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Dramatis Perform
DON PEDRO, Prince of Arragon.
Leonato, Governor of Meifma.
Don John, Baflard Brother to Don Pedro.
Claudio, a young Lord of Florence, Favourite to Don

Benedick, a young Lord of Padua, favoured likewife by
Don Pedro.

BaltLUzar, Servant to Don Pedro.
Antonio, Brother to Leonato.
Borachio, Co?ifde?it to Don John.
Conrade, Friend t* Borachio.

J Friar, Meffenger, Watch, Town-Clerk, Sexton, and
Attendants.

Pedro.

Hero, Daughter to Leonato.

Beatrice, Neice to Leonato.

two Gentlewomen, attending on Hero.

SCENE, Meffina in Sicily.



W Much Ado about Nothing.

ACT I

SCENE, a Court before Leonato'j Hcu!?<

Enter Leonato, Hero, and Beatrice, with a

Mejjenger.

Leonato;
Learn in this letter, that Don Pedro tit

Arragon comes this night to Mcjfina.

MeJT. He is very near by this ; he was
not three leagues off when I left him.

Leon. How many gentlemen have yoa
Iofi in this aclion ?

Mejf. But few of my Sort, and

none of Name.
Leon. A victory is twice it felf, when th« atchieve*

brings home full numbers ; I find here, that Dsn iV-

drt>

( i) Much ^ido about Nothing ] Innoven, (the Mother of Here)

in the oldeft Quarto that i have feen of this Play, printed in

1600, is mention'd to enter in two feveial Scenes. The fuc-

ceeding Editions have all continued her Name in the Dra-
m.xtis Pirfori*. Bat I have veniur'd to expunge it 5 there being

no mention of her thro
1

the Play, no one Speech addrefs'd

to her, nor one Syllable fpoken by her. Neither is there any
A 3 one



6 Much Ado about Nothing.
dro hath bellowed much honour on a young Florentine,

CalPd Claudio.

Mejf. Much deferved on his part, and equally re-

membred by Don Pedro: he hath borne himftf? be-

yond the promife of his age, d< ing in the figure of a
Iamb the feats of a lion : he h;;th, indeed, better bet-

tered expectation, than you mult expect ot me to tell

you how.
Leon. He hath an uncle here in Muffina will be very

much glad of it.

Mejf. I have already delivered him letter?, and there

©ppears much joy in him ; even fo much, that joy could

not fnevv it felf modeft enough, without a badge of bit*

ternefs.

Leon. Did he break out into tears ?

Mejf. In great meafure.

Leon. A kind overflow of kindnefs. There are no faces

truer than thofe that are fo walh'd. How much better is

it to weep at joy, thdn to joy at weeping I

Beat. I 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 returned, and as pleafant as ever he
was.

Beat. He fet up his bills here in MeJIina^ and chal-

kng'd Cupid at the flight ; and my Uncle's fool, read-

ing the challenge, fubfcrib'd for Cupid, and challenged

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

he kill'd and eaten in thefe wars? but how many
hath he kill'd ? for, indeed, I promis'd to eat all of his

killing.

one PafTagc, from which we have any Reafon to determine

that Hero's Mother was living. It feems, as if the Poet had
in his firft Flan defign'd fudi a Character $ which, on a

Survey of it, he found would be fupeifluousj and therefore

he left it out.

Leon.
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Leon. 'Faith, Neice, you tax Signior Benedick toa

much ; but he'll be meet with you, I doubt it not.

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

wars.

Beat. You had mufty vicluals, and he hath holp to

eat it ; he's a very valiant trencher-man, he hath an ex-

cellent ftomach.

Mejf. And a good foldier too, Lady.
Beat. And a good foldier to a lady ? but what is he

to a lord ?

Mejf. A lord to a lord, a man to a man, ftufft with,

all honourable virtues.

Beat. It is fo, indeed : (2) he is no Iefs than a uuffc

man: but for the fluffing, — well, we are all mortal.

Leon. You mull not, Sir, mifteke my Neice ; Mere
is a kind of merry war betwixt Signior Benedick and
her; they never meet, but there's a skirmifri of wic

between them.
Beat. Alas, he gets nothing by That. In our laffc

conflict, four of his five wits went halting off, and now
is the whole man govern'd with one : So that if he have

wit enough to keep himfelf warm, let him bear it for

a difference between himfelf 2nd 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.

Mejf. Is it poffible ?

Beat. Very eaftly poffible ; he wears his faith but as

the faftiion of his hat, it ever changes with the next
block.

(2) he is no lefs than a ftufft man 2 but for the Stuffing

welly vje are all mortal.] Thus has this Paffage been all along

ftop'dy from the very firft Edition downwards. If any of the

Editors couid extra& Senfe from this Pointing, their Sagacity

is a Pitch above mine. 1 believe, by my Regulation, I have
letriev'd the Poet's true Meaning. Our Poet feems to ufe the

Word Stuffing here much as Plamtts does in his MojielUrta %

A&. 1. Sc. 3.

Hon Veftem amattres mulieris amant, fed Veftis faitum.

A 4 Mejf,



8 Much Ado about Nothing.
Mejf. I 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 ?

MeJT. He is moll in the company of the right noble

Qlaudio.

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

;

he is fooner caught than the peftilence, and the taker

runs prefently mad. God help the noble C/audio, if

he have caught the Benedick ; it will coil him a thoufand

pounds ere he be cur'd.

MeJT. 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.

Enter Don Pedro, Claudio, Benedick, Balthazar and
Den John.

Pedro. Good Signior Leonato, you are come to meet
your trouