fuch as have a name in all hinguages?

Noah's Ark is here alluded to ; inco which the c/::an beaib en-

tered by fe'vejjs, and the uncleaa by i'wo, male and remale. It is

plain then that Shakcffear wrote, here come a pair of UNCLEAN
beajU^ which is highly humoaroas.

6 —/ dfpr'e you of the like ;] We fiiould read, I defire ofyou

the like. On the Dake's faying, I like him 'very nvelly ifie re*

piies, I defire you will give me caufe that I may like you too.

copu^
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copulatives, to fwear, and to forfwear, ^ according 25

marriage binds, and blood breaks : a poor virgin.

Sir, an " ill-favour'd thing, Sir, bet mine own; a
" poor humour of mine, Sir, to take That ituLZ no
" man elfe will." Rich honefty dwells like a miler.

Sir, in a poor houfe; as your pearl, in your fv-ul

oyuer.

Duke Ser.. By my fiich, he is very fwifc and fen-

ten rious.

Clo. According to the fcoi's bol:. Sir, and fuch

c„!:t: difeaies.

Bur, for the fevcnth caufe 5 how did you find

the quarrel on the feventh caule ?

C^j, " Upon a lie (even times removed ; (l^ear

" your body more feeming, Audrey) ^ as thus. Sir

;

*' I did dilLike the CJt of a certain Courtier's beard

;

" he fen: me word, if I laid his beard was not cut

well, he was in the niind it was. This is caird
" the RitcTt cowrteyus. If I fent him word again,
" it was not well cjt, he would fend me word, he

cut it to pleafe himielf. Tais is cali'J the
*' modefi. If again, it was not well cur, he diUbied
** my judgment. This is call'd the Reply cburUJh, If

again, it was not well cut, he would anfwer, I

Ipake not true. This is cail'd the Reprocf vxiant,

7 accwdimg Ms marru^e bijtis, e*d hU§d hreais The ccn-
ftm^oa is, /« f=auAr ms marriage himJs. Which I Lhink is ccc
E»gli^. I fofped Sbaiejpfar wrote it thus, /»fweur axd isfir-

. ^cear, accardlxg as marriage bids, and hlood bios break.

% as th%5^ Sir; I did dijiike the cat of ^ ccurtier*s heard •]

This fbilj is toachcd cpoa with high hiunoor hj Fletcher in hi^
^juemoS Ccrimtb.

Has hefamiltarfy

"DifiiEdj0mryellrvafiarch, er faidjswr dsuhldt

Was mat exaSfyfrenchifiid?
#r dra^'Mjffxr fzcitrJ,

Cr^d 't=aijs iU meanted? Has ie gi^-em thelje
Ik z - f «r femidrcle

Cr . y» majt cbaUnge him.

If
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«* If again, it was not well cut, he would fay, I lye.

" This is call'd the Countercheck quarrelfome \ and fo,

the hye circumftantial^ and the Lye dire^.

Jaq^. And how oft did you fay, his beard was not

well cut?

CIo. " I durfl: go no further than the Lye circum-

fiayitial\ nor he durft not give me Lye direct

^

and fo we meafur'd fwords and parted."

Jaci, Can you nominate in order now the degrees of
the l.ye?

Clo. " 9 o Sir, we quarrel in print, by the book ;

as you have books for good manners. I will name
" you

9 O ^zV, quarrel in print
^

hy the hook ;] The Poet has,

in this fcene, rallied the mode of formal dueling, then fo pre-

valent, with the higheft humour and addrcfs ; nor could he have
treated it with a happier contempt, than by making his C/owa
fo knowing in the forms and preliminaries of it. The particular

book here alluded to is a very ridiculous treatife of one Vincentio

Sa'violoy intitled, Of honour and honourable quarrels, in Quarto
printed by Wolf, 1594. The firll part of this traft he intitles,

J difcourfe moji necejfary for all gentlemen that hanje in regard
iheir honors, touching the ginjing and receiving the lye, <njjhere'

upon the Duello and the Combat in di'vers forms doth enfue ; and
piafiy other inconn^eniences, for lack only of true knonoledge of
honor, and the right understanding of words, nxihich

here is fet donvn. The contents of the feveral chapters are as

follow. I. What the reafon is that the party unto nxihom the lye

is ginjen ought to become challenger, and of the nature of lies,

II. Of the manner and dinjerfety of lies. 111. Of the lye cer^^

tain, or direft. IV. Of conditional lies, or the lye circum-
ftantial. V. Of the lye in general. VI. Of the lye in particw
lar. VII. Offoolijh lies. VIII. A conclufion touching the njoreji^

ing or returning back of the lye, or the countercheck quarrelfome.

In the chapter of conditional lies fpeaking of the particle if, he
fays

—

Conditional lies be fuch as are gi<ven conditionally thus— IP
thou haji faidfo orfo, then thou lieji. Of thefe kind of lies, giqjen

in this manner, often arife 7nuch contention, thereof no fure
conclufton can arife. By which he means, they cannot proceed
to cut one another's throats, while there is an if between. Which
is the reafon of Shakefpears making the Clonjun fay, / kne^uu

^jhen fs^en jufices could not make up a quarrel: but ^hen the

parties
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" you the degrees. The firfl-, the Retort courteous;

" the fecond, the Qiiip modeft the third, the Reply

churlifh ; the fourth, the Reproof valiant the

" fifth, the countercheck quarrelfome; the fix th, the

Lye with circumftance-, the feventh, the Lye di-

" red. All thefe you may avoid, but the Lye dired ;

" 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, if you faid fo, then

I faid fo-, and they fhook hands, and fwore bro-

*^ thers. Your If is the only peace-maker; much
** virtue in If.'*

Ja(i. Is not this a rare fellow, my lord? he's good

at any thing, and yet a fool.

Tiuke Sen. He ufes his folly like a ftalking-horfe,

and under the prefentation of that he fhoots his wit.

SCENE VIL

Enter Hymen, Rofalind in woman^s cloaths^ and Celia,

Still Musick.
Hym. Hhen is there mirth in heav*n^

When earthly things made even

Atone together.

Good Buke^ receive thy daughter^

Hymen from heaven brought her^

Tea. brought her hither

:

T'hat thou might'*ftjoin her hand with his^

Whofs heart within his bofom is,

parties 'were met themfelves y one of them thought hut of an if,

as if you faid fo, then I faid fo, and they fhook hands^ andfauore
brothers. Tour if is the only peace maker \ much virtue in if.

Caranza was anotiier of theie authencick Aurhors upon the

Duello. Fletcher in Wis lalt A<St of Lo-ve'^s Pilgrimage ridicules

him with much humour.

Rof.
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B.Qf, To you I give my felf; for I am yours.

\To the Buke.

To you I give my felf ; for I am yours. \Yo Orlando.

Duke Sen. If there be truth in fight, you are my
Daughter.

Orla. If there be truth in fight, you are my Rofalind,

Phe. If fight and fhape be true,

Why, then my love adieu!

Rof. I'll have no father, if you be not he

;

ril have no husband, if you be not he;

Nor ne'er wed woman, if you be not (he.

Hym, Peace, hoa! I bar confufion

:

'Tis I muft make conclufion

Of thefe moft ftrange events

:

Here's eight that muft take hands,

To join in Hymen^s bands,

If truth holds true contents.

You and you no Crofs fliall part;

You and you are heart in heart

;

You to his iove muft accord,

Or have a woman to your lord.

You and you are fure together.

As the winter to foul weather

;

Whiles a wedlock- hymn we fing.

Feed your felves with queftioning:

That reafon wonder may diminifti,

How thus we meet, and thefe things ftnifn.

SONG.
Wedding is great Juno'i Crown^

O hlejfed bond of board and bed!

^I'is Hymen peoples every town^

High wedlock then be honoured:

Honour^ high honour and renown
To Hymen, God of every town!
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Duke Sen. O my dear neice, welcome thou art to

me,

Ev'n daughter-welcome, in no lefs degree.

Phe, 1 will not eat my word, now thou art mine j

Thy faith my fancy to thee doth combine.

SCENE VIIL

Enter Jaques de Boys.

Jaq. de B, Let me have audience for a word or

two :

I am the fecond fon of old Sir Rowland^

That bring thefe tidings to this fair aflcmbly.

Duke Frederick hearing, how that every day

Men of great worth reforted to this forefl,

Addrefs'd a mighty power, which were on foot

In his own condudl purpofely to take

His brother here, and put him to the fword

:

And to the skirts of this wild wood he came.

Where meeting with an old religious man,

After fome queftion with him, was converted

Both from his enterprize, and from the world ;

His Crown bequeathing to his banifh'd brother.

And all their lands reftor'd to them again,

That were with him exil'd. This to be true,

I do engage my life.

Duke Sen. Welcome, young man

:

Thou ofFer'ft fairly to thy brother's wedding ;

To one, his lands with-held ; and to the other,

A land itfelf at large, a potent Dukedom.
Firll, in this foreft, let us do thofe ends

That here were well begun, and well begot

:

And after, every of this happy number.

That have endur'd flirewd days and nights with us.

Shall fhare the good of our returned fortune.

According to the meafure of theif ftates.

Mean
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Mean time, forget this new-fall'n dignity.

And fall into our ruftick revelry :

Play, mufick; and you brides and bridegrooms all,

With mealure heap'd in joy, to th* meafures fall.

Ja(i. Sir, by your patience : if I heard you rightly.

The Duke hath put on a religious life,

And thrown into negledt the pompous Court.

Ja(i, de B. He hath.

Jaq. To him will I: out of thefe convertites

There is much matter to be heard and learn'd.

You to your former Honour I bequeath, [To the Dtike.

Your patience and your virtue well del'erve it :

You to a love, that your true fi\ith doth merit

;

1^0 Orb.

You to ycur land, and love, and great allies i

{To Oil

You to a long and well deferved bed [/<? Silv.

And you to wrangling j for thy loving voyage

[J'o the Clozvn,

Is but for two months viftual'd : fo to your pleafures:

I am for other than for dancing meafures.

J)like Sen, Stay, Jaques^ ftay.

Jaq, To fee no paftime, I : what you would have,

I'll ftay to know at your abandon'd Cave. [^Exit,

Duke Sen. Proceed, proceed j we v/ili begin thefe

rites >

As, we do iriill they'll endj in true delights,

EPILOGUE.
Rof. It is not the fafhion to fee the lady the Epi-

logue *, but ic is no more unhandfome, than to iee

tiie lord the Prologue. If it be true, that good wine

needs no hiifh^ 'tis true, that a good Play needs no Epi-

logue, Yet to good wine they do ufe good bufhes;

and good Pl^ys prove the better by the help of good
Epilogues. What a cafe am I in then, that am neither

Vo L. IL C c a 2ood
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a good Epilogue, nor can infinuate with you in the

behalf of a good PJay ? I am not furnifli'd like a

beggar; therefore to beg will not beconie me. My
way is to conjure you, and Til begin with the women.
* I charge you, O women, for the love you bear to

men, to like as much of this Play as pleafes them

:

and I charge you, O men, for the love you bear to

women, (as I perceive by your fimpring, none of
you hate them) to like as much as pleafes them : that

between you and the women, the Play may pleafe.

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
curt' fie, bid me farewel. [^Exeunt cmnes.

I I charge youy O ivometii for the love you bear to men, to like

as much of this play as pleafes you : and I charge you, O men,

for the lo've you bear to <zvomen, that betnveen you and the

luomen, &c.] This paffage ftiould be read thus, / charge you, O
<U!omen, for the love you bear to men, to like as much of this play

as pleafes them : and I charge you, O men, for the love you bear

to <women, To like as much as pleases them, that

hetvoeen you and the vcomen, &c. Without the alteration of You

into T^hem the invocation is nonfenfe ; and without the addition

of the words, to like as much as pleafes them, the inference of,

that hetnjceen you and the nxomen the play may pafs, would be un-

fupported by any precedent premifes. The words feem to have

been ftruck cut by fomc fenfelefs Player, as a vicious redim*

dancy.

THE
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Charadlers in the Induction.

ALord^ before whom the Play is fuppos^d to heplafd,

Chriftopher Sly, ^ drunken Tinker,

Hoftefs.

Page, Players, Hunt/men, and other Servants attending

on the Lord,

Dramatis Perfonas.

Baptlfta, Father to Catharina and Bianca j very rich,

Vincentio, an old gentleman of Pifa.

Lucentio, Son to Vincentio, in love with Bianca.

Petruchio, a gentleman of Ytxon?i, afuitor /^Catharina.

Biondello, ]
"^^'^ " Lucentio.

Grumio, Servant to Petruchio.

Pedant, an oldfellow fet up to perfonate Vincentio.

Catharina, the Shrew,

Bianca, her Sijler.

PVidow,

"Taylor, Haherdafners \ with Servants attending on

Baptifta and Petruchio.

SCENE, fometimes in Padua; a?idfometimes in

Petruchio'i Houje in the Country,

THE
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INDUCTION,
S C E N E I.

Before aii Alehoufe on a Heath.

Enter Hoftefs and Sly,

Sly.
'L L pheeze you, in faith.

Hoft, A pair of flocks, you rogue'
Sly. Y'are a baggage; the Sites are no

tM*^.M^
rogues Look in the Chronicles, we cameefKSWS» jn with Richard Conqueror; therefore

^paucuspa^labns; Jet the world Aide: Seja
'

buSf ^'^^ '^ave

to thy cold bed, and warm thee.
^

Meaning
Spanifh.^^™

, / , r, T . Mr. Theobald,

the
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Hoft. I know my remedy ' I muft go fetch the

Third-borough.

Sly. Third, or fourth, or fifth borough, I'll an-

fwer him by law ; I'll not budge an inch, boy ; let him
come, and kindly. {Falls ajleep,

SCENE II.

Wind horns. Enter a Lordfrom huntings with a "Train.

Lord. Huntfman, I charge thee, tender well my
hounds

;

(a) Leech Merriman^ the poor cur is imbofl:

;

And couple Clowder with the deep-mouth'd Brach.

Saw'fh thou not, boy, how Silver made it good
At the hedge-corner in thecoldefl: fault?

I would not lofe the dog for twenty pound.

Hun. Why, Belman is as good as he, my lord ;

He cried upon it at the meerefl: lofs.

And twice to day pick'd out the dulleft fcent

:

Trufl me, I take him for the better dog.

the poet had no fuch intentions. There is a fuftian old 'play,

call'd, Hieronymo; Or, The Spanijh Tragedy: which, . I find,

was the common butt of rallery to all the poets oF Shakefpear%

time : and a pallage, that appeared very ridiculous in that play,

is here humourouliy alluded to. Hi^fOTiymo, thinking himlelf

injured, applies to the King for juftice; but the courtiers, who
did not defire his wrongs fhould be fet in a true light, attempt to

hinder him from an audience.

Hiero. Jujlice, oh ! jujlice to Hieronymo.
Lor. Back', feefi thou not, the King is bufa ?

Hiero. Ohy is heJo?
King. Who is He, that interrupts cur Bufinefs ?

Hier. Not I : Hieronymo, benjcare % go by, go by.

3'^ Sl^ here, not caring to be dun'd by the Hojiefs, cries to her

m efFefl, Dent be troublefom^ don't interrupt me^ go by.
Mr. Theobald.

3 Imujigo fetch the Headhorough.^ Vulg. A poor njAtticifm

{as Mr. Theobald rightly calls it) reltored by him.

[(a) Leech Merriman, Oxford Editor Vulg. Bracb Mer-

riman.J
Lora.
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Lord, Thou art a fool ; if Eccho were as fleer,

I would eftec'in him worth a dozen fuch.

But fup tlicMi well, and look unto them all.

To morro^v I intend to hunt again.

Hunt. 1 will, my lord.

Lord. What's here ? one dead, or drunk ? fee, doth
he breathe ?

2 Hun. He breathes, my Lord. Were he not
warm'd with ale,

This were a bed but cold, to deep fo foundly.

J^ord. O mondrous beafl! how like a fwine he lies

!

Grim death, how foul and loathfome is thy image!
Sirs, I will pradife on this drunken man.
What think you, if he were convey'd to bed.

Wrapt in fweet cloaths; rings put upon his fingers;

A mod delicious banquet by his bed,

And brave attendants near him, when he wakes;
Woukl not the beggar then forget himfelf

1 Hun, Believe me. Lord, 1 think he cannot chufe.

2 Hun. It would feem ftrange unto him, when he
wak'd.

Lord. Even as a flatt'ring dream, or worthlels

fancy.

Then take him up, and manage well the jeft

:

Carry him gently to my faireft chamber.

And hang it round with all my wanton pidlures;

Balm his foul head with warm diftilled waters.

And burn fweet wood to make the lodging fweet.

Procure me mufick ready, when he wakes.

To make a dulcet and a heav'nly found *,

And if he chance to fpeak, be ready ftraight.

And with a low fubmiftive reverence

Say, what is it your Honour will command?
Let one attend him with a filver bafon

Full of Rofe-water, and beflrew'd with flowers;

Another bear the ewer; a third a diaper;

And fay, wilt pleafe your lordlhip cool your hands?

C c 4 Some
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Some one be ready with a coftly fuit.

And ask him what apparel he will wear;
Another tell him of his hounds and horfe.

And that his Lady mourns at his difeafe;

Perfvvade him, that he hath been lunatick.

Arid when he fays he is," fay, that he dreams

;

For he is nothings imt a mighty lord :

This do^ and do it kindly, gentle Sirs

:

It will be paftime pafling excellent,

If it be husbanded with modefty.

1 Hun, My Lord, J warrant you, we'll play our

part.

As he fhall think, by our true diligence.

He is no lefs than what we fay he is.

Lord, Take him up gently, and to bed with him ;

And each one to his Office, when he wakes.

\_SG?ne hear out Sly. Sound Trumpets,

Sirrah, go fee what trumpet is that founds.

Belike, ibme noble gentleman that means, \_Ex. Servant^

Travelling fomejourney, to repofe him here.

S e E N E IIL

Re-enter Servant,

How now ? who is it }

Ser. A n't pleafe your Honour, Players

That offer fervice to your lordfhip.

Lord. Bid them come near :

Enter Players,

Now, Fellows, you are welcome.

Play, We thank your Honour.
Lord, Do you intend to ftay with me to night?

2 Play. So pleafe your Lordfhip to accept our duty.

Lord. With all my heart. This fellow i remember.

Since once he play'd a farmer's eldeft fon ;

?Twas where you woo'd the gendewoman fp well

:

\
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I have forgot your name ; but, fure, that part

Was aptly fitted, and naturally performed.

Sim. 1 think, 'twas Soto that your Honour meanSc

Lord. 'Tis very true; thou didft it excellent:

Well, you are come to me in happy time.

The rather for 1 have fome fport in hand.

Wherein your cunning can alTift me much.

There is a I^ord will hear you play to night;

But I am doubtful of your modefties.

Left, over-eying of his odd Behaviour,

( For yet his honour never heard a Play,

)

You break into fome merry PafTion,

And fo offend him : for I tell you, Sirs,

If you fhould fmile, he grows impatient.

Flay. Fear not, my lord, we can contain ourfclves

;

Were he the verieft antick in the world.

2 Play, [to the other.'] Go get a Difhclout to make
clean your Ihoes, and I'll fpeak for the properties.

[Exit Player.

My lord, we muft have a fhoulder of mutton for a
property, and ^ a litde Vinegar to make our devil

roar.

Lord. Go, firrah, take them to the buttery.

And give them friendly welcome, every one

:

Let them want nothing that the houfe affords.

[Exit one with the Players.

4 a little Vinegar to make cur de^vil roar^ When the a£l->

ing the wyjieries of the old and new Teftament was in vogue;
at the reprefentation of the myjiery of the Paffion, Judas and
the Devil made a part. And the Devil, whereever he came,
was always to fuffer fome difgrace, to make the people laugh : As
here, the bufFonery was to apply the gall and vinegar to make
him roar. And the Paffion being chat, of all the myjieries, which
was mcil frequently reprefented, vinegar became at length the Hand-
ing implement to torment the Devil : And ufed for this purpofe
even after the myjieries ceafed, and the moralities came in

vogue; where the Devil continued to have a confiderable part.

—

The mention of it here was to ridicule fo abfurd a circumftance

ip thefe old farces.

Sirrah,
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Sirrah, go you to Bartholmew my page.

And fee him dreft in all fuits like. a lady.

That done, condud him to the drunkard's chamber.
And call him Madam, do him all obeifance.

Tell him from me, (as he will win my love)

He bear himfelf with honourable action.

Such as he hath obferv'd in noble ladies

Unto their Lords, by them accomplilhcd ;

Such duty to the drunkard let him do,

With foft low tongue, and lowly courtefie

;

And fay; what is'c your Honour will command.
Wherein your lady, and your humble wife.

May fhew her duty, and make known her love ?

And then with kind embracements, tempting kifTes,

And with declining head into his bofom.

Bid him fhed tears, as being over-joy'd

To fee her noble lord reftor'd to health,

Who for twice feven years hath efteem'd himfelf

No better thm a poor and loathfome beggar

:

And if the boy have not a woman's gift

To rain a fhower of commanded tears,

An Onion will do well for fuch a fhift

;

Which in a Napkin being clofe convey'd.

Shall in defpight enforce a wat'ry eye.

See this difpatca'd,- with all the hafte thou canft;

Anon I'll give thee more infl:ru6lions. [^Exit Servants

I know the boy will well ufurp the grace.

Voice, gate, and adion of a gentlewoman.

I long to hear him call the drunkard, husband ;

And how my men will ftay themfelves from laughter.

When they do homage to this fimple peafantj

I'll in to counfel them: haply, my prefence

May well abate the over- merry fpleen

;

Which otherwife will go into extreams. [^Exit Lord,

SCENE
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SCENE IV.

Changes to a Bedchamber in the Lord's Houfe.

Enter Sly with Attendants^ fome with apparely lafon

and ewer^ and other appurtenances. Re-enter Lord,

Sly. J^OR God's fake, a pot of finall ale.

^ I Serv. WiJl't pleafe your lordfliip drink a

cup of fack \

2 Serv. Will't pleafe your Honour tafte of thefe

Conferves ?

3 Serv. What raiment will your Honour wear to

day ?

Sly. I am Chriftopher Sly., call not me Honour, nor

lordlhip: I ne'er drank fack in my life: and if you
give me any Conferves, give me Conferves of beef

:

ne'er ask me what raiment I'll wear, for I have no
more doublets than backs, no more (lockings than

legs, nor no more fhoes than feet, nay, fometimes,

more feet than fhoes ; or fuch Ihoes as my toes look

through the over- leather.

Lord. Heav'n ceafe this idle humour in your Honour ?

Oh, that a mighty man of fuch defcent.

Of fuch pofiTeffions, and fo high efteem.

Should be infufed with fo foui a fpirit!—

-

Sly. What, would you make me mad ? am not I

Chriflophero Sly^ old Slf^ Son of Burton-heathy by
birth a pedlar, by education a card-maker, by tranf.

mutation a bearherd, and now by prefent profeflion a

tinker? ask Marian Hacket^ the fat ale-v^ife of Win"
cot^ if (he know me not ; if fhe fay, I am not four-

teen pence on the fcore for Iheer ale, fcore me up for

the lying'ft knave in Chriftendom, What, I am not

beftraught : here's

I Man,
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1 Man. Oh, this it is that makes your lady mourn.

2 Man, Oh, this it is that makes your fervants

droop.

Lord, Hence comes it, that your kindred (hun your
houfe,

As beaten hence by your ftrange lunacy.

Oh, noble Lord, bethink thee of thy birth.

Call home thy ancient thoughts from banifhment.

And banifh hence thefe abjedl lowly dreams.

Look, how thy fervants do attend on thee

;

Each in his office ready at thy beck.

Wilt thou have mufick ? hark, j^pollo plays *, \Mufick»

And twenty caged nightingales do fmg.

Or wilt thou fleep.?* we'll have thee to a couch.

Softer and Tweeter than the luftful bed

On purpofe trimm'd up for Semiramis.
Say, thou wilt walk, we will beftrow the ground :

Or wilt thou ride? thy horfes fhall be trapp'd.

Their harnefs fludded all with gold and pearL

Doft thou love hawking ? thou haft hawks, will foar

Above the morning lark. Or wilt thou hunt.f^

Thy hounds ffiall make the welkin anfwer them.

And fetch fhrill echoes from the hollow earth.

1 Man. Say, thou wilt courfe, thy greyhounds are

as fwift

As breathed flags ; ay, fleeter than the roe.

2 Man. Doft thou love pidures ^ we will fetch thee

ftraight

Jdents., painted by a running brook

;

And CitherCO, all in fcdges hid \

Which feem to move, and wanton with her breath,

Ev'n as the waving fedges play with wind.

Lord. We'll Ihew thee /(?, as flie was a maid.

And how flic was beguiled and furpris'd.

As lively painted as the deed was done.

3 Man. Or Daphne roaming through a thorny wood,

Scratching her legs, that one lhall fwear (he bleeds

:
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And at that fight fliall fad Apllo weep

:

So workmanly the blood and tears are drawn.

Lijvd. Thou art a lord, and nothing but a lord :

Thou haft a lady far more beautiful

Than any woman in this waining age.

1 Man. And 'till the tears, that fhe hath (hcd for

thee.

Like envious floods, o'er- ran her lovely face.

She was the faireft creature in the world,

And yet fhe is inferior to none.

Sly, Am I a Lord, and have I fuch a Lady ?

Or do I dream } or have I dream'd till now ?

1 do not fleep ; I fee, I hear, I fpeak

;

I fmell fweet favours, and I feel fbft things:

Upon my life, I am a Lord, indeed

;

And not a Tinker, nor Chrijiophero Sly.

Well, bring our Lady hither to our fight,

And once again, a pot o' th' fmalleft ale,

2 Man, WilPt pleafe your Mightinefs to waft your

hands ?

Oh, how we joy to fee your wits reftor'd I

Oh, that once more you knew but what you are!

Thefe fifteen years you have been in a dream.

Or, when you wak'd, fo wak*d as if you flept.

Sly. Thefc fifteen years! by my fay, a goodly nap:

But did 1 never fpeak of all that time ?

I Man, Oh, yes, my Lord, but very idle words.

For tho' you lay here in this goodly chamber.

Yet would you fay, ye v/ere beaten our of door.

And rail'd upon the Hoftefs of the houfe ;

And fay, you would prefent her at the Leer,

Becaufe fhe bought ftone-jugs, and no feal'd quarts;

Sometimes, you would call out for Cicely Hacket,

Sly. Ay, the woman's maid of the houfe.

3 Man. Why, Sir, you know no houfe j nor no
fuch maid

;

Nor no fuch men, as you have reckon'd up

;

As
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As Stepbe-ft Sfyy and old John Naps of Greece^

And Peter Turf, and Henry Pimpernelly

And twenty more fuch names and men as thefe,

Which never were, nor no man ever faw.

Sly, Now Lord be thanked for my good amends

!

AIL Amen. •

Sly, By th' Mafs, I think I am a Lord indeed.

What is thy name ?

Man. Sinj, an't pleafe your Honour.
Sly. Sim ? that's as much as to fay, Simeon or *S*/-

mon ; put forth thy hand and fill the pot.

[The fer-jant gives him drink,

SCENE V.

Enter Lady, with Attendants.

I thank thee; thou flialt not lofe by it.

Lady. How fares my noble Lord ?

Sly. Marry, I fare well, for here is cheer enough.

Where's my wife?

Lady. Here, noble Lord, what is thy will with

her?

Sly. Are you my wife, and will not call me huf^

band ? My men fnould call me lord, 1 am your good
man.

Lady. My husband and my lord, my Lord and

husband

;

I am your wife in all obedience.

Sly. I know it well : what mull I call her?

Lord, Madam.
Sly. Alee madam, or Joan madam }

Lord. Madam, and nothing elfe, fo lords call ladies.

Sly. Come, fit down on my knee. Sirn^ drink to her.

Madam wife, they fay, that I have dream'd, and

flept above fome fifteen years and more.

Lady. Ay, and the time feems thirty unto me,

Being all this time abandoned from your bed.

Sly»
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Sfy. 'Tis much. Servants, leave me and her alone.:—

.

Madam, undrefs you, and come now to bed, Sim,

drink to her.

Lady. Thrice-noble Lord, let me entreat of you.

To pardon me yet for a night or two :

Or, if not fo, until the fun be fet

;

For your Phyficians have exprefly charg'd.

In peril to incur your former malady.

That I fliould yet abfent me from your bed

;

I hope, this reafon (lands for my excufe.

Sly. Ay, it (lands fo, that I may hardly tarry fb

long; but I would be loath to fall into my dream

again : I will therefore tarry in defpighc of the flefli

and the blood.

SCENE VI.

Enter a Mejjenger.

MeJJ. Your Honour's Pkyers, hearing your amend-
ment,

Are come to play a pleafant Comedy;
For fo your Dodors hold it very meet.

Seeing too much fadncfs hath congeai'd 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 merriment;

Which bars a thoufand harms, and lengthens life.

Sly, Marry, I will; let them play; is it not a
Commodity? a Chyijlmas gambol, or a tumbling

trick }

Lady. No, my good Lord, it is more pleafing fluff.

Sly. What, houlhcld (luff?

Lady. It is a kind of hi (lory.

Sly. Well, we'll fee't : come. Madam wife, (it by
my fide, and let the world flip, v/e (hall ne*er be

younger,

H E

1
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A C T I. S C E N E L

A Street in Padua.

Flourijh. Enter Lucentio and Tranio,

L U CENTI O.

j^^^^^'j Ranto^ fince for the great defire I had

l^^^^^i. To fee fair nurfery of arts,

ISIT j^j I am arriv'd from fruitful Lombardy^

l^^^gRi The pleafant garden of great Italy ;

i^a^SJ And, by my father's love and leave, am
arm'd

With his good-will, and thy good company:

Moft trufty fervant, well approv'd in all.

Here let us breathe, and haply inftiture

A courfe of learning, and ingenious lludies-

Pifa^ renowned for grave citizens.

Gave mc my Being ; and my father firfl,

A merchant of great traflick through the world :

Vincentio^s come of the Bentivolii^

Vincentio his fon, brought up in Florence^

It
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Ic fhall become to ferve all hopes conceiv'd.

To deck his fortune with his virtuous deeds

:

And therefore, Tranio, for the time I lludy,

(a) Vo Virtue and that part of philofophy

Will I apply, that treats of happinefs

By vircue fpecially to be atchiev'd.

Tell me thy mmd, for 1 have Pifa left.

And am to Padua come, as he that leaves

A Hiallo^v plafh to plunge him in the deep.

And with latiety feeks to quench his thirlf.

Tra. Me pardcnato^ gentle mafter mine,

I am in all affedled as your felf

:

Glad, that you thus continue your refolve,

To ilick the fweets of fwcet philofophy :

Only, good mafter, wliiie we do admire

This virtue, and this moral difcipline,

Let's be noStoicks, nor no ftock?, 1 pray,

Or, fo devote to Ariflotk^s checks.

As Ovid be an Outcalt quite abjur'd.

Talk logick with acquaintance that you have.

And practife rhetorick in your common talk j

Mufick and Poefie ufe to quicken you j

The Mathematicks, and the Metaphyficks,

Fail to them, as you find your flomach ferves you :

No profit grows, where is no pleafure ta'en

;

In brief, Sir, ftudy what you moft affcfl.

Luc. Gramercies, Tranio^ well doft thou advifej

If, Biondello^ thou wert come alhore,

We could at once put us in readinefsj

And take a lodging fit to entertain

Such friends, as time in Padua fhall beget.

Bjt (lay a while, what company is this ?

Tra. Mafter, feme fho^' to welcome us to town.

[
(a) To 'virtue. Oxford Editor— VuJg. rjirtug.

]

Vol. ir. D d SCENE
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SCENE II.

Enter Baprifla 'uuith Catharina and Bianca, GremiQ

and Hortenfio. Lucencio and Tranio Jland by.

Bap. Gentlemen Both, importune me no farther,

For how I firmly am refolv'd, you know;
That is, not to beftow my youngeft Daughter,

Before I have a husband for the eider;

If either of you both love Catharina^

Becaufe I know you well, and love you well.

Leave fhall you have to court her at your pleafure.

Gre. To cart her rather.— She's too rough for me

:

There, there, Hortenfio^ will you any wife ?

Cath. I pray you, Sir, is it your will

To make a Stale of me amongfl: thefe mates ?

Hor. Mates, maid, how mean you that ? no mates

for you ;

Unlefs you were of gentler, milder, mould.

Cath. Pfaith, Sir, you fhall never need to fear,

I wis, it is not half \vay to her heart :

But if it were, doubt not, her care fhall be

To comb your noddle with a three-legg'd (lool.

And paint your face, and ufe you like a fool.

Hor» From all fuch devils, good Lord, deliver us.

Gre, And me too, good Lord.
2"ra, Hufh, mafter, here's fome good paftime"

toward •,

That wench is flark mad, or wonderful fro-

ward.

Luc, But in the other's filence I dc fee yofide.

Maid's mild behaviour and fobriety.

Peace, Cranio.

Tra, Well fald, mafter; mum! and gaze

your fill.

Bap, Gendemen, that I may foon make good

What I have faid, Biancay gee you in

;

And
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And let it not difpleafc thee, good Bianca^

For I will love thee ne'er the lefs, my girl.

Cath. A pretty Peat I it is belt put finger in the

eye, an fhe knew why.
Bian, Sifter, concent you in my difcontent.

Sir, to your pleafure humbly 1 fubfcribe:

My books and inllruments fhall be my company.
On thcni to look, and pradtife by my lelf.

Liic. Hark, ^ranio^ thou may'ft \it2iX Minerva fpeak.

Hor. Signior Baptijia^ will you be fo ftrange?

Sorry am 1, that our good will effeds

Biancus 2;rief.

Gre, Why will you mew her up,

Signior Baptifta^ for this fiend of hell,

And make her bear the penance of her tongue ?

Br,p, Gentlemen, content ye; I am refolv'd

:

Go in, Bianca.^—• \_Exi^ Bianca.

And for I know, flie taketh mod delight

In mufick, inllruments, and poetry ;

School-malters will I keep within my houfe.

Fit to inflrudl: her youth. If you, Hortenfio^

Or Signior Gremio^ you, 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 farcwel : Catharina^ you may flay.

For I have more to commune with Bianca. [E.xiL

Cath. Why, and, I truft, I may go too, may 1 not?

what, (hall 1 be appointed hours, as tho', belike, I

knew not what to take, and what to leave? ha!

SCENE III.

Gre. You may goto the devil's dam: your gifts

are io good, here is none will hold you. Our love is

not fo great, Horter:ftOy but we may blov/ our nails

D d 2 together.
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together, and fad it fairly out. Our cake's dow on
both fides. Farewel •, yet for the love I bear my
fweet Bianca^ if I can by any means h'ght on a fit

man to teach her That wherein fhe delights, I will

wifh him to her Father.

Uor. So will I, Signior Gremio : but a word, I

pray *, tho' the nature of our quarrel never yet brook'd

Parle, know now, upon advice, it toucheth us Both,

that we may yet again have accefs to our fair Miftrefs,

and be happy rivals in Bianca*s love, to labour and

effect one thing 'fpecially.

Gre. What's that, I pray ?

Bor. Marry, Sir, to get a husband for her fifter.

Gre. A husband 1 a devil.

Hor. I fay, a husband.

Gre. I fay, a devil, Think'ft thou, Hortenjto,

tho* her father be very rich, any man is fo very a

fool to be married to hell ?

Hor. Tufh, Gre?mo ; tho' it pafs your patience and

mine to endure her loud alarms, why, man, there be

good fellows in the world, an a man could light on

them, would take her with all her faults, and mony
enough.

Gre. I cannot tell but I had as lief take her dowry

with this condition, to be whip'd at the high-crols

every morning.

Hor. 'Faith, as you fay, there's a fmall choice in

rotten apples: but, come, fince this bar in law makes

us friends, it fhall be fo far forth friendly maintain'd,

•till by helping Baptijia's elded daughter to a huf-

band, we fet his youngeft free for' a husband, and

then have to*t a^refh. Sweet Bianca! happy man be

his dole! he that runs fafteft gets the ring-, how fay

you, Signior Gremio?

Gre. I am agreed ; and would I had given him the

beft horfc in Padua to begin his wooing, that would

throughly
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throughly wooe her, wed her, and bed her, and rid

the houfe of her. Come on.

{Exeunt Gremio and Hortenfio.

S C E N E IV.

Manent Tranio and Lucentio.

I'ra. I pray, Sir, tell me, is it pofliblc

That love fhould on a fudden take liich hold ?

Luc. Oh 'Tranio^ 'till I found it to be true,

I never thoughc it poITible or likely.

Bat fee, while idly I ftood looking on,

I found * th' effedl of Love in idlenefs

:

And now in plainnefs do confefs to thee,

(That art to me as fecrer, and as dear.

As Anna to the Queen of Carthage was ;)

^ranio^ I burn, 1 pine, 1 perifli, Tranio^

If I atchieve not this young modeft girl

:

Counfel me, Tranio^ for, I know, thou canfl;

Aflift me, Tranio^ for, I know, thou wile.

Tra. M after, it is no time to chide you now ;

Affedlion is not rated from the heart.

* If Love hath toyl'd you, nought remains but fo,

Redime te cap!urn qiidm queas minima

.

Luc. Gramercy, lad; go forward, this contents;

The reft will comfort, for thy counfel's found.

Tra. Mafter, you look'd fo longly on the maid,
Perhaps, you mark'd not what's the pith of all,

Luc. O yes, I faw fweet Beauty in her face 5

Such as the daughter of Agenor had,

1 — th' effeil of Love in idlenefs :] /. e. the efFsvfl, or vir-

tue of the Flower lo C;d:ed. See Midfummer Nighis Dream.

2 If Lo've hath touched youj nought remains but fo^'\ The
next line from Terence^ flicwb that we ihould read.

If Lo've hath toy V^iyouy —
1. e. taken yoa in his toils, his nets. Alluding to the captus ef,
haheiy of the fame Author.

D d 3 That
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That made great Jove to humble him to her hand.

When with his knees he kifs'd the Cretan ftrand.

^ra. Saw you no more ? mark'cj you not, how her

fifter

Began to fcold, and raife up fuch a dorm,
That mortal ears might hardly endure the din ?

Luc, ^ranio^ I faw her coral lips to move.
And with her breath fhe did perfume the air

;

Sacred and fweet was all 1 faw in her.—
^ra. Nay, then 'tis time to ftir him from his trance

:

I pray, awake, Sir; if you love the maid,

Bend thoughts and wit t' archicve her. Thus it (lands

:

Her eldeft Sifter is fo curft and fhrewd,

That till the Father rids his Hands of her,

Mafter, your Love muft live a Maid at home j

And therefore has he clofely mew'd her up,

Becaufc fhe fhall not be annoy'd with fuitors.

Luc. Ah, Tranio^ what a cruel Father's he

!

But art thou not advis'd, he took fome care

To get her cunning fchool-mafters to' inftruvfl her?

'J'ra Ay, marry, am I, Sir; and now 'tis plotted.

Luc. I have it, Tranio.

*j!ra. Mafter, for my hand,

Both our inventions meet and jump in one,

Luc. Tell me thine firft.

"Tra. You will be fchool- mafter,

And undertake the teaching of the maid;

That's your device.

Luc. It is : may it be done ?

^ra. Not pofTible : for who fhall bear your part,

And be in Padua here Vincentio\ fon, -

Keep houfe, and ply his book, welcome his friends,

Vifit his countrymen, and banquet them.^

Luc. Bafia\— content thee; for I have it full.

We have not yet been feen in any houfe,

Nor can we be diftinguifh'd by our faces,

For man or mafter: then it follows thus.

Thou
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Thou fhalt be mafter, Tranio^ in my ftead

;

Keep houfe, and port, and fervants, as I fhould.

I will fome other be, fome Florentine^

Some Neapolitan^ or meaner man of Pifa,

*Tis hatch'd, and fhall be fo: Tranio^ at once

Uncafe thee : take my colour'd hat and cloak.

When Biondello comes, he waits on thee j

But I will charm him firft to keep his tongue.

'Tra, So had you need, [They exchange habits.

In brief, good Sir, fuh it your pleafure is,

And I am tied to be obedient,

(For fo your Father charg'd me at our parting ;

Be ferviceable to my Son, quoth he,)

Altho', I think, 'twas in another fenfe

;

I am content to be Lucentio^

Becaufe fo well I love Lucentio,

Luc. Tranio^ be fo ; becaufe L^r^;;//^' loves

;

And let, me be a Have t' atchieve that Maid,
Whofefudden fight hath thrall'd my wounded eye.

Enter Biondello.

Here comes the rogue. Sirrah, where have you been ?

Bion. Where have I been ? nay, how now, where

are you ? mafter, has my fellow Tranio ftoll'n your

cloaths, or you ftoli'n his, or both ? pray, what's the

news ?

Luc, Sirrah, come hither: 'tis no time to jeft 5

And therefore frame your manners to the time.

Your fellow "Tranio here, to fave my life.

Puts my apparel and my count'nance on,

And I for my efcape have put on his

:

For in a quarrel, fince I came afhore,

I kill'd a man, and, fear, I am defcry'd :

Wait you on him, I charge you, as becomes ;

While I make way from hence to fave my life.

You underftand me ?

Bion. Ay, Sir, ne'er a whit.—
D d 4 Luc.
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Luc. And not a jot of Cranio in your mouth;
Tranio is chang'd into Lucentio.

Bion, The better for him: 'Would, I were fo too.

Tra. So would I, 'faith, boy, to have the next

wifh after-, that Lucentio^ indeed, had Baptijicis

youngeft Daughter. But, firrah, not for my fake,

but your mafter's, I advife you, ufe your manners
difcreetly in all kind of companies : when I am alone,

why, then I am Tranio j but in all places elfe, your

mafter Lucentio.

Luc. Tranio.^ let's go: one thing more rells, that

thy fclf execute, to make one among thefe wooers 5

if thou ask me why, fufficeth, my rcafons are both

good and weighty. [^Exeunt,

SCENE V.

Before Hoi'tenfio'i Houfe in Padua.

Enter Petruchio, and Grumio.

Pet.'\TErona^ for a while I take my leave,

V To fee my friends in Padua-, but of all

My bed beloved and approved friend,

Hortevfio\ and, I trow, this is the hogfe*.

Here, firrah, Grumio^ knock, I fay.

Gru. Knock, Sir? whom fnould I knock? is there

any man, has rebus'd your worfhip ?

Fet. Villain, I fay, knock me here foundly.

G>«. Knock you here, Sir \ why. Sir, what am I,

Sir,

That I fliould knock you here, Sir?

Pet. Villain, I fay, knock me at this gate,

And r:p me well ; or I'll knock your knave's pate.

Gru. My mafler is grown quarrelfome: I fhould

knock you fird,

And then I kno'A' after, who comes by the worft.

Pet,
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Pet, Will it not be ?

Faith, firraii, an you'll not knock, I'll ring it,

ril try how you can Sol^ Fa^ and fing it.

wrings him by the ears,

Gru. Help, mafters, help; my m after is mad.

Pet. Now knock, when I bid you : Sirrah ! Villain!

Enter Hortenfio.

Hor, How now, what's the matter ? my old friend

Grumio^ and my good friend Petruchio I how do you

all at Verona ?

Pet. Signior Hortenfio^ come you to part the fray?

Con tutto il Core ben trovato^ may I fay.

Hor. Alia noftra Cafa hen venuto^ molto honoralo

Signor mio Petruchio.

Rife, Gr^»2/i?, rile; we will compound this quarrel.

Gru. Nay, 'tis no matter, what he leges in Latine.

If this be not a lawful caufe for me to leave his fervice,

look you, Sir: he bid me knock him, and rap him
foundly. Sir. Well, v/as it fit for a fervant to ufe his

mafter fo, being, perhaps, for aught I fee, two and

thirty, a pip out ?

Whom, would to God, I had well knock'd at firft.

Then had not Grumio come by the worft.

Pet, A fenfelefs villain!' Good Hortenfio,

I bid the rafcal knock upon your gate,

And could not get him for my heart to do it.

GiU. Knock at the gate } O heav'ns I fpake you not

thefe words plain ? firrah, knock me here, rap me
here, knock me well, and knock me foundly : and
come you now with knocking at the gate.^

Pet, Sirrah, be gone, or talk not, 1 advife you.

Hor. Petruchio., patience ; I am Grumid*s pledge

;

Why, this is a heavy chance 'twixt him and you,

.Your ancient, trufty, pleafant fervant Grujnio-y

And tell me now, fweet Friend, what happy Gale

Blows you to Padua here, from old Verona f

Pet.
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Pet, Such wind as fcatters young men through the

world.

To feek their fortunes farther than at home

;

' W here fmall experience grows but in a mew.
Signior Hortenfio^ thus it itands with me,
yjntonio my Father is deceas'd

;

And I have thruft my felf into this maze,

Happly to wive and thrive, as bed I may :

Crowns in my purfe 1 have, and goods at home,
And fo am come abroad to fee the world.

Hor Petruchio^ ihall I then come roundly to thee.

And wifh thee to a flirewd ill-favour'd wife?

Thou'dft thank me but a litde for my counfel,

And yet, ^'11 promife thee, fhe fhall be rich.

And very rich : but thou'rt too much my friend,

And I'll not wiih thee to her.

Pet, Signior HortenJiOy 'twixt fuch friends as us

Few words fufHce 5 and therefore if you know
One rich enough to be Petrucbioh wife j

(As wealth is burthen of my wooing dance)
4- Be fhe as foul as was Florentius' love.

As old as SibyU and as cur ft and fhrewd

As Socrates' Xantippe^ or a worfe.

She moves me not j or not removes, at lead,

3 Where fmall experience gro^s hut in a few.] This rion-

feiife fhould be read thus,

Where fmall experience grows hut in a mew,
/. e. a confinement at home. And the meaning is that no im-

provement is to be expeded of thofe who never look out of doors.

Fairfax fays of Clarinda^ m

Her lofty hand ivould of itfelf refufe

To touch the dainty needle or nice thread.

She hated chambers
, clofets, fecret mews,

And in broadfields prefer'v d her maidenhead.

4. 5<? fhe as foul as ivas Florentius' lo<vey'] This I fuppofe re-

lates to a circumilance in fome Italian novel, and ihould be read,

Florentio's.

AfFeftion
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^ AfFci^ion fieg'd in coin. Were (he as rough

As are the fwelling Adriatick Seas,

I come to wive it wealthily in Padua:

If wealthily, then happily, in Padua.

Grti. Nay, look you, Sir, he tells you flatly what
his mind is: why, give him gold enough, and marry
him to a puppet, or an ^ aglet-baby, or an old Trot
with ne'er a tooth in her head, tho' fhe have as many
difeafes as two and fifty horfes; why, nothing comes
amifs, fo mony comes withal.

Her. Petruchio., fince we are ftept thus far in,

I will continue That I broach'd in jeft.

I can, Petruchio^ help thee to a wife

With wealth enough, and young and beauteous

;

Brought up, as belt becomes a gentlewoman.

Her only fault, and that is fault enough,

Is, that fhe is intolerably curft

;

And fhrevvd, and forward, fo beyond all meafure,

Thar, were my ftate far worfer than it is,

I would not wed her for a Mine of gold.

Pet. Hortenfio.^ peace \ thou know'ft not gold's efFeft;

Tell me her Father's name, and 'tis enough:

For I will board her, tho* fhe chide as loud

As thunder, when the clouds in Autumn crack.

Hor. Her Father is Baptijla Minola^

5 AffeBiotCs EDGE in me.] This man is a ftrange talker. He
tells you he wants money only. And, as to affe^ion, he thinks

fo licile of the matter, that give him but a rich miftrefs, and
he will take her though incrufled all over with the worft bad qua-

lities of age, uglinefs and ill-manners. Yet, after this, he talks

of AffeSiions edge being fo ftrong in him that nothing can abate

it. Some of the old copies indeed, inftead of me read time : this

will dired us to the true reading, which I am perfuaded is this,

Afedion sieg'd in coin,

i. e. placed, feaced, fixed. This makes him fpeak to the pur-

pofe, that his affeftion is all love of money. The exprefiion too

is proper, as tiie metaphor is intire

—

to remove affedion Jieg'd

in coin.

6 aglet, the tag of a point, Mr. Pope,

An
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An affable and courteous Gentleman j

Her name is Catharina Minola^

Renown'd in Fadua for her fcolding tongue.

Pet. I know her Father, tho' 1 know not her j

And he knew my deceafed Father well.

I will not fleep, Hortenfio^ 'till I fee her,

And therefore let me be thus bold with you,

To give you over at this firft encounter,

Unlefs you will accompany me thither.

Gru, I pray you, Sir, let him go while the humour
lafls. O' my word, an fhe knew him as well as I do,

Ihe 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. Til tell you what, Sir, an*

Ihe Hand him but a litde, he will throw a figure in

her face, and fo disfigure her with it, that Ihe lhall

have no more eyes to lee withal than a cat : you know
him not, Sir.

Hor. Tarry, Petruchio^ 1 muft go with thee,

For in Baptijia*s houfe my Treafure is ;

He hath the jewel of my life in hold.

His youngeft Daughter, beautiful Bianca\

And her with-holds he from me, and others more
Suitors to her, and Rivals in my love

:

Suppofing it a thing impoflible,

(For thofe deft£ls I have before rehears'd,)

That ever Catharina will be woo'd

;

Therefore this order hath Baptifta ta'en.

That none fliall have accefs unto Bianca^

'Till Catharine the curd have got a htisband.

Gru. Catharine the cur It ?

A title for a maid of all titles the worfl

!

Hor. Now fhall my Friend Petruchio do me grace.

And offer me difgdis'd in fober robes

To old Baptifia as a fchool-madcr,

Well feen in mufick, to inftrudl Blanca \

That
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That fo I may by this device, at leafl,

Have leave and leifure to make love to her;

And, unfufpcdled, court her by her felf.

S C E N E VI.

Enter Gremio, and Lucentio dijguis'd.

Gru. ^ Here's no knavery ! fee, to beguile the old

folks, how the young folks lay their heads together.

Mafter, look about you: who goes there? ha,

Hor. Peace, Grumio, 'tis the Rival of my love.

Petruchio^ (land by a while.

Gru, A proper Stripling, and an amorous.—

-

Gre. O, very well; I have perus'd the note.

Plark you. Sir, I'll have them very fairly bound,

All books of love fee That, at any hand ;

And fee you read no other ledlurcs to her

:

You underftand me— Over and befide

Signior Baptijla's liberality,

ril mend it with a largefs. Take your papers too,

And let me have them very well perfum'd

;

For fhe is fweeter than perfume it felf,

To whom they go: what will you read to her?

Luc. Whate'er I read to her, 1']] plead for you.

As for my Patron, ftand you fo alTured ;

As firmly, as your felf were ftill in place
;

Yea, and, perhaps, with more fuccelsful words

Than you, unlefs you were a fcholar, Sir.

Gre. Oh this learning, what a thing it is!

Gr«. Oh this woodcock, what an als it is !
—

Pet. Peace, Sirrah.

Hor. Grumio^ mum ! God fave you, Signior Gremi9,

Gre. And you are well met, Signior Hortenfio.

Trow you, whither I am going? to Baptijla Minola\

7 Herts no kna^very !^ See this pkrafe exphin'd in the firft

part of Henry IV.
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I promis'd to enquire carefully about a fchool-mafter

for the fair Bianca\ and by good^fortune I have light-

ed well on this young man ; for Learning and Be-

haviour fit for her turn, well read in Poetry, and
other books, good ones, I warrant ye.

Hor, 'Tis well \ and I have met a gentleman.

Hath promis'd me to help me to another,

A fine mufician to inftruct our miftrefs >

So fhall I no whit be behind in duty

To fair Bianca^ fo belov'd of me,

Gre, Bclov'd of me, and that my deed fhali

prove.

Gru. And that his bags fhall prove.

Hor, Gremio^ 'tis now no time to vent our love.

Liften to me ; and if you fpeak me fair,

I'll tell you news indifferent good for either.

Here is a Gentleman whom by chance I met.

Upon agreement from us to his liking.

Will undertake to wooe curd Catharine \

Yea, and to marry her, if her dowry pleafe.

Gre, So faid, fo done, is well ;

Hortenfio^ have you told him all her faults?

Pet, I know, fhe is an irkfome brawling Scold ;

If that be all, mafters, I hear no harm.

Gre. No, layeft me fo, friend what Countryman?
Fet. Born in Verona^ old Antonio\ Son ;

My Father's dead, my fortune lives for me.

And 1 do hope good days and long to fee.

Gre. Oh, Sir, llich a life with fuch a wife were

ftrange

;

But if you have a ftomich, to*t, o' God's name:
You fha'i have me affilting you in all.

But will you wooe this wild cat?

Fet. Will I live?

Gru. Will he v/ooe her? ay, or I'll hang her.

Fet. Why came I hither, but to that intenc?

• Think you. a little din can daunt my ears?

' Have
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* Have I not in my time heard lions roar ?

' Have I not heard the Tea, pufF'd up with winds,

* Rage like an angry boar, chafed with fweat ?

' Have I not heard great Ordnance in the field ?

* And heav'n's artillery thunder in the skies?

* Have I not in a pitched battel heard

* Loud larums, neighing (leeds, and trumpets clangue?
' And do you tell me of a woman's tongue,

* * That gives not half To great a blow to th* ear,

* As will a chefnut in a farmer's fire ?

'

Tudi, tufh, fear boys with bugs.

Gru. For he fears none.

Gre. Hortenfw^ hark :

This Gentleman is happily arriv'd,

My mind prefumes, for his own good, and ours,

Hor. I promis'd, we would be contributors

;

And bear his charge of wooing whatfoe'er.

Gre, And fo we will, provided that he win her.

Gru, I would, I were as fure of a good dinner.

SCENE VIL

2l? them Tranio bravely apparell'd^ and Biondello.

I'ra, Gentlemen, God fave you. If 1 may be bold,

tell me, I befeech you, which is the readied way to

the houfe of Signior Baptijia Minola?

Bion, He, that has the two fair Dau2;hters? is't he

you mean r

I'ra, Even he, Biondello,

Gre. Hark you, Sir, you mean not her, to-

^ra. Perhaps, him and her; what have you to do ?

Pet. Not her that chides. Sir, at any hand, I pray.

^ra, I love no chiders, Sir: Biondello^ let's away.

8 That gi'ves not half fo great a hlouu /(? hear,] This auk-
ward phrale could never come from Shakefpear. He wrote, vvith-

fo greal a hlonfj to Tii' ear.

Luc.
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Imc, Well begun, Tranio.

Hor, Sir, a word, ere you go:

Are you a fuitor to the maid you talk of, yea or no?
'Trd, An if I be, Sir, is it any offence?

Gre, No; if without nrore words you will get you
hence.

"Tra. Why, Sir, I pray, are not the ftreetsas free

For me, as for you ?

Qre. But fo is not fhe.

^ra. For what reafon, I befeech you ?

Qre. For this reafon, if you'll know :

That (he's the choice love of Signior Gremio,

Hor, That fhe's the chofen of Signior HortenfiQ.

Tra, Softly, my maftcrs ; 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 fhe is.

She may more fuitors have, and me for one.

Fair Leda's Daughter had a thoufand wooers-,

Then well One more may fair Bianca have.

And fo fhe fhali. Lucentio fhall make one,

Tho' Paris came, in hope to fpeed alone.

Gre. What, this Gentleman will out-talk us all

!

Luc. Sir, give him head I know, hc*ll prove a

jade.

Pet, Hortenfio^ to what end are all thefe words ?

Hor, Sir, let me be fo bold as to ask you,

Did you yet ever fee Baptifta\ Daughter?

Tra. No, Sir; but hear 1 do that he hath two:

The one as famous for a fcolding tongue,

As the other is for beauteous modefty.

Pet. Sir, Sir, the firft's for me; let her go by.

Gre. Yea, leave that labour to great Hercules

And let it be more than Alcides^ twelve.

Pet, Sir, underfland you this of me, infooth :

The youngeft Daughter, whom you harken for,

Her
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Her father keeps from all accefs of fuitors.

And will not promife her to any man.
Until the eldeft Sifter firft be wed ;

The younger then is free, and not before.

Tra, If it be fo, Sir, that you are the man
Muft fleed us all, and me among the reftj

And if you break the ice, and do this feat,

Atchieve the elder, fet the younger free

For our accefs i whofe hap fhall be to have her.

Will not fo gracelefs be, to be ingrate.

Hor, Sir, you fay well, and well you do conceive :

And fince you do profefs to be a fuitor,

You muft, as we do, gratific this Gentleman,

To whom we all reft generally beholden.

Tra, Sir, I ftiall not be flack •, in fign whereof,
^ Plcafe ye, we may contrive this afcernoon.

And quaff caroufes to our Miftrefs' health y

And do as adverfiries do in law.

Strive mJghrily, but eat and drink as friends.

Gfu Eton. O excellent motion! fellows, lei's begone.

Ho7'. The morion's good indeed, and be it lb,

Petnichio^ I fliali be your hen z'enuto. [Exeunt,

[The Prefenters, above, fpeak here.

I Man. My Lord, you nod-, you do not mind the Play.

Sly. Tea^ by St. Ann, do I : a good matter^ furely\

comes there any more of it ?

Lady. My Lord^ 'tis but begun.

Sly. 'tis a very excellent piece ofwork^ M^d-' '^ady.

Would^ Uwere done !

9 Pleafe ye, nve may contrive this afternoon^ Mr. TheobaiJ,

asks 'vjhat they 'were to contri've? and then fays, a fooUfty cor-

ruption po£'eJf€s the place, and ib alters it to conni-oe ; in which
he is followed, as he pretty conilantly is, when wrong, by the

Oxford Editor. But the common reading is right, and the Critic

was only ignorant of the meaning of it. Contri^v: does not fig-

nify here to project ^ but to fpe^id and <vjear out. As in this palTage

of Spen/erf

^hree e.gfsfuch as mortal men contrive.

Fairy Queen, Book xi. Chap. 9.

Vol. II. E e ACT
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A C T II. SCENE!
Baptifta's HOUSE in Padua.

Enter Catharina and Bianca.

B I A N C A.

GOOD Sifter, wrong me not, nor wrong your

felf,

To make a bond-maid and a flave or me

;

That 1 difdain ; but for thefe other {a) Gawds,
Unbind my hands, I'll pull them off my felf;

Yca^ all my raiment, to my petticoat,

Or^ what you will command me, will I do;
So well I know my duty to my elders.

Cath. Of all thy Suitors here, I charge thee, tell

Whom thou lov'ft befl : fee, thou diffemble not.

Bian. Believe me. Sifter, of all men alive

I never yet beheld that fpecial face.

Which I could fancy more than any other.

Cath, Minion, thou lieft ; \s\ not Horten/to ?

Bian. If you affe6l him, fifter, here I fwear,

I'll plead for you my felf, but you fhali have him.

Cath. Oh, then, belike, you fancy riches more-.

You will have Gremio^ to keep you fair.

Bian. Is it for him you do fo envy me ?

Nay, then youjeft; and now, 1 well perceive.

You have but jefted with me all thir while;

I pr'ythee, fifter Kate, untie my hands.

Cath, If That be jeft, then all the reft was fo.

{^Strikes her.

[(a) Gaivds, Mr. Theobald— Yu[g. goods.']
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Enter Baptifta.

Bap. Why, how now, dame, whence grows this

infolence ?

Bianca^ ftand afide ; poorgir, (he weeps;

Go ply thy needle, meddle not with her.

For fiiame, thou hilding of a deviJifh fpirir.

Why dofl: thou wrong her, that did ne'er wrong thee ?

When did fhe crofs thee with a bitter word ?

Cath, Her filence flouts me; and I'll be reveng'd.

\_Flies after Bianca.

Bap, What, in my fight ? Bianca^ get thee in.

[Exit Bianca.

Cath. Will you not fuffer me ? nay, now I fee.

She is your treafure ; llie 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 I can lind occafion of revenge. [^Exit Cath.

Bap, Was ever gentleman thus griev'd, as I ?

But who comes here?

S C E N E II.

Enter Gremio, Lucentio in the hahit of a mean man ^
Petruchio uoilh Hortenfio, like a mufician \ Tranio

and Biondello hearing a lute and hooks,

Gre, Good morrow, neighbour Baptifia,

Bap. Good morrow, neighbour Gremio: God fave

you, gentlemen.

Pet. And you, good Sir ; pray, have you not a

daughter call'd Catharina^ fair and virtuous

Bap. I have a daughter, Sir, call'd Catharina.

Gre, You are too blunt; go to it orderly.

Pet, You wrong me, Signior Gremioy give me leave,

I am a gentlem.an of Ferona, Sir,

That, hearing of her beauty and her wit.

Her affability and balhful modefty,

Ee 2 Her
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Her wondrous qualities, and mild behaviour.

Am bold to fhew myfelf a forward gueft

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,

[_Prefenting Hor.
I do prefent you with a man of mine,

Cunning in mufick, and the mathematicks,

To inftrud her fully in thofe fciences,

Whereof, I know, fhe is not ignorant:

Accept of him, or elfe you do me wrong.

His name is Licio, born in Mantua,
Bap, You*re welcome, Sir, and he for your good

fake.

But for my daughter Catharine^ this I know.

She is not for your turn, the more's my grief.

Pet. I fee, you do not mean to part with her j

Or elfe you like not of my company.

Bap, Miftake me not, I fpeak but what I find.

Whence are you, Sir.^* what may I call your name?
Pet, Petruchio is my name, Antonid*% fon,

A man well known throughout all Italy.

Bap. I know him well : you are welcome for his

fake.

Gre. Saving your tale, Petruchio^ I pray, let us,

that are poor petitioners, fpeak too. ^Baccalare /—

—

you are marvellous forward.

Pet, Oh, pardon me, Signior Gremioy I would

fain be doing.

Gre, * 1 doubt it not. Sir, but you will curfe your

wooing.— Neighbour, this is a gifr very grateful, I

am
1 Baccare, you are mar'vellousfornvard.'\ We muft read, Bac-

calare; by wtiich the Italians mean, thou arrogant, prefumptu-

ous man ! the word is uftd rcornfully, upon any one that would
afTiime a port of grandeur.

2 / doubt it naty Sir, but you luill curfe your <vjooing neigh'

hours. This is a giftl This nonfenle may be leftified by only

pointing
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am fure of it. To exprefs the like kindnefs myfelF,

that have been more kindly beholden to you than any,

free leave give to this young fcholar, that hath been

Jong ftudying atReims^ [Prefenting Luc] as cunning

in Greek, Latin, and other languages, as the other in

mufick and mathematicks j his name is Cambio 5 pray,

accept his fervice.

Bap. A thoufiind thanks, Signior Gremio: wel-

come, good Cambio, But, gentle Sir, methinks,

you walk like a ftranger; [To Tranio.] may I be fo

bold to know the caule of your coming ?

I'ra, Pardon me. Sir, the boldnefs is mine own,
That, being a ftranger in this City here.

Do make my felf a fuitor to your daughter.

Unto Bianca, fair and virtuous:

Nor is your firm refolve unknown to me,

In the preferment of the eldeft filter.

This liberty is all that I requeft

;

That, upon knowledge of my parentage,

I may have welcome 'mongft the reft that woo.

And free accefs and favour as the reft.

And, toward the education of your daughters,

I here beftow a fimple inftrument.

And this fmall packet of Greek and Latin books.

If you accept them, then their worth is great.

[They greet privately.

Bap, Lucentio is your name? of whence I pray?
'Tra, Of Pifa, Sir, (on to Vincentio.

Bap, A mighty man of Pi/a 5 by Report

I know him well you are very welcome, Sir.

Take You the lute, and You the Set of books,

[To Hortenfio and Lucentio.

You fhall go fee your pupils prefently.

Holla, witnin!—
pointing it thus, 1 doubt it not, Sir^ butyou njjill curfeyour vjooing,

I^eighboufy this is a gift^ $lz. addreffing himfelf to Baptijta.

E e 3 Enter
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Enter a Servant,

Sirrah, lead thefe gentlemen

To my two daughters ; and then tell them Both,

Thefe are their tutors, bid them ufe them well.

\Exit Serv, with Hortenfio arJ Lucentio.

We will go walk a little in the orchard.

And then to dinner. You are pafling welcome.

And fo, I pray you all, to think your felves.

Pet, Signior Baptijla^ my bufinefs asketh hade,

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 bettered, rather than decreased;

Then tell me, if I get your daughter's love.

What dowry lhall I have with her to wife ?

Bap. After my death, the one half of my lands

:

And, in poflcffion, twenty thoufand crowns.

Pet, And, for that dowry, I'll alTure her of

Her widowhood, be it that fhe furvive me.

In all my lands and leafes whatfoever *,

Let fpecialities be therefore drawn between us.

That covenants may be kept on either hand.

Bap, Ay, when the fpecial thing is well obtain'd.

That is, her love ; for that is all in all.

Pet, Why, that is nothing: for I tell you, father,

I am as peremptory as fhe proud-minded.

And where two raging fires meet together.

They do confume the thing that feeds their fury:

Tho' little fire grows great with little wind,

,

Yet extream guits will blow out fire a'nd all:

So I to her, and fo fhe yields to me.

For I am rough, and woo not like a babe.

Bap, Well may'ft thou woo, and happy be thy

fpeed I

But be thou arm'd for fome unhappy words.

Pet. Ay, to the proof, as mountains are for winds

:

That fhake not, tho' they blow perpetually.

SCENE
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SCENE III.

Enter Hortenfio with his head broke.

Bap. How now, my friend, why doft chou look

lb pale ?

Jlor. For fear, I promife you, if I look pale.

Bap. What, will my daughter prove a good mu-
fician ?

Hor, I think, fhe'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 (he hath broke the lute to me.
I did but tell her fhe millook her frets.

And bow'd her hand to teach her fingering.

When, with a moft impatient devilifh fpirir,

Frets call you them ? quoch Ihe : Til fume v/ith them

:

And with that word flie ftruck me on the head,

And through the inftrument my Pate made way.

And there I ftood amazed for a while.

As on a pillory, looking through the lute j

While fhe did call me rafcal, fidler,

And twang] ing Jack^ with twenty fuch vile terms.

As fhe had ftudied to mifufe me lb.

Pet. Now, by the world, it is a lu fty wench

;

I love her ten times more than e'er I did ;

Oh, how I long to have fome chat with her I

Bap. Well, go with me, and be not fo difcomfited.

Proceed in practice with my younger daughter,

She's apt to learn, and thankful for good turns;

Signior Petruchio^ will you go with us.

Or fhall I fend my daughter Kate to you ?

Pet, I pray you, do. I will attend her here,

{Exit Bap. with Grem. Horten. and Tranio.

And woo her with fom.e fpirit when fhe comes.

Say, that fhe rail ; why, then I'll tell her plain.

She fmgs as fweetly as a nightingale :

E e 4 Say,
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Say, that fhe frowns ; 1*11 fay, fhe looks as clear

As morning rofes newly wafh'd with dew

;

Say, fhe be mute, and will not fpeak a word

;

Then I'll commend her volubility \

And fay, (lie uttereth piercing eloquence :

If (he do bid me pack, I'll give her thanks.

As tho' fhe bid me flay by her a week \

If fhe deny to wed, I'll crave the day

When I fhall ask the banes, and when be married?

But here fhe comes, and now, Petruchio^ fpeak.

S C E N E IV.

Enter Catharina.

Good morrow, Kate% for that's your name, I hear.

Cath. Well have you heard, but fomething hard

of hearing.

They call me Calbarine, that do talk of me.

Pet, You lie, in faitli, for you are call'd plain

Kate.

And bonny Kate^ and fometimes Kate the curd :

But Kate^ the prettieft Kate in chriflendom,

Kate of Kate-hall^ my fuper-dainty Kate \

(For dainties are all Gates) and therefore Kate \

Take this of me, Kate of my confolation

!

Hearing thy mildnefs prais'd in every Town,
Thy virtues fpoke of, and thy beauty founded.

Yet not fo deeply as ro thee belongs

:

My felf am mov'd to wco thee for my wife.

Caih, Mov'd ? in c-ood time j let mm that mov*d
you hither.

Remove you hence; 1 kr>ew you at the fiifi

You were a moveable.

Pet. Why, what's a moveable

:

Cath. A join'd-ftool.

Pet. Thou naft hit tr; come, fit on me.

C^itb, AHb are made to b.-ir. and Ij are you.
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Pet, Women are made to bear, and fo are you.

Catb, No fuch jade, Sir, as you ; if me you mean.

Pet, Alas, good Kate, I will not burthen thee

;

For knowing thee to be but young and light

Cath. Too light for fuch a fwain as you to catch;

And yet as heavy as my weight fhould be.

Pet. Should bee \ fhould buz.

Catb. Well ta'en, and like a buzzard.

Pet, Oh, flow-wing'd turtle, fhall a buzzard take

thee ?

Cath. Ay, for a turtle, as he takes a buzzard.

Pet, Come, come, you wafp, I'faith, you are too

angry.

Cath. If I be wafpifh, 'beft beware my fting.

Pet, My Remedy is then to pluck it out.

Catb. Ah, if the fool could find it, where it lies.

Pet. Who knows not, where a wafp doth wear his

fting?

In his tail.

Catb. In his tongue.

Pet, Whofe tongue

Catb. Yours, if you talk of tails; and fo farewel.

Pet, What with my tongue in your tail? nay,

come again.

Good Kate^ I am a gentleman,

Catb. That I'll try. \_SheJirikes him.

Pet, I fwear, I'll cuff you, if you ftrike again.

Cath. So may you lofe your arms.

If you ftrike me, you are no gentleman

;

And if no gentleman, why then, no arms.

Pet. A htvM^Kate? oh, put me in thy books.

Cath. What is your creft, a coxcomb P

Pet. A comblcfs cock, fo Kate will be my hen.

Cath. No cock of mine, you crow too like a

craven.

Pet. Nay, come, Kat^ come, you muft not look

fo fower.

Catb.
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Cath. It is my faOiion when I fee a crab.

Pet. Why, here's no crab, and therefore look not

fo fower.

Cath. There is, there is.

Pet. Then, Ihew it me.

Cath. Had I a glafs, I would.

Pet. What, you mean my face?

Cath. Well aim'd of fuch a young one.

—

Pet, Now, by St. George, I am too young for you.

Cath. Yet you are wither'd.

Pet, 'Tis with Cares.

Cath, I care not.

Pet, Nay, hear you, Kate\ in footh you Tcapc
not fo.

Cath. I chafe you if I tarry •, let me go.

Pet. No, not a whit; I find you pafiing gentle:

'Twas told me, you were rough, and coy, and

fullen.

And now 1 find Report a very liar;

For thou art pleafant, gamefom, palTing courteous.

But (low in fpeech, yet fweet as fpring-time flowers.

Thou canft not frown, thou canfl: not look afcance,

Nor bite the lip, as angry wenches will.

Nor haft thou pleafure to be crofs in talk

:

But thou with mildnefs entertain'ft thy wooers.

With gentle conference, foft and affable.

Why doth the world report, that Kate doth limp?

Oh fland'rous world ! Kate like the hazle-twig.

Is ftraight and {lender ; and as brown in hue

As hazle-nuts, and fweeter than the kern£ls.

O, let me fee thee walk : thou dolt not halt.

Cath. Go, fool, and whom thou keep'ft command.
Pet. Did ever Bian fo become a grove.

As Kate this chamber with her princely gaite ?

O, be thou Dian, and let her be Kate,

And then let Kate be chaft, and Dian fportful !

Cath, Where did you ftudy all this goodly fpeech ?

Pet,
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Pet, It hexIemporCy from my mother- wit.

Calh. A witty mother, witlcls dfe her Iba.

Pel. Am I not wife?

Caib. Yes; keep you warm.

Pe(. Why, fo I mean, fwcet Catharine^ in thy

bed;

And therefore fetting all this chat afide.

Thus in plain terms : your father hath confented.

That you fhall be my wife ; your dowVy 'greed on;

And, will you, nill you, I will marry you.

Now, Kate^ 1 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 muft be married to no man but me.

For I am he, am born to tame you, Kate\

And bring you from a wild cat to a Katey

Conformable as other houfhold Kates y

Here comes your father, never make denial,

1 muft and will have Catharine to my Wife,

S G E N E V.

Enter Baptifta, Gremio, and Tranio.

Bap. Now, fignior Petruchio^ how fpeed you with

my daughter ?

Pet. How but v/ell, Sir? how but well?

It were impolTible, I Ihould fpeed amifs.

Bap, Why, how now, daughter Catharine^ in your

dumps?
Caih, Call you me daughter ? now, I promife you.

You've fliew'd a tender fatherly regard.

To wilh me wed to one half lunatick

;

A madcap ruffian, and a fwearing Jack,

That thinks with oaths to face the matter our.

Pet, Father, 'tis thus \ yourfelf and all the World,
That talk'd of her, have talk'd amifs of her

If fhe be curft, it is for policy.

For
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For file's not froward, but modeft as the dove:
She is not hot, but temperate as the morn ;

For patience, flie will prove a fecond Grijfel ;

And Roman Lucrece for her chaftity.

And to conclude, we've 'greed fo well together.

That upon Sunday is the wedding-day.

Cath. I'll fee thee hang'd on Sunday firfi.

Gre, Hark: Petruchio! flie fays, flie'll fee thee

hang'd firfi:.

"ifra. Is this your fpeeding ? nay, then, goodnight,

our part

!

Pet, Be patient, Sirs, I chufe her for my felf

;

If fiie and I be pleased, what's that to you ?

'Tis bargained 'twixt us twain, being alone.

That fhc fiiall ftill be curd in company.

I tell you, 'tis incredible to believe

How much file loves me ; oh, the kindefl: Kate I—
She hung about my neck, and kifs on kifs

She vy'd fo fafi:, protefting oath on oath.

That in a twink fiie won me to her love.

Oh, you are novices ; 'tis a world to fee.

How tame (when men and women are alone)

A meacock wretch can make the curfl:efl: fiirew.

Give me thy hand, Kate^ I will unto Venice

^

To buy apparel 'gainfl: the wedding-day

;

Father, provide the feafi, and bid the gueds

I will be fure, my Catharine fiiall be fine.

Bap, I know not what to fay, but give your
hands

God fend you joy, Petruchio! 'tis a match.

Gre, Jra, Amen, fay we j we will be witnefles.

Pet, Father, and wife, and Gentlemen, adieu j

I will to Venice^ Sunday comes apace,

We will have rings and things, and fine array;

And kifs me, Kate^ we will be married o' Sunday.

[Exeunt Petruchio, and C^th^inuGfeverally.

SCENE
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Gre. Was ever match clapt up fo fuddenly ?

Bap. Faith, gentlemen, I play a merchant's part,

And venture madly on a defperate mart.

^ra. 'Twas a commodity lay fretting by you;

'Twill bring you gain, or perifh on the Seas.

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. And I am one, that love Bianca more
Than words can witnefs, or your thoughts can guefs.

Gre, Youngling! thou can'ft not love fo dear as 1.

Tra, Grey- beard! thy love doth freeze.

Gre. But thine doth fry.

Skipper, (land back; *tisage that nourifheth.

Tra. But youth, in ladies* eyes that flourifheth.

Bap. Content you. Gentlemen, I will compound
this ftrife j

'Tis deeds muft: win the prize j and he, of Both,

That can aflure my daughter greateft dower.

Shall have Bianca's love.—

•

Say, Signior Gremio^ what can you afllire her ?

Gre. Firft, as you know, my houfe within the city

Is richly furnifhed with plate and gold.

Batons and ewers to lave her dainty hands

:

My hangings all of I'yrian tapeftry

;

In ivory colfers I have ftuft my crowns;

In cyprefs chefts my arras, counterpanes,

Coftly apparel, tents and canopies.

Fine linnen, 7'urkey cuQiions bofs'd with pearl

;

Valance of Venice gold m needle-work
Pewter and brafs, and all things that belong

To houfe, or houfe-keeping : then, at my farm,

I have a hundred milch-kmc to the pail,

Six-
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Sixfcore fat oxen (landing in my flails;

And all things anfv/erable to this portion.

My felf am ftruck in years, I muft confels.

And if I die to .morrow, this is hers;

If, whilft I live, fhe will be only mine.

T\\2XGnly came well in— Sir, lift to me;
I am my father's heir, and only fon ;

If I may have your daughter to my wife,

ril leave her houfes three or four as good,
Within rich Pifa walls, as any one

Old Signior Gremio has in Padua
Bcfides two thoufand ducats by the year

Of fruitful land ; all which fhall be her jointure.

What, have I pinch'd you, Signior Gremio ?

^ Gre, Two thoufand ducats by the year of land

!

My land amounts but to fo much in all

:

That Ihe fhall have, befides an Argofte

That now is lying in Marfeilles^s road.

What, have I choakt you with d^njrgc/le?

"Tra. Grsmio^ 'tis known, my father hath no kfs

Than three great Jrgo/Ies, befides two gallialTes

And twelve tight galiies; thefe I will afTure her.

And twice as mucn, what e'er thou ofrer'ft next.

3 Gre. T^vo thcufand ducat: hy the year of land!

My land arnounts no: to /a much in all:

ThatJhe Jhall have, and ]
Tho' all the copies cor.car'in this reading, furely, if we examine
the reafoning, fomethi-^g will be found wrong. Gremio is ftariled

at the high lettlemen: Tranio propofes ; fays, his whole e.'iate in

land can'c match it, yet he'll fettle fo much a year upon her, CTV.

This is playing at crofs-purpofes. The change of the negative in

the fecond line falves t»ie abfurdity, and fees the palTage right.

Gremio and Tranio are vyeing in their offers to carry Bianca:
The latter boldly propofes to fettle land to the amount of two
thoufand ducats per annum. My whole eilate, fays the other, in

land, amounts but to that value; yet fhe (hall have that-. I'll

endow her with the nxhoIe\ and confign a rich vcfTcl to her ufe,

over and above. Thus all is intelligible, and he gees on to out-

bid his rival.

Gre.
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Gre, Nay, I have offer'd all ; I have no more *,

And (he can have no more than all I have;

If you like me, fhe ihall have me and mine.

i'ra. Why, then the maid is mine from all the

world,

By your firm promife •, Gremio is our-vied.

Bap, I muft confefs, your offer is the befl;

And let your father make her the afifurance.

She is your own, elfe you muft pardon me:
If you fhould die before him, where's her dower ?

3r^. That's but a cavil ; he is old, I young.

Gre, And may not young men die, as well as old ?

Bap. Well, gentlemen, then I am thus refolv'd

:

On Sunday next, you know.
My daughter Catharine is to be married

:

Now on the Sunday following fhall Bianca

Be bride to you, if you make this affurance;

If not, to Signior Gremio :

And fo I take my leave, and thank you both. [ExiL
Gre. Adieu, good neighbour.—Now I fear thee

not:

Sirrah, young gamefter, 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. [£,v/V.

7'ra. A vengeance on your crafty wither'd hide!

^ Yet I have fac'd it with a card of ten

:

'Tis in my head to do my mafter good

:

4 Tet I have fac'd it 'with a card of ten:] That is, with the

hlghefi card, in the old fimple games of oar anceftors. So tiia:

this became a proverbial exprelTion. So Skelton^

Fyrfie pycke a quarrel^ andfall out ivith him then.

Andfo outface him ^with a card of ten.

And Ben Johnfon in his ^ad Shepherd,

» a Hart of ten

/ tro^ he he,

i. e. an extraordinary good one-

I
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I fee no reafon, but fuppos'd Lucentio

May get a father, call'd, fuppos'd ^/«^^«//{?

;

And that's a wonder: fathers commonly
Do get their children but, in this cafe of wooing,

A child ftiall get a fire, if I fail not of my cunning.

{Exit.

[The Prefenters, above, fpeak here.

Sly. Sim, when will the fool come again ?

Sim. Jnon, ?ny Lord,

Sly. Giversfome more drink here— where*s the tap'

Jler? here^ Sim, eatfome of thefe things,

Sim. So I do^ my Lord.

Sly. Herey Sim, / drink to thee.

ACT III. SCENE I.

Baptifla'i Honfe,

Enter Lucentio, Hortenfio, and Bianca.

Lucentio.

F Idler, forbear; you gfow too forward, Sir:

Have you fo foon forgot the entertainment

Her filler Catharine v/elcom'd you withal ?

llor. Wrangling Pedant, this is

The patronefs of heavenly harmony ;

Then give me leave to have prerogative ;

And when in muGck we have fpent an hour.

Your lecflure fhall have leifure for as much.

Luc. Prepofterous afs ! that never read fo fir

To know the caufe why mufick was ordainM

:

Was it not to refrefh the mind of man
After his ftudies, or his ufual pain?

Then give me leave to read philofophy.

And, while I paufe, ferve in your harmony.

Hor. Sirrah, I will not bear thefe Braves of thine.

Bian»
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Bian. Why, Gentlemen, you do me double wrongs

To ftrive for That which refteth in my choice :

I am no breeching fcholar in the fchools;

ril not be tied to hours, nor 'pointed times,

But learn my lefTons as I pieale my felf

And to cut off all ftrife, here fit we down,

Take you your inftrumenr, play you the while ;

His ledure will be done, ere you have tun'd.

Hur, You'll leave his ledlure, when I am in tune ?

[Hortenfio retires.

Luc. That will be never : tune your inftrument.

Bian, Where left we lafl ?

Luc. Here, Madam : Hac ihat Simoisy hie efi S'lgeia

telluSy

Hie Jleterat Priami regia celfafenis,

Bian. Conftrue them.

Luc, Hac ihat.^ as I told you before, Simois^ I am
Liieentio^ hie ejl^ Ton unto Vineentio of Pifa^ Sigeia tel-

!:is, dilguifcd thus to get your love, hieJleterat^ and

that Lueentio that comes a wooing, Priami^ is my man
'Traiiio^ regia, bearing my port, cel/a fenis^ that v/e

might beguile the old Pantaloon.

Hor. Madam, my inftrument's in tune. [Re!urni?ig,

Bian. Let's hear. O he the treble jars.

Luc. Spit in the hole, man, and tune again.

Bian. Now let me fee, if I can conftrue it: Hac
ibat Simois^ I know you nor, hie eft Sigeia teU:.is^ I

rruft you not, hie fteterat Priami, take heed he hear

us not, regia^ prelume not, celfa fenis^ defpair not.

Hor. Madam, 'tis now in tune.

Imc. All but the bafe.

Hor. The bafe is right, 'tis the bafe knave that jars.

How fiery and how froward is our Pedant!

Now, for my life, that knave doth court my love i

' Pedafcaky I'll watch you better yet.

I PedafcaUy ] he would have faid DUafcale, but think-

ing this too honourable, he coins the word PcdafcaU ia imitati&Ji

cf it, from Pedant.

Vol. 11. F f Bian.
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h'.uH. la time I may bclicTe, yet I miftnift*

Lmc. Miftnifl it not,— fbr, fure, JEadies

Was ^'jx, cili'd fo from his grand£tthcr.

.fiusK. I mufl bcBcrc my maftcr, dfe I promife you,

1 fhould be arguii^ flill apoD that doubt

;

But let it reft. Now, Udo^ to yoa :

Good maftos, take it not ankindly, pray,

Thic I have been thus plea^t widi yoa both.

Hor. You may go wadk, and give me leave a while

;

My kffins make no moGc^ in three parts.

Imc. Are yoa lb fbnm!. Sir ? well, I raoft wait.

And watch withal ; for, but I be decdv'd.

Our &oe muiician gioweth amoroos.

Kor, Madam, before you touch the iiifinimeDt,

To learn die order of my &igeriiig,

I moft begin with rudiments of art;

To teach you Qamm in a briefer forty

More pkaiant, pithy, and c^dnal.
Than hath been tai^ht by any of my trade;

And there it is in writiisg ^ly drawn.

Bm, >^hy, I am paft my Gaamt kMig ago.

Her. Yet read the Gamt of Hwrtatfio.

Bm, [readaig.'] Gamxt I am, the grouod of ail

accord,

Jriy to [dead Arfinifv's paffioo ;

B wd^ BidK^ take him for tl^ kvd,
Qkmi^ that k>ves with all aife&ioo

:

D fdrCy one diflf, but two notes have I.

ElamLt ftuom pity, or I die.

Call you this Gamntf tut, I like it not

;

Old £dhions pleaie me beft ; I'm w^t fo nice

To chaise true ruks for new invendons.

EmUr a Sercat.

J. Mlftrels, your father prays ycj leave your

books.

And help to dreli your fi.-::'i z:.iz-^zi up;
You
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You know, to morrow is the wedding-day.

Eian. Farewel, Iweet mafters, both ; I muft be gone.

[£.v/7.

Luc, Faith, miftrefs, then I have no caufe to (lay.

\Exit,

Hoy. But I have caufe to pry into this pedant,

Mcthinks, he looks as tho' he were in love;

Yet if thy thoughts, Bianca^ be fo humble.

To caft thy wandring eyes on every Stale;

Sieze thee, who lift ; if once I find thee ranging,

Hortenfio will be quit with thee by changing. {Exit,

SCENE II.

Enter Baptifta, Gremio, Tranio, Catharina, Lu-

centio, Bianca, and attendants.

Bap. Signior Lucentio^ this is the 'pointed day

That Cath'Tine and Petruchio fhould be married 3

And yet we hear not of our fon- in-law.

What will be faid ? what mockery will it be,

To want the Bridegroom, when the Pried attends

To fpeak the ceremonial rites of marriage ?

What fays Liiceniio to this lhame of ours ?

Cath. No fhame, but mine ; I muft, forfooth, be

forc'd

To give my hand oppos*d againft my heart.

Unto a mad-brain Rudesby, full of fpleen ;

Who woo'd in hafte, and means to wed at leifure.

I told you, I, he was a frantick fool.

Hiding his bitter jefts in blunt behaviour:

And to be noted for a merry man.

He'll woo a thoufand, 'point the day of marriage.

Make friends, invite, yes, and proclaim the bines

|

Yet never means to wed, where he hath woo'd.

Nov/ muft the v;orId point at poor Catharine^

And fay, lo! there is mad Petrw.hio'% wife.
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If it would pleafe him come and marry her.

T^ra. Patience, good Catharine^ and Baptijla tooj

Upon my life, Peiruchio means but well ;

What ever fortune ftays him from his word.

Tho' he be blunt, I know him pafTing wife;

Tho' he be merry, yet withal he*s honeft.

Ca:h, Would Catharine had never feen him thoM

Bap, Go, girl •, I cannot blame thee now to weep j

For fuch an injury would vex a Saint,

Much more a Shrew of thy impatient humour.

SCENE III.

Enter Biondello.

Bion, Mafter, Mafter; old news, and fuch news

as you never heard of.

Bap. Is it new and old too? how may that be?

Bicn. Why, is it not news to hear of Pefrucbio's

coming ?

Bap. Is he come ?

Bicn. Why, no, Sir.

Bap. W hat then ?

Bion. He is coming.

Bap. When will he be here?

B:on. \Whm he ftands where I am, and fees you

there.

Tra. Bur, fay, what to thine old news ?

Bion. ' Why, Peiruchio is coming in a new hat and
* an old jerking a pair of old breeches thrice turn*d j

* a pair of boots that have been 'candle-cafes, one
* buckled, another lac'd v an old rufty fword ta'en

* out of the town-arm Dry, with a broken hilt, and
* chapelcfs, with t^vo broken points his horfe hip*d

* with an old mothy faddle, the ftirrups of no km-
* dred be'iidcs poiTcil with the glanders, and like to

^ mofe in the chine, troubled with the lampafTe, in-

' fecled
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* fc(^ed with the fafhions, full of windgalls, fped

* with fpavins, raicd with the yellows, pad cure of
' the fives, (lark fpoiled with the daggers, bcgnawn
' with the bots, waid in the back and fhoulder-fhot-

' ten, near-Iegg'd before, and with a half-check't

* bit, and a headftall of fheep's leather, which being
* reftrain'd, to keep him from ftumbling, hath been
' often burft, and now repair'd with knots ; one girt

' fix times piec'd, and a woman's crupper of velure,

* which hath two letters for her name, fairly fet

' down in ftuds, and here and there piec'd with pack-
*- thread.*

Bap, Who comes with him ?

Bion, ' Oh, Sir, his lackey, for all the world ca-

' parifon'd like the horfe, with a linnen ftock on one
* leg, and a kerfey boot-hofe on the other, garter'd

' with a red and blue lift, * an old hat, and the

* humour of forty fancies prickt up in't for a feather ;

* a monfter, a very monfter in apparel, and not like

' a chriftian footboy, or a gentleman's lackey.'

^ra. 'Tis fome odd humour pricks him to this

faftion J

2 An old hat, and the humour of forty fancies prickt up inU

for a feather ;] This was fome ballad or drollery of that time,

which the poet here ridicules, by making Petruchio prick it up
in his foot- boy's old hat for a feather. His fpeakers are per-

petually quoting fcraps and ftanzas of old Ballads, and often very

obfcurely ; for, fo well are they adapted to the occafion, that

they feem of a piece with the refl. In Shakefpears time, the

kingdom was over-run with theie doggrel compoficions. And he

feems to have born them a very particular grudge. He frequenrly

ridicules both them and their makers with e.^rquifite humour. In

Much ado about nothings he makes Benedict iay, Pro=ve that euer

1 lofe more blood <T.vith lo've than I aet again ivith drinking^ prick

out my eyes ivith a ballad maker s pen. As the blantnefs of it

would make the execution exrremeiy piinful. And again in

^roilusand Crefida, Pandarus in his dillrefb having repeated a very

Itupid ilanza from an old ballad, fays, wich the higheft humour.
There ne^ver n.vas a truer rhyme i let us caji aavay 7:athingf for n'f

may li've to ha-ve need of fuch a verfe. We fet it^ ive fee it.
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Yet oftentimes he goes but mean apparell'd.

Bap. I am glad he's come, hovvfoever he comes.

Eton. Why, Sir, he comes not.

Bap. Didft thou not fay, he comes?
Bion, Whop that Petruchio came not ?

Bap. Ay, that Petruchio came.

Bicn. No, Sirs I fay, his horfe comes with him on

his back.

Bap. Why, that's all one.

Bicn. Nay, by St. Jamy, I hold you a penny,

A horfe and a man is more than one, and yet not many,

SCENE IV.

Enter Petruchio and Grumiofantojtically habited.

Pet, Come, where be thefe gallants? who is at

home }

Bap. You're welcome. Sir.

Pet. And yet I come not well.

Bap. And yet you halt not.

Tra. Not fo well 'parelPd, as T wifh you were.

Pet. Were it better, i fl^ould rufli in thus.

But where i^Kate? where is my lovely bride?

How does my Father.? Gentles, methinks, you
frown

:

And wherefore gaze this goodly company.
As if they faw fome wondrous monument,
Some comet, or unufual prodigy?

Bap. Why, Sir, you know, this is your wedding-

day :

Firft, were we fad, fearing you would not come;
Now, fadder, that you come fo unprovided.

Fie, dolf this habit, fhame to your eftate,

An eye- fore to our folemn feilival.

^ra. And tell us what occafion of import

path all fo long detain'd you from your wife.

And knt you hither fo unlike yourfelf ?

Pet.
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Fet. Tedious it were to tell, and harfh to hear:

Sufficeth, I am come to keep my word,

Tho' in fome part enforced to digrefs,

Which at more leifure I will fo excufe.

As you fliall well be fatisficd withal.

But, where i^Kate? I flay too long from her;

The morning wears; 'tis time, we were at church,

l!ra. See not your Bride in thefe unreverent robes ;

Go to my chamber, put on cioaths of mine.

Pet. Not I J believe me, thus I'll vi fit her.

Bap. But thus, I trud, you will not marry her.

Fet. Good footh, even thus ; therefore ha' done
with words

;

To me fhe's married, not unto my cioaths

:

Could I repair what flie will wear in me.

As I could change thefe poor accoutrements,

*Twere well for Kate., and better for my fclf.

But v/hat a fool am I to chat with you,

When 1 fhould bid good-morrow to my Bride,

And feal the title with a lovely kils.^* {Exit,

I'ra, He hath fome meaning in his mad attire:

We will perfuade him, be it poffible.

To put on better ere he go to church.

Bap. I'll after him and fee the event of this, [Exit,

SCENE V.

^ra. But, Sir, our love concerncth us to add

Her Father's liking ; which to bring to pafs.

As I before imparted to your Worfliip,

1 am to get a man, (whate'er he be.

It skills not much ; we'll fit him to our turn ;)

And he fhall be Vincentio of Pifa.,
And make aflurance here in Padua

Of greater fums than I have promifed

:

So fhall you quietly enjoy your hope.

And marry fweec Bianca with confenc.

F f 4 Luc.
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Luc. Were it not, that my fellow fchool-mafter

Doth watch Blanco's fteps fo narrowly,

*Tweregood, mcthinks, to fteal our marriage

;

Which once perform'd, let all the world fay, no,

I'll keep my own, defpight of all the world.

Ira. That by degrees we mean to look into.

And watch our vantage in this bufinefs:

We'll over- reach the grey- beard GremiOj

The narrow- prying Father Minola^

The quaint muiician amorous Licio ;

All for my mafter's fake, LuccTitio.

SCENE VI.

Enter Gremio.

Now, Signlor Gremio^ came you from the church ?

Ore. As willingly as e'er 1 came from fchool.

Ira. And is the Bride and Bridegroom coming
home ?

Grc. A Bridegroom, fay you ? 'tis a groom, indeed ^

A grumbling groom, and that the girl fhall find.

Trci. Curfter than fhe ? why, *tis impolTible.

Gre, Why, he's a devil, a devil, a very fiend.

Tra. Why, fhe'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, Sir Lucentio when the Prieft

Should ask, if Catharine fhould be his wife?

Ay, by gogs-woons, quoth he j and fwore fo loud.

That, all-amaz'd, the Pried let fall the book ;

And as he (loop'd again to take it up,

This mad-brain'd Brideg'-oom took him fuch a cuff.

That down fell prieft and book, and book and prieft.

Now take them up, quoth he, if any lift.

Trci, What faid the wench, when he rofe up again ?

Gre. Trembled and ftiook ; for why, he ftamp'd

and fwore,

As if the Vicar meant to cozen him.

Bi;t
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But after many ceremonies done,
" He calls for wine: a health, quoth he; as if

H'ad been aboard carowfing to his Mates
*' After a ftorm ; quafit off the mufcadeJ,
" And threw the fops all in the fexton's face;
" Having no other caufc, but that his beard

Grew thin and hungerly, and feem'd to ask
" His fops as he was drinking. This done, he took
The Bride about the neck, and kifl her lips

With fuch a clamorous fmack, that at the parting

All the church echo'd and I feeing this,

Came thence for very lliame; and after me,

I know, the rout is coming; Such a mad marriage

Ne'er was before.—Hark, hark, I hear the minftrels.

[^Mujick plays.

SCENE VII.

Enter Petruchio, Catharina, Bianca, Hortenfio,

and Baptifta.

Pet. Gentlemen and friends, I thank you for your

pains

:

I know, you think to dine with me to day,

And have prepar'd great (lore 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?

Pet. I muft away to day, before night come.

Make it no wonder > if you knew my bufinefs.

You would entreat me rather go than (lay.

And, honed: Company, I thank you all.

That have beheld me give away my felf

To this mod patient, fweet and virtuous wife,

Dine with my father, drink a health to me,

for I muft hence, and farewel to you all.

Tra, Let us intreat you (lay 'till after dinner.

Pet.
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Pet, It may not be.

Gre. Let me entreat you.

Pet. It cannot be.

Cath. Let me intreat you.

Pet. I am content —
Cath. Are you content to (lay ?

Pet, I am content, you (hall intreat me, flay ;

But yet not ftay, intreat me how you can.

Cath. Nosv, if you love me, ftay.

Pet. Grumio^ my horfes.

Gru. Ay, Sir, they be ready : ^ the oats have eaten

the horfes.

Cath, Nay, then,

Do what thou canft, I will not go to day

;

No, nor to morrow, nor 'till I pieafe my felf;

The door is open, Sir, there lyes your way.

You may be jogging, while your boots are green;

For me, I'll not go, 'till I pieafe my felf:

'Tis like, you'll prove a jolly furly groom.
That take it on you at the firfl: fo roundly.

Pet. O, Katey concent thee, pr'ythee, be not

angry.

Cath. I will be angry ; what haft thou to do ^

Father, be quiet j he ftiall ftay my leifure.

Grey. Ay, marry. Sir; now it begins to work,

Cath. Gentlemen, forward to the bridal dinner.

I fee, a woman may be made a fool,

If fhe had not a fpirit to refift.

Pet, They fhall go forward, Kate^ at thy com-
mand.

Obey the Bride, you that attend on her :

Go to the feaft, revel and domineer ;

Carowfe full meafure to her miiden-hcad

Be mad and merry, or go hang your felves 5

But for my bonny Kate^ fhe muft with me.

5 the sat: hu-js eatsn the horjit.^^ Tiiat is the diflemper fo

Nay,
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Nay, look not big, nor (lamp, nor dare, nor fret,

I will be mafter ot what is mine own ;

She is my goods, my chattels, (he is my houfe.

My houfhold-ftuff, my field, my barn.

My horfe, my ox, my afs, my any thing

;

And here (lie (lands, touch here who ever dare.

rJl bring my adion on the proudeft he.

That (tops my way in Padua: Grumio,

Draw forth thy weapon ; we're befet with thieves;

Refcue thy miftrefs, if thou be a man

:

Fear nor, fweet wench, they fliall not touch thee,

KaU',

I'll buckler thee againft a million.

[_Exeunt Pet. and Cath.

Bap, Nay, let them go, a couple of quiet ones.

Gre, Went they not quickly, I fhould die with
laughing.

^ra. Of all mad matches, never was the like.

Luc, Midrefs, what's your opinion of your fider?

Bian, That, being mad her felf, fhe's madly mated.

Gre, I warrant him, Petruchio isKated.

Bap, Neighbours and Friends, tho' Bride and Bride-

groom want

For to fupply the places at the table;

You know, there wants no junkets at the feaft

:

Lucentio^ you fupply the Bridegroom's place

;

And let Bianca take her Sifter's room.

Tra. Shall fweet Bianca praclife how to bride it?

B^p' She fhall, Lucentio : Gentlemen, let's go.

ACT



44+ Tamirtg of the S h R e w.

ACT IV. SCENE I.

PetruchioV Country Houfe.

Enter Grumio.

G R U M I 0.

FI E, fie on all tired iades, and all mad maHers,

and all foul ways ! was ever man fo beaten r was

ever man fo raide ? was ever man fo weary ? I am
fent before, to make a fire ; and they are coming
after, to warm them : now were I not a little pot,

and foon ho:, my very lips might freeze to my teeth,

my tongue to the roof of my mouth, my heart in

my belly, ere I fhould come by a fire to thaw me;
but I with blowing the fire fhall warm my felf ; for,

confidering the weather, a taller man than I will take

cold: holla, hoa, Cunis!

Enter Curtis.

Curt. Who is it that calls fo coldly r

Gru, A piece of ice. If thou doubt it, thou may'fl

flide from my fhoulder to my heel, with no greater a

run but my head and my neck. A fire, good Curti:.

Curt, Is my mailer and his wife coming, Grumio ?

Gru. Oh, ay, Curtis^ ay and therefore, fire, fire ;

caft on no water.

Curt, Is fhe fo hot a Shrew, as fne's reported ?

Grii. She was, good CurtiSy before jrhis froft ; but

rhou knov/*fl, ' winter tames man, woman and bead

;

for

I Gtz. —— 'j.'intsr tames 'nar., r.-^srr.av and heajl ; for // hatk

tamd rsj old ncjUfy and re~ju mijirefsy and my felf, fello'-jj

Cards.

Curt. A'jiay^ yrj three-inco df^ol \ lam no heafi'\ Why had
Grumio called him one ? to give his refeniment any colour. We

muft
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^

for it hath tam'd my old mafter, and my new miftrefs,

and thy felf^ fellow Curtis.

Curt. * Away, you three-inch'd fool ; I am no beaft.

Gru. Am 1 but three inches? ' why, thy horn is a

foot, and fo long am I at the lead. But wilt thou

make a fire, or Ihall I complain on thee to our mif-

trefs, whofe hand, flie being now at hand, thou fhalt

foon feel to thy cold comfort, for being flow in thy

hot office.

Curt. I pr'ythee, 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.

Curt, There's fire ready ; and therefore, good Cn>
mio^ the news.

Gru. Why, ^ Jack boy^ ho hoy^ and as much news

ds thou wilt.

Curt, Come, you are fo full of conycatching.

Gru, Why, therefore, fire*, for I have caught ex-

tream cold. Where's the cook P is fupper ready, the

houfe trimm'd, rufhes ftrew'd, cobwebs fwept, the

fervingmen in their new fuftian, their white ftockings,

muft read as, without queflion, Shake/pear wrote,

and THY" felf^ fello^w Curtis.

Why Grumio faid that winter had tamed Cx^r/// was for his ilow-

nefs in (hewing Grumio to a good fire. Befides, all the joke confiSs

in the fenfe of this alteration.

2 A-way you thrte-inch'dfool i. e. with a fcuU three inches

thick, a phrafe taken from the thicker fort of planks.

3 Why thy horn is a foot, and fo long am I at leaf.'] fho

all the copies agree in this readings Mr. Theobald fays, yet he

cannot fnd nvhat horn Curtis had ; therefore he alters it to my
horn. But the common reading is right, and the meaning is that

he had made Curtis a cuckold.

4 Jack hoy, Sic] fragment of fome old ballad.

and
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and every omcer his wedding garment on r ^ be the

^ach fair within, the Jills fair without, carpets laid,

and every tiling in order ?

Curt, All ready : and therefore, I pray thee, what
newSi

Gru, Firft, know, my horfe is tired, my mailer

and miflrefs fall*n out.

Curt. How?
Gru, Out of their faddles into the dirt j and thereby

hangs a tale.

Curt, Lee's ha't, good Grumio,

Gru. Lend thine ear.

Curt, Here.

Gru, There. [Strikes him.

Curt, This is to feel a tale, nor to hear a tale.

Gru. And therefore 'Cis call'd a fenfible tale ; and

this cuff was bu: to knock at your ear, and befeech

lillning. Now I begin : imprimisy we came down a

foul hiil, iriy mafter riding behind my miftrels.

Curt. Both on one horfe ?

Gru. What's that to thee?

Curt. Why, a horfe.

Gru. " Tell thou the tale — Rjt hadfl thou

not croft me, thou fhouldTt have heard how her

horfe fell, and fhe under her horfe : thou fhould'ft

" have heard in how miry a place, how fhe was be-
" moii'd, hov/ he left her with the horfe upon her,

how he beat me becaufe her h':rfe flumbled, how
" (he v*aded throjgh the dirt to pluck him off me

;

how fwore, how fhe pray'd that never pray'd
" before ^ how I cry'd how the horftfs ran away j

how her bridle was burft; how I loft my crupper;

with many things of worthy memory, which now

5 Be they-Zt.ifair 'Jjithin^ the jWh fair hut ^'^ i.e. Are the

drinking veffels clean, and the mai'd-fcrvants dreb'd f Bat ihe

Oxford Editor al-ers it thus.

jire the ]5cki fair ivithyut, the JiUsfzir 'within ?

What his concc;: is in this, I confefs I know not.

fhall
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" fluU die in oblivion, and thou return unexperienc'd

to thy grave."

Curt, By this reckoning he is more fhrew than fhe.

Gru. Ay, and that thou and the proudefl: of you

all fhall find, when he comes home. But what talk

I of this ? call forth Nathaniel^ J^fip^j Nicholas^

Philips Walter^ Sugarfop^ and the rell: let their heads

be fleekly comb'd, their blue coats brufh'd, and their

garters of an indifferent knit; let them curt'fie with

their left legs, and not prefume to touch a hair of my
mailer's horfe-tail, 'till they kifs their hands. Are
they all ready }

Curt. They are.

Gru, Call them forth.

Curt, Do you hear, ho? you muft meet my mafter

to countenance my miftrels.

Gru. Why, fhe hath a face of her own.
Ctirt, Who knows not that?

Gru, Thou, it feems, that cairft for company to

countenance her.

Curt, I call them forth to credit her.

Enter four or five Serving-men,

Gru. Why, fhe comes to borrow nothing of them.

Nat, Welcome home, Grumio,

Phil. How now, Grmnio?

Jof. What, Grumio!

Nick Fellow Grumio!

Natb. How now, old lad.

Gru. " Welcome, you j how now, you ; what,

you ; fellow, you ; and thus much for greeting.'*

Now my fpruce companions, is all ready, and all

things neat ?

Nat. All things are ready ; how near is our mafler r

Gru. E'en at hand, alighted by this ; and there-

fore be not " Cock's pafTion, filence!- 1

hear my mafler.

SCENE
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SCENE II.

Enter Petruchio and Kate.

"Pet, Where be thefe knaves ? what, no man at door

to hold my ftirrup, nor to take my horfe ? where is

Nathaniely Gregory^ Philip?

All Serv, Here, here, Sir ; here, Sir.

Pet, Here, Sir, here. Sir, here. Sir, here. Sir?

You loggerheaded and unpohfh'd grooms

:

What? no attendance? no regard? no duty?

Where is the foolifh knave I fent before?

Gru, Here, Sir, as foolifh as I was before.

Pet, You peafant fwain, you whorefon, malt-horfe

drudge.

Did not I bid thee meet me in the park.

And bring along thefe rafcal knaves with thee ?

Gru, Nathaniel's coat. Sir, was not fully made

:

And Gabriel's pumps were all unpink'd i* th* heel

:

There was no link to colour Peter's hat.

And JValter's dagger was not come from fheathing

:

There were none fine, but Jdam^ 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.

[^Exeunt Servants,

Where is the life that late I led? l^i^i^g-

Where are thofe— fit down, Kate^

And welcome. Soud, foud, foud, loud!

Enter Servants with Supper,

Why, when, I fay ? nay, good fweet Kate^ be merry.

Off with my boots, you rogue : you villains, when ?

// was the Friar of Orders grey^ {Sings,

As he forth walked on his way.

Out, out, you rogue! you pluck my foot awry.

Take
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Take that, and mind the plucking off the other.

\_Strikes him.

Be merry, Kate: fome water, here; what hoa!

Enter one with water,

Where's my fpaniel Troilus? firrah, get you hence.

And bid mycoufin Ferdinand come hither:

One, Kate^ that you muft kifs, and be acquainted with.

Where are my flippers ? fhall 1 have fome water ?

Come, Kale^ and wafh, and welcome heartily :

You, whorefon villain, will you let it fall ?

Cath. Patience, I pray you, 'twas a fault unwilling.

Pet. A whorefon, beatle-headed, flap-ear'd knave

:

Come, Kate^ fit down; 1 know, you have a ftomach.

Will you give thanks, fweet Kate^ or elfe fhall I?

What's this, mutton ?

I Ser. Yes.

Pet, Who brought it?

Ser. I.

Pet, 'Tis burnt, and fo is all the meat:

What dogs are thefe ? where is the rafcal cook ?

How durft you, villains, bring it from the dreflfer,

And ferve it thus to me that love it not ?

There, take it to you, trenchers, cups and all:

[Throws the meat^ &c. about the Stage,

You heedlefs jolt- heads, and unmanner'd flaves!

What, do you grumble? I'll be with you ftraight.

Cath, I pray you, husband, be not fo difquiet j

The nieat was well, if you were fo contented.

Pet, I tell thee, Kate^ 'twas burnt and dry'd avvay>

And I exprefly am forbid to touch it:

For it engenders choler, planteth anger;

And better 'twere, that Both of us did fad.

Since, of our felves, our felves are cholerick.

Than feed it with fuch over-roafted-fielh

:

Be patient, for to morrow't fliajl be mended.

And for this night well faft for company.

Come, \ will bring thee fo thy bridal chamber, [E^e.

Vol.. 11, ^ S Lnier
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Enter Servants feveralfy,

Nath, Peter^ didft ever fee the like ?

Peter. He kills her in her own humour.

Gru. Where is he?

Enter Curtis, a Servant,

Curt, In her chamber, making a fermon of conti-

nency to her.

And rails and fwears, and rates ; that fhe, poor foul.

Knows not which way to ftand, to look, to fpeak.

And fits as one new-rifen from a dream.

Away, away, for he is coming hither. [Exeunt.

SCENE III.

Enter Petruchio.

Pet, Thus have I politickly begun my reign,

And 'tis my hope to end fuccefs fully :

My faulcon now is fharp, and pafling empty.

And till (he ftoop, flie muft not be full-gorg'd.

For then (he never looks upon her lure.

Another way I have to man my haggard,

To make her come, and know her keeper's Call

:

That is, to watch her, as we watch thefe kites.

That bait and beat, and will not be obedient.

She eat no meat to day, nor none fhall eat.

Laft night Ihe flept not, nor to night fhall not:

As with the meat, fome undeferved fault

I'll find about the making of the bed.

And here Til fling the pillow, there the bolder.

This way the coverlet, that way the flieets;

Ay *, and, amid this hurly, I'll pretend,

That all is done in reverend care of her.

And, in conclufion, fhe (hall watch all night:

And, if (he chance to nod, I'll rail and brawl.

And with the clamour keep her ftill awake.

Thi<
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This is a way to kill a wife with kindnefs ; —

•

And thus Til curb her mad and headllrong humour.

He that knows better how to tame a Shrew,

Now let him fpeak, *tis charity to fhcw. [_Exit,

SCENE IV.

Before Baptifta'j Houfe,

Enter TraniD and Hortcnfio.

T R A N I O.

IS *t pofTible, friend Licio^ that Bianca

Doth fancy any other but Lucentio?

I tell you. Sir, flie bears me fair in hand.

Her. To fatisfy you, Sir, in what I faid.

Stand by, and mark the manner of his teaching.

[TheyJland by.

Enter Bianca and Lucentio.

Luc. Now, miftrefs, profit you in what you read }

Bian. What, mafter, read you? firft, refolve me
that.

Luc. I read That I profefs, the art of Love.

Bian. And may you prove. Sir, mailer of your art!

Luc, While you, fweet dear, prove midrefs of my
heart. \Tbey retire backward.

Hot. Quick procceders! marry! now, tell me, I

pray, you that durfl fwear that your miilrefs Bianca

lov'^d none in the world fo well as Lucentio,

Tra. Defpighiful love, unconiimt womankind !

1 tell thee, Dcio^ this is wonderful.

Hor. Miih^ke no more, I am not LiciOy

Nor a mufician, as I feem to be;

But One that fcorn to live in this difguife

For l^jch a One as leaves a gentleman,

G g 2 And
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And makes a Gk)d of fuch a cullion ;

Know, Sir, that I am call'd Horjenfio,

'Tra. Signior Horten/to, I have often heard

Of your entire affe6tion to Bianca j

And fmce mine eyes are witnefs of her lightnefs,

I will with you, if you be fo contented,

Forfwear Bianca and her love for ever.

Hor, See, how they kifs and court! Signior

LucentiOy

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 1 have fondly flatter'd her withal.

Tra. And here I take the like unfeigned oath.

Never to marry her, tho* (he intreat.

Fie on her! fee, how beaftly fhe doth court him.

Hor, 'Would all the World, but he, had quite for-

fworn her!

For me, that 1 may furely keep mine oath,

I will be married to a wealthy widow,

Ere three days pafs, which has as long lov'd me.
As I have lov'd this proud difdainful haggard.

And fo farewel, Signior Lucentio,

Kindnefs in womien, not their beauteous looks.

Shall win my love: and fo I take my leave.

In refolution as I fwore before. [Exit Hot,
Tra. Miilrds Bianca, blefs you with fuch grace.

As longeth to a lover's blelTed cafe :

Nay, 1 have ta'en you napping, gentle Love,
And have forfworn vou with Hortenfio,

j_Lucentio and Bianca come forward

,

Bian, tranio^ you jeft: but have you both for-

fv/orii mc.''

Tra, fvliilrefs, we have.

Lite. 1^ henwe are rid of Licio,

Tra, rfaith, he'll have a lufl:y widow now,
That fliall be woo'd and wedded in a day.

Bian.
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Bian. God give him joy !

^ra. Ay, and he'll tame her.

Bian. He fays fo, Tranio.

^ra. 'Faith, he's gone into the Taming fchooi.

Bian. The Taming fchooi ? what, is there fuch a

place?

Tra. Ay, miftrefs, and Petruchio is the mafterj

That teachcth tricks eleven and twenty long.

To tame a Shrew, and charm her chattering tongue.

SCENE V.

E?iier Biondello, running.

Bion. Oh mader, mafter, I have watch'd fo long,

That I'm dog-weary ; but at lad I fpied

An ancient (a) Engle, going down the hill.

Will ferve the turn.

Tra. What is he, Biondello

P

Bion. Mafter,. a mercantant, or elfe a pedant;

I know not what; but formal in apparel;

In gate and countenance Murely like a father.

Luc. And what of him, TranioF

Tra. IF he be credulous, and truft my tale,

I'll make him glad to feem VincentiOy

And give him afluranee to Baptifta Minola^

As iF he were the right Vincentio:

Take in your love, and then let me alone.

{Exeunt Luc. and Bian,

Enter a Pedant,

Ped. God fave you. Sir.

Tra. And you, Sir; you are welcome

:

Travel you far on, or are you at the fartheft

5 -^Sureh like a father.] I know not what he i?, fays the

fpCaker, however this is certain, he has the gace and countenance
of a fatherly man.

[(a) Engle. l^l.Theohuld. Vulg, Angd, ]

G g 3 Psd.
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Ted. Sir, at the farrheft for a week or two

:

But then up farther, and as far as Rome\
And fo to 'Triply^ if God lend me life.

Tra, What countryman, I pray!

Fed. Of Mantua.

Tra. Of Mantua, Sir ? God forbid

!

And come to Padua., carelefs of your Life ?

Fed, My life. Sir ! how, I pray ? for that goes hard.

I'ra. 'Tis death for any one in Mantua

To come to Padua know you not the caufe?

Your fhips are (laid at Venice., and the Duke,

(For private quarrel 'twixt your Duke and him,)

Hath pubHfh*d and proclaimed it openly:

'Tis marvel, but that you're but newly come,

You might have heard it elfe proclaimed about.

Ped, Alas, Sir j it is worfe for me than foi

For I have bills for mony by exchange

From Florence^ and muft here deliver them.

'Tra. Well, Sir, to do you courtefie,

This will I do, and this will I advife you

;

Firfl:, tell me, have you ever been at Pifa?

Fed. Ay, Sir, in Pifa have I often been

;

Pifa., renowned for grave citizens.

Ira. Among them know you one Vincmtic ?

Fed, I know him not, but I have heard of him 5

A merchant of incomparable wealth.

Tra, He is my father, Sir; and, footh to fay.

In count'nance fomevvhat doth refemble you.

Bion. As much as an apple doth an oyifer, and ail

one.
, [Afide,

Tra. To fave your life in this extremity.

This favour will I do you for his fake;

And think it not the vvorft of all your fortunes,

That you are like to Sir Vincen'io

:

His name and credit fhall you undertake,

And in my houfe you fhall be friendly lodg'd:

Look, that you take upon You as you fhouid.

You underftand me. Sir; fo lhali you ftay,

'Till
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•Till you have done your bufinefs in the city.

If this be courtTie, Sir, accept of it.

Ped. Oh, Sir, I do ; and will repute you ever
The Patron of my life and liberty.

I'ra. Then go with me to make the matter good:
This by the way 1 let you underfland,

My father is here look'd for every day.
To pafs aflurance of a dower in marriage

'Twixc me and one Baptifta's daughter here

:

In all thele Circumftances Til inltrud you :

Go with Me, Sir, to cloath you as becomes you.

\^Exeunt»

SCENE VI.

Enter Catharina and Grumio.

Gru. No, no, forfooth, I dare not for my life.

Catb. The more my wrong, the more his fpite

appears

:

What, did he marry me to famifli me
Beggars, that come unto my father's door.

Upon intreaty, have a prefent alms

;

If nor, elfcvvhere they meet with charity;

But I, who never knew how to intreat.

Nor never needed that I fhould intreat.

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 thefe wants,

He does it under name of perfe6l love

:

As who would fay, if 1 fhould fleep or eat

'Twere deadly ficknefs, or elfe prefent death :

I pr'ythee go, and get me fome repafb

I care no: what, fo it be wholefome food.

Gru, What fay you to a neat's foot ?

Cath, 'Tis palTmg good ; I pr'ythee, let me have it.

Gru 1 fear, it is too flegmatick a meat

:

How fay you to a fat tripe finely broil'd ?

G g 4 Caib.
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Cath. 1 like it well-, good Gr«;»/^, fetch it me.
Qru. I cannot tell \— i fear, itVcholerick :

What fay ybu to a piece of beef and muftard ?

Cath, A difli, that 1 do love to feed upon.

Gru. Ay, but the muftard is too hot a \m\t.

Cath. Why, then tliC beef, and let the muftard

red-.

Gru. Nay, then I will not^ you (hall have the

muftard.

Or elfe you get no beef of Gruraio,

Cath. Then both, or one, or any thing thou wilt.

Gru. Why, then the muftard without the beef.

Cath. Goj get thee gone, thou falfe deluding flave,

\_Beats him.

That feed*ft me with the very name of meat

:

Sorrow on thee, and all the pack of you.

That triumph thus upon my mifery!

Go, get thee gone, 1 fay.

SCENE VII.

Enter Petruchio and Hortenfio, vjith meat.

Pet. How fares my Kate? what, Sweeting, ali

amort ?

Her, Miftrefs, what cheer?

Cath. 'Faith, as cold as can be.

Pet. Pluck up thy fpirits \ look cheerfully upon me j

Here, love, thou feeft how diligent I am.

To drefs thy meat myfelf, and bring it thee:

I'm fure, (wett Kate, this kmdnefs 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 the difti.

Cath. I pray you, let it ftand.

Pet. The pooreft fcrvice is repaid with thanks.

And fo lhall mine, before you touch the meat.

Cath. 1 thank you. Sir.

Hor.
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Hor. Signior Petrucbio, fie, you are to blame :

Come, miitrefs Kate^ V\\ bear you company.
Pet. Eat it up all, Hortenfio^ if thou lovefl: me ;—

Wide.
Much good do it unto thy gentle heart

;

Kate^ eat apace. And now, my honey- love.

Will we return unto thy father's houfe.

And revel it as bravely as the befl:.

With filken coats, and caps, and golden rings.

With ruffs, and cuffs, and fardingals, and things:

With fcarfs, and fans, and double change of brav'ry.
With amber bracelets, beads, and all this knav'ry.

What, haft thou din'd ? the taylor ftays thy Jeifure,

To deck thy body with his ruftling treafure.

SCENE VIII.

Enter 'Taylor,

Come, taylor, let us fee thefe ornaments.

Enter Haherdajher,

Lay forth the gown. What news with you, Sir?

Hab. Here is the cap your worfhip did befpeak.

Pet. Why, this was moulded on a porringer,

A velvet dilh-, fie, fie, 'tis lewd and filthy:

Why, 'tis a cockle or a walnut- fhell,

A knack, a toy, a trick, a baby's cap.

Away with it, come, let me have a bigger.

Cath. I'll have no bigger, this doth fit the time;

And gentlewomen wear fuch caps as thefe.

Pet. When you are gentle, you fhall have one too.

And not 'till then.

Hor. That will not be in hafte.

Cath. ^ Why, Sir, I truft, I may have leave to /peak.

And
6 Why, Sir-^ I trujl 1 may ha've leafve to /peak, &:c.^ Shake-

Jpear has here copied nature with great skill. Petruchioy by
trightening, liarving and overvvatching his wife, had tamed her

into
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And fpeak I will. I am no child, no babe-.

Your betters have cndur'd me fay my mind

;

And, if you cannot, beft you ftop your ears.

My tongue will tell the anger of my heart.

Or, elfe my heart, concealing it, will break

:

And rather than it fhall, 1 will be free

Even to the utmoft as I pleafe in words.

Pet, Why, thou fay^ll true, it is a paltry cap,

A cuftard-cofRn, a bauble, a filken pie;

1 love thee well, in that thou lik'll it not.

Cath. Love me, or love me not, I like the cap ;

And I will have it, or I will have none.

Fet, Thy gown? why, ay, come, taylor, kt us

fee't.

0 mercy, heav'n, what masking ftuft is here?

What? this a fleeve? 'tis like a demi-cannon ;

What, up and down carv'd like an apple-tart?

Here's fnip, and nip, and cut, and flilh, and flalli.

Like to a cenfer in a barber's (hop

:

Why, what a devil's name, taylor, caU'd thou this?

Hot. I fee, fhe's like to've neither cap nor gown.

"Tay, You bid me make it orderly and well.

According to the fafhion of the time.

Pet, Marry, and did : but if you be remembred,
1 did not bid you mar it to the time.

Go, hop me over every kennel home.
For you fhall hop without my cuftom, Sir:

I'll none of it hence, make your beft of it.

Cath, 1 never faw a better fafhion'd gown,
Moie quaint, more pleafing, nor more commendable

:

Belike, you mean to make a puppet of me.

Pet, Why, true, he means to make a puppet of thee.

into gentlenefs and fubmiffion. And the audience cxpedb to hear

no more of the Shre^jo: When on her being crolled, in the ar-

ticle of falhion and finery, the molt inveterate folly of the lex»

fhe flies out again, though for the laft lime, into all the intem-

poiate rage ot her nature.
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Tay, She fays, your Worfhip means to make a

puppet of her.

Pet. O moft monftrous arrogance

!

Thou lyeft:, thou thread, thou thimble,

Tliou yard, three-quarters, half-yard, quarter, nail.

Thou flea, thou nit, thou winter-cricket, thou!

BravM in mine own houfe with a skein of thread :

Away, thou rag, thou quantify, thou remnant.

Or I lhall fo be-mete thee with thy yard.

As thou lhalt think on prating whilfl: thou liv'ft :

1 tell thee, I, that thou haft marr*d her gown.
Tay. Your Worfhip is deceived, the gown is made

Jult as my mafrcr had diredlion.

Grumio ^ave order how it fhould be done.

Gru. I gave him no order, I gave him the fluff.

Tay. But how did you defire it fhould be made?
Gru. Marry, Sir, with needle and thread.

To.y. But did you not requeft to have it cut.^

Gru. Thou hall fac'd many things.

Tay. 1 have.

Gru. Face not me : thou haft brav'd many men,
brave not me ; I will neither be fac'd, nor brav*d. I

fay unto thee, I bid thy mafter cut out the gown, but

1 did not bid him cut it to pieces. Ergo^ thou lieft.

Tay. Why, here is the note of the fafhion to teflify.

Pet. Read it.

Gru, The note lies in's throat, if he fay I faid fo.

Tay. Imprimis^ a loofe-bodied gown.

Gru. " Mafter, if ever I faid loofe-bodied gown,
fow me up in the skirts of it, and beat me to death

with a bottom of brown thread : I faid a gown.
Pet. Proceed.

Tay. With a fmall compaft cape.

Gru. I confefs the cape.

Tay. With a trunk-fleeve.

Gru. I confefs two fleeves.

Tej, The flees^es curioufly cuCa



The Teaming of the Shrew.

Pet. Ay, there's the villany.

Gru. Error i* th* bill, Sir, error i' th' bill : I com-
manded, the fleeves fhould be cut out, and fow'd up
again ; and that Til prove upon thee, tho' thy little

finger be armed in a thimble.

I'ay, This is true, that I fay 5 an I had thee in

place where, thou fhou'dft know it.

Gru. I am for thee (Iraight : take thou the bill, give

me thy meet-yard, and fpare not me.

Hor, God-a-mercy, Grumio^ then he fliall have no
odds.

Pet. Well, Sir, in brief the gown is not for me.

Gru, You are i' th' right. Sir, 'tis for my midrefs.

Pet, Go take it up unto thy maker's ufe.

Gru. Villain, not for thy life : take up my miftrefs's

gown for thy mailer's ufe!

Pet. Why, Sir, what's your conceit in that ?

Gru, Oh, Sir, the conceit is deeper than you think for;

Take up my miftrefs's gown unto his mafter's ufe!

Oh, fie, fie, fie!

Pet, HortenfiG^ fav, thou wilt fee the taylor paid.

iAfide,

Go take it hence, be gone, and fay no more.

Hor. Taylor, Til pay thee for thy gown to morrow.

Take no unkindnefs of his hafly words ;

Away, I fay \ commend me to thy mafl:er.
\
Exit 'Taylor.

Pet, Well, come, my Kate.^ we will unto your father's,

Even in thefe honfft mean habilimiCnts:

Our purfes fhall be proud, our garments poor:

For 'tis the mind, that ma!<es the body rich:

And as the fun breaks through the darkfeft clouds,

So honour peereth in the meanefi: habit.

What, is the jay more precious than the lark,

Becaufe his feathers are more beautiful ?

Or is the adder better than the eel,

Becaufe his painted skin contents the eye?

Oh, no, good Kaie-^ neither art thou the worfe

For
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For this poor furniture, and mean array.

If thou account'ft it fhame, lay it on me ;

And therefore frolick ; we will hence forthwith.

To feaft and fport us at thy father's houfe.

Go call my men, and let us ftraight to him.

And bring our horfes unto Long-lane end,

There will we mount, and thither walk on foot.

Let's fee, 1 think, 'tis now fome feven o'clock.

And well we may come there by dinner time.

Cath. I dare afiure you, Sir, 'tis almoft two
And 'twill be llipper-time ere you come there.

Pet. 1 1 fhall be feven, ere I go to horfe.

Look, what I fpeak, or do, or think to do.

You are ftill croffing if. Sirs, lei'c alone,

I will not go to day, and ere I do,

It fhall be what o'clock I fay it is.

Hor. Why, fo : this Gallant will command the Sun.
[Exeunt Pet. Cath. and Hor.

[The Prefenters, above, fpeak here.]

Lord. fFho^s "Jinthin there ?
[^^Y J^^^ps,

Enter Servants.

yf/Ieep again ! go take him eajily np^ and put him in his

own apparel again. But fee^ you wake bi?n not in any

cafe,

Serv. // Jhall be done^ my Lord ; come help to hear

him hence. [They bear off Sly.

S C E N E IX,

Before Baptifta'j Houfe,

Enter Tranio, and the Pedant drefi like Vincentio,

T R A N I O.

SIR, this is the houfe-, pleafe it you, that t call?

Ped Ay, what elfc! and '^^buc I be deceived,}

Signior Baptifia may remember mc
Near



The Taming of the Shrev/.

Near twenty years ago in Genoa^

"Where we were lodgers, at the Pegafus,

Ttra, 'Tis well, and hold your own in any cafe

With fuch aufterity as longeth to a father.

Enter Biondello.

Ted, I warrant you : but. Sir, here comes your boy ^

'Twere good, he were fchooPd.

Fear you not him ; firrah, Biondello^

Now do your duty throughly, I advife you :

Imagine, 'twere the right Vincentio,

Bion. Tut, fear not me.

'Tra. But haft thou done thy errand to Baptifiaf

Bion, I told him, that your father was in Venice ;

And that you look'd for him this day in Padua,

^ra, Th' art a tall fellow, hold thee that to drink;

Here comes Baptijla \ let your countenance, Sir,

SCENE X.

Enter Baptifta and Lucentio,

Tra, Signior Baptijla^ you are happily met

:

Sir, this is the gentleman I told you of

;

I pray you ftand, good Father, to me now.

Give me Bianca for my patrimony.

Ped, Soft, fon, Sir, by your leave, having come
to Padua

To gather in fome debts, my fon Lucentio

Made me acquainted with a weighty caufe

Of love between your daughter and himfelf

:

And for the good report 1 hear of yoir.

And for the love he beareth to your daughter.

And fhe to him to (lay him not too long,

I am content in a good father'.s care

To have him match'd ; and if you pleafe to like

No worfe than I, Sir, upon fome agreement.

Me (hall you find moft ready and molt willing
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With one confent to have her fo beflowed

:

For curious I cannot be with you,

Signior Baptifla^ of whom I hear fo well.

Bap, Sir, pardon me in what I have to lay:

Your plainnels and your fhortnefs pleafe me well.

Right true it is, your Ion Lucentio here

Doth love my daughter, and fhe loveth him.

Or both diflcmible deeply their affections i

And therefore if you fay no more than this,

That like a father you will deal v/ith him.

And pafs my daughter a fufHcient dowry.
The match is made, and all is done.

Your fon fh.ill have my daughter with confent.

T'ra. I thank you, Sir. Where then do you know
bed.

Be we afHed ; and fuch affurance ta'en.

As fliall w ith either part's agreement ftand?

Bnp. Not in my houfe, Lucentio ; for, you knoWj»

Pitchers have ears, and I have many iervants;

Befides, old Gremio is hearkning ftiii

;

And, haply, then we might be interrupted.

Tra. Then at my lodging, an it like you, Sir,

There doth my Father lye; and there this night

We'll pafs the bufinefs privately and well :

Send for your daughter by your fervant here^

My boy (bail fetch the fcrivcner preienrlv.

The wont is this, that at fo flender warning

You're like to have a thin and Hender pittance*

Bi^p, It likes me well. Go, Cambio^ hie you homc^
And bid Bianca make her ready ftraight:

And if you will, tell v;hat hath happea'd here:

Lucentio^s father is arriv'd in Padua^

And hov/ lhc*s like to ht Lucentio^% wife.

Lmc, I pray the Gods ihe may, with all my heart

!

{Exit,

Tra. Dally not, with the Gods, but get thee gone.

Signior Baptijia^ fhall I lead the way ?

"vVelcome^
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Welcome ! one mefs is like to be your cheer.

Come, Sir, we will better it in Pifa,

Bap, ril follow you. {Exeunt,

SCENE XI.

Enter Lucentio and Biondello.

Bion, Cambio.

Luc. What lay'ft thou, Biondello?

Bion, You faw my mafter wink and laugh upon you.

Luc, Biondello^ what of that ?

Bion, Faith, nothing 5 But ha's left me here behind

to expound the meaning or moral of his figns and

tokens.

Luc, I pray thee, moralize them.

Bion. Then thus. Baptifta is fafe, talking with

the deceiving father of a deceiiful fon.

Luc, And what of him }

Bion, His Daughter is to be brought by you to the

fupper.

Luc, And then?

Bion, The old Pricft at St. Luke*s Church is at your

command at all hours.

Luc, And what of all this.f^

Bion. I cannot tell-, expedl, they are bufied about

a counterfeit afifurance; take you afTurance of . her.

Cum privilegio ad impri?nendum folum-, to th' Church

take the Fried, Clark, and fome fufficient honcft'

witnefTes: If this be not that you look for, I have

no more to fay, but bid Bianca farewel for ever and

a day.

Luc. HearTt thou, Biondello ?

Bion. I cannot tarry •, 1 knew a Vv'ench married in

an afternoon as fhe went to the garden for parfly to

fluff a rabbet; and fo may you, Sir, and lb, adieu,

Sir ; my Mafter hath appointed me to go to Sc. Luke'*s.^

to bid the Pricft be ready to come againft you come,

with your Appendix. {Exit.

LuC'
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Luc. I may and will, if fhe be fo contented :

^he will be pleas'd, then wherefore fliouJd I doubt ?

Hap what hap may, I'll roundly go about her:

It fhall go hard^ if Cmnhio go without her. \^Exit.

SCENE XII.

A green La/ie,

Enter Petruchio, Catlmrina, and Hortenfio.

P^/. OM E on, o'God'sname, once more tow'rds

our Father's.

Good Lord, how bright and goodly fhines the Moon

!

Catb. The Moon ! the Sun : ic is not Moon-light
now.

Pet. I fay, it is the Moon that lliines fo bright.

Catb. I know it is the Sun that fhines fo bright.

Pet. Now by my mother's fon^ and that's my felfj

It fhall be Moon, or Star, or what I lift,

Or ere 1 iourncy to your father's houfe

:

Go on^ and fetch our horfes back again.

Evermore croft and croft, nothing but croft!

Her. Say, as he fays, or we ftiall never go.

Cath. Forward I pray, fince we are come fb far*,

And be it Moon, or Sun, or what you pleafc

:

And if you pieafe to call it a rufli candle,

Henceforth I vow it fliall be fo for me.

Pet. I lay, ic is the Moon.
Catb. I know, it is the Moon.
Pet. Nay, then you lye ; it is the blefTed Siin„

Catb. Then, God be bleft, it is the blelTed Sun,

But Sun it is nor, when you fay it is notj

And the Moon changes, even as your mind.

What you will have it nam'd, even that it is.

And fo it Ihili be fo for Catbarine.

Hor. Pftrachlo^ ^"^y» the field is won,

VcL- li. Hh Pet.
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Pet, Well, forward, forward, thus the bowl fliould

run

;

And not unluckily againft the bias

:

But foft, fome company is coming here.

SCENE XIII.

Enter Vincentio.

Good-morrow, gentle miftrefs, where away ?

[t? Vincentio.

Tell me, fweet Kate^ and tell me truly too,

Haft thou beheld a frefher Gentlewoman ?

Such war of white and red within her cheeks!

What ftars do fpangle heaven with fuch beauty.

As thofe two eyes become that heav'nly face?

Fair lovely Maid, once more good day to thee:

Sweet KatCy embrace her for her beauty's fake.

Hor, He will make the man mad, to make a

woman of him.

Cath. Young budding Virgin, fair, and frefli, and

fweet.

Whither away, or where is thy aboad?

Happy the parents of fo fair a child

;

Happier the man, whom favourable ftars

Allot thee for his lovely bedfellow

!

Pet, Why, how now, Kate^ I hope, thou art not

mad

!

This is a man, old, wrinkled, faded, withered.

And not a maiden, as, thou lay'ft he is.

Cath. Pardon, old Father, my miftaken eyes j

That have been fo bedazled 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 Grandfire, and withal make
known

Which
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Which way thou travelleft; if along with us.

We fliall be joyful of thy company.

Vin. Fair Sir, and you niy merry Miftrefs,

That with your llrange encounter much amaz'd me
My name iscall*d Vincentio^ my dwelling Pifa-y

And bound I am to Paduay there to vific

A fon of mine, which long I have not feen.

Pet, What is his name P

Vin, Lucentioy gentle Sir.

Pet, Happily met, the happier for thy fon j

And now by law, as well as reverend age,

I may entitle thee my loving Father:

The Sifter of my Wife, this Gentlewoman,
Thy Son by this hath married. Wonder nor^

Nor be not griev'd, fhe is of good efteem.

Her dowry wealthy, and of worthy birth j

Befide, fo qualified, as may befeem

The Spoufe of any noble Gentleman.

Let me embrace with old Vincentio,

And wander we to fee thy honeft Son,

Who will of thy arrival be full joyous.

Vin. But is this true, or is it elfe your pleafure.

Like pleafant travellers, to break a jefl

I^pon the company you overtake.^

Hor. I do aflure thee, Father, fo it is.

Pet. Come, go along, and lee the truth hereof;

For our firfl merriment hath made thee jealous.

[Exeunt Pet. Cath. ^ndVln.
Hor. Well, Petruchio^ this hath put me in heart.

Have to my widow ; and if fhe be troward.

Then haft thou taught Hortenfio to be untoward.

{Exit,

H h a ACT
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A C T V. S C E N E L

Before Lucentio's Houfe.

Enter Biondello, Lucentio and Bianca, Gremio
walking on oneJide,

BlONDEL LO.

SOFTLY and fwiftiy. Sir, for the Pried is ready-

Luc. I fly, Biondello \ but they may chance to

need thee at home, therefore leave us.

Bion. Nay, faith, I'll fee the church o* your back,

and then come back to my Mafter as foon as I

can. [^Exit.

Gre. I marvel, Camhio comes not all this while.

Enter Petruchio, Catharina, Vincentio and Grumio,
with Attendants.

Pet, Sir, here's the door, this is Lucentid*s houfe'

My Father's bears more towards the Market-place;

Thither muft I, and here I leave you. Sir.

Vin, You lhall not chufe but drink before you go j

I think, I fhall command your welcome here

;

And by all likelihood fome cheer is toward. [Knocks.

Gre, They're bufie within,- you were bed knock

louder. [Pedant looks out of the window.

Fed, What's he, that knocks as he would beat down
the gate.?

Vin. Is Signior Lucentio within. Sir ^

Fed. He's v/ithin. Sir, but not to be fpoken withal.

Vin. 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 as long as I live.

Pet. Nay, I told you, your Son was belov'd in

Padua, Do you hear, Sir ^, to leave frivolous circum-

ihinccs»
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fiances, I pray you, tell Signior Lucentio that his Fa-

ther is come from Pifa^ and is here at the door to

fpeak with him.

Ped. Thou lied ; his Father is come to Padua, and
here looking out of the window.

Fin. Art thou his Father ?

Ped. Ay, Sir, fo his Mother fays, if I may believe

her.

Pe(. Why, how now. Gentleman! why, this is

flat knavery to take upon you another man's name.

Ped. Lay hands on the villain. 1 believe, he means
to cozen fomebody in this city under my countenance.

SCENE II.

Enter Biondello.

Bion. I have feen them in the Church together. God
fend 'em good (hipping! but who is here! mine old

Mafter Vincentio ? now we are undone, and brought

to nothing.

Vin, Come hither, crackhemp. [Seeing Biondello.

Bion, I hope, I may chufe. Sir.

Fin. Come hither, you rogue; what, have you
forgot me ?

Bion. Forgot you ? no, Sir : I could not forget you,

for I never faw you before in all my life.

Fin. What, you notorious villain, didft thou never

fee thy Mafter's Father Fincentio ?

Bion. What, my old worfhipful old mafter ? yes,

marry. Sir, fee where he looks out of the window.

Fin. Is't fo indeed ^. [He beats Biondello.

Bion. Help, help, help, here's a madman will mur-

ther me.

Ped. Help, Son ; help, Signior Baptifta.

Pet. Pr'ythee, Kate^ let's itand afide, and fee the

end of this controverfic. [They retire.

H h 3 Enter
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Enter Pedant with Servants^ Baptifta and Tranio.

^ra. Sir, what are you, that offer to beat my fervant ?

Vin, What am I, Sir ; nay what are you, Sir ? oh,

immortal Gods ! oh, fine villain ! a filken doublet, a

velvet hofe, a fcarlet cloak and a 'copatain hat: oh,

I am undone! I am undone! while I play the good
husband at home, my Ton and my fervants fpend all

at the Univerfity.

Tra, How now, what's the matter?

Bap. What, is this man lunatick ?

^ra. Sir you feem a fober ancient Gentleman by

your habit, but your words fhew a mad-man j why,

Sir, what concerns it you, if I wear pearl and gold?

I thank my good Father, 1 am able to maintain it.

Viyi. Thy Father! oh villain, he is a fail-maker in

Bergamo.

Bap. You miftake. Sir, you miftake, Sirj pray,

what do you think is his name?
Vin, His name ? as if I knew not his name : I have

brought him up ever fince he was three years old, and

his name is 'Cranio.

Ped. Away, away, mad afs ! his name is Lucentio:

and he is mine only fon, and heir to the lands of me
Signior Vincentio.

Vin, Lucentio! oh, he hath murthered his mafter

;

lay hold of him, I charge you, in the Duke's name ;

oh, my fon, my fon, tell me, thou villain, where is

my fon Lucentio ?

'Tra. Call forth an Officer; carry this mad knave to

the jail j Father Baptijia^ 1 charge yo'j, fee, that he

be forth-coming.

Vin. Carry me to jail ?

Gre. Scay, Officer, he fhall not go to prifon.

Bap. Talk not, Signior Gremio : I fay, he fhall go
to prifon.

1 ..^^ccpfed or pointed. Mr. Pope.

Ore.
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Gre. Take heed, Signior Eaptifta^ left you be cony-

catch*d in this bufinefs j I dare fwcar, this is the right

Vincentio.

Ped. Swear, if thou dar'ft.

Gre. Nay, I dare not fwear it.

Tra. Then thou vvert beft fay, that I am not Lu-
centio ?

Gre, Yes, I know thee to htS\gx\\ov Lucentio.

Bap. Away with the dotard, to the jail with him!

Enter Lucentio and Bianca.

Vin. Thus ftrangers may be hai'd and abus'd; oh,

nionftrous villain

!

Bion. Oh, we are fpoil'd, and yonder he is, deny
him, forfwcar him, or elfe we are all undone.

[Exetint Biondello, Tranio and Pedant.

SCENE III.

Lnc. Pardon, fweet Father. [Kneeling,

Vin. Lives my fweet fon ?

Bian. Pardon, dear Father.

Bap. How haft thou offended.?* where is Lucentio?

Luc. Here's Lucentio^ right Son to the right Vm-
centio^

That have by marriage made thy Daughter mine;
While counterfeit iuppofers bleer*d thine eyne,

Gre. Here's packing with a witnefs to deceive us alh

Vin. Where is that damn'd Villain Tranio^

That fac*d and brav'd me in this matter {o}

Bap. Why, tell me, is not this my Cambio?

Bian. Cambio is chang'd into Lucentio.

Luc. Love v/rought thefe miracles. Bianco'^ Jove

Made me exchange my ftate with Tranio.,

While he did bear my countenance in the town

:

And happily I have arriv'd at laft

Unto the wiftied haven of my blifs i

H h 4 What
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WhatTr^?;^/^ did, myfelf enforc'd him to;

Then pardon him, Iweet Father, for my fake.

Vin. I'll flit the villain's nole, that would have fent

me to the jail.

Bap. But do you hear. Sir, have you married my
Daughter without asking my good-wili?

Vin, Fear not, Baptijia^ we will content you, go
to: but I will in, to be reveng'd on this villain,

[Exit.

Bap. And I, to found the depth of this knavery.

[Exit.

Luc. Look not pale, Bianca^ thy Father will not

frown. [Exeunt

.

Gre. My cake is dough, but I'll in among the reft.

Oat of hope of all, but my fhare of the feaft. [Exit,

[Petruchio and Catharina, advancing,

Calb. Husband, let's follow, to fee the end of this

ado.

Pet. Firft kifs me, Kate^ and we will.

Catb. What, in the midflof the fireei ?

Pet, What, art thou afham'd of nie ?

Catb. No, Sir, God forbid ! but afham'd to kifs.

Pet. Why, then let's home again: conie, firrah,

let's away.
Catb. Nay, I will give thee a kifs ; now pray thee^

love, flay.

Pet, Is not this well ? come, my fvveet Kate ;

Better once than never, for never too late. [Exeunt..

S C E N £
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Changes to Lucentio'i Apartments,

Enter Baptifta, Vincentio, Gremio, Pedant, Lucentio,

Bianca, Tranio, Biondcllo, Petruchio, Catharina,

Grumio, Hortenfio, ayid Widow. Tranio'j

fervants bringing in a banquet,

Luc, A T lad, tho' Jong, our jarring notes agree >

And time it is, when raging war is done, .

To fmile at 'fcapes and perils over-blown.

My fair Bianca^ bid my Father welcome.

While I with felf-fame kindnefs welcome thine j

Brother Petruchio^ Sifter Catharine^

And thou, Hortenfio^ with thy loving Widow

;

Feaft with the beft, and welcome to my houfe

:

My banquet is to clofe our ftomachs up
After our great good cheer: pray you, fit down;
For now we fit to chat, as well as eat.

Fet. Nothing but fit and fit, and eat and eat?

Bap, Padua affords this kindnefs. Son Petruchio.

Pet. Padua affords nothing but what is kind.

Hor, For both our fakes, 1 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 mifs my
fenfe :

I mean, Hortenfio is afeard of you.

Wid, He, that is giddy, thinks, the world turns

round.

Pet. Roundly replied.

Cath. Miftrefs, how mean you that ?

Wid. Thus I conceive by him.

Pet, Conceives by me, how likes //(?r/f^(? that.

^

Hor,
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Hor. My widow fays, thus fhe conceives her tale.

Fet. Very well mended ; kils him for that, good
Widow.

Cath, He, that is giddy, thinks, the world turns

round

I pray you, tell me what you meant by that.

Wid, Your Husband, being troubled with a Shrew,
Meafures my Husband*s forrow by his woe.
And now you know my meaning.

Cath. A very mean meaning.

IViL Righr, I mean you.

Cath. And I am mean, indeed, refpecling you.

Pet, To her, Kate.

Hor. To her. Widow.
Pet. A hundred marks, my does put her down,

Hor. That's my office.

Pet. Spoke like an Officer i ha' to chee, lad.

\Prinks to Hortenfio,

Bap. How likes Gremio thefe quick-v.'itted folks }

Gre. Believe me, Sir, they butt heads together well.

Bian. Head and butt? an hafty-witted body

Would fay, your head and butt were head and horn.

Vin. Ay, mitlrefs Bride^ hath that awakened you P

Bian. Ay, but not frighted me, therefore I'll fleep

again.

Pet. Nay, that thou fhalt nor, fince you have begun :

Have at you for a better jeft or two.

Burn. Am 1 your bird } I mean to fhift my bufn

:

And then purfue me, as you draw your bow.

You are welcome all.

[EAV/i/;/ Bianca, Catharine, end JVidow,

Pet. She hath prevented me. Here, Signior T?'a?iiOy

This bird you aim'd at, tho' you hit it not;

Therefore, a health to all that (hot and mils'd.

Tra. Oh, Sir, Lucentio flip'd me hke his grey-hound,

Which runs himfelf, and catches for his mafter.

Pet, A good fwitt Simile, but fomething currifh.

Tr.^j,
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7'ra. 'Tis well. Sir, that you hunted for your felf:

'Tis thought, your deer does hold you at a bay.

Bap. Oh, oh, Petruchio^ Tranio hits you now,

Luc. I thank thee for that gird, good Tra?iio.

Hor, Confefs, confefs, hath he not hit you there?

Pet, He has a little gall'J ine, I confefs j

And as the jefl: did glance away from me,

'Tis ten to one it maim*d you two outright.

Bap. Now, in good fadnefs. Son Petruchio^

I think, thou hall the veriell Shrew of all.

Pet, Well, I fay, no ; and therefore for aflurance,

Let's each one lend unto his Wife, and he

Whofe Wife is moft obedient to come firft.

When he doth fend for her, fhall win the wager,

Plor, Content ; what wager ^

Luc, Twenty crowns.

Pet. Twenty crowns!

I'll venture fo much on my hawk or hound.

But twenty times fo much upon my Wife,

Luc, A hundred then.

Hor, Content.

Pet, A match, 'tis done.

Hor, Who fhall begin ?

Luc, That will I.

Go, Biondelloy bid your miftrefs come to me.

Bion, I go. [Exit,

Bap. Son, Til be your half, Bianca comes.

Luc, I'll have no halves : I'll bear it all my felf.

Re-enter Biondello.

How now, what news ?

Bion, Sir my Miftrcfs fends you word

That fhe is bufie, and cannot come
Pet. How ? fhe's bufie and cannot come, is that an

anfwer

Gre. Ay, and a kind one too

:

Pray God, Sir, your wife fend you not a worfe.

Pet.
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Pet, I hope better.

Hor. Sirrah, Biondello^ go and^ intreat my v^ife to

come to me forthwith. ^
[_Exit Biondello.

Pet, Oh, oh ! intreat her ! nay, then ihe needs muft
come.

Hor. I am afraid. Sir, do you what you can.

Enter Biondello.

Yours will not be intreated : now, where's my wife ?

Bion. She fays, you havefome goodly jeft in handj

She will not come : flie bids you come to her.

Pet. Worie and vvorfe, (he will not come!
Oh vile, intolerable, not to be indur'd :

Sirrah, Griimio^ go to your Miftrefs,

Say, I command her to come to me. [Exit Gru.
Hor, I know her anfwer.

Pet. What?
Hor. She will not.

Pet, The fouler fortune mine, and there's an end.

SCENE V.

Enter Catharina.

Bap. Now, by my hollidam, here comes Catharine t

Cath. What is your will, Sir, that you fend for me?
Pet. Where is your Sifter, and Hortenfio's Wife ?

Cath. They fit conferring by the parlour fire.

pet. Go fetch them hither j if they deny to come.
Swinge me them Ibundly forth unto their husbands

:

Away, I fay, and bring them hither ftraight.

'[^Exk Catharina.

Luc. Here is a wonder, if you talk of a wonder.

Hor. And fo it is ; I wonder, what it boads.

Pet. Marry, peace it boads, and love, and quiet life.

And awful rule, and right fuprtmacy ;

And, to be (hort, what nor, that's iWeet and happy.

Bap. Now fair bcfal thee, good PeivHcbiof

The
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The wager thou haft won ; and I will add

Unto their lofTcs twenty thoufand crowns.

Another dowry to another Daughter

;

For fhe is chang'd, as llie had never been.

Pet. Nay, 1 will win my wager better yet.

And fhow more fign of her obedience.

Her new-built virtue and obedience.

Enter Catharina, Bianca and Widow,

See, where (he comes, and brings your froward wives

As prifoners to her womanly perluafion

:

Catharine^ that Cap of yours becomes you notj

Off with that bauble, throw it under foot.

[She pulls off her cap^ and throws it dowfU

JVid. Lord, let me never have a caufc to figh,

'Till I be brought to fuch a filly pafs.

Bian, Fie, what a foolirti duty call you this?

Luc, I would, your duty were as foolifh too!

The v.'jfdom of your duty, fair Bianca^

Cofl me an hundred crowns fince fupper-time,

Bian. The more fool you, for laying on my duty.

Pet. Catharine^ I charge thee, tell thefe headftrong

Women,
What duty they owe to their Lords and Husbands.

IVid. Come, come, you're mocking 5 we will have

no telling.

Pet. Come on, I fay, and firft begin with her,

md. She (hall not.

Pet. I fay, fhe (hall and firft begin with her.

Cath, Fie! fie! unknit that threatning unkind broWj

And dart not fcornful glances from thole eyes.

To wound thy Lord, thy King, thy Governor.
" It blots thy beaucy, as frofts bite che meads

;

^' Confounds thy fame, as whirlwinds lhake fair buds j

" And in no fenfe is meet or amiable.
" A Woman mov'd is like a fountain troubled.

Muddy, ill-feeming, thick, bereft of bvaury.
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" And while it is fo, none fo dry or thirfty

Will dain to fip, or touch one^drop of it.

" Thy Husband is thy Lord, thy Life, thy Keeper,
" Thy Head, thy Sovereign \ 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.

While 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 Subjedl owes the Prince,

Even fuch a woman oweth to her husband

:

And when fhe's froward, peevifh, fullen, fower.

And not obedient to his honeft will

;

What is fhe but a foul contending Rebel,

And gracelefs Traitor to her loving Lord ?

I am alham'd, that Women are fo fimple

To offer war where they fhould kneel for peace \

« Or feek for rule, fupremacy, and fway,
«* When they are bound to ferve, love, and obey.
«' Why are our bodies fofr, and weak and fmooth,

Unapt to toil and trouble in the world,

" But that our fofc conditions and our hearts

" Should well agree with our external parts ?

"

Come, come, you froward and unable worms.

My mind hath been as big as one of yours.

My heart as great, my reafon haply more.

To bandy word for word, and frown for frown \

But, now I fee, our launces are but ftraws,

Our ftrength as weak, our weaknefs paft compare 5

That feeming to be mod, which we indeed leafi: are.

Then vale your ftomachs, for it is no boot.

And place your hands below your Husband's foot

:

In token of which duty, if he pleafe.

My hand is ready, may it do hmi eafe.
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Pet, Why, there's a wench: come on, and kifs

me, Kate.

Luc, Well, go thy ways, old lad, for thou Hialt ha't.

Vin. 'Tis a good hearing, when children are toward.

Luc, But a harfh hearing, when women are fro-

ward.

Pet, Come, Kate^ we'll to bed ;

We three are married, but you two are fped.

'Twas I won the wager, tho' you hit the white;

And being a winner, God give you good night.

rExeunt Petruchio and Catharina*

Hor. Now go thy ways, thou haft tam'd a curd
Shrew.

Luc, 'Tis a wonder, by your leave, fhe will be

tam'd fo. {_Exeunt omnes.

Enter two fervants bearing Sly in his own apparel^ and

leaving him on the Stage, 7'hen enter a Tapfter.

Sly awaking.
'\
Sim, givers fome more wine— what^

all the Players gone ? am not I a Lord ?

Tap. A Lord^ with a murrain ! come^ art thou drmk

Sly. Who^s this? Tapfter ! oh^ I have had the hraveft

dream that ever thou heardfi in all thy life.

Tap. Tea^ marry^ but thou hadji beft get thee home^for

your Wife will courfe you for dreaming here all night.

Sly. Will Jhe? I know how to tame a Shrew. /
dreamt upon it all this nighty and thou haji walCd me
out of the beft dream that ever I had. But Pit to my
Wife and tame her too^ if Jke anger me.

The E?2d of the Second Volume.




















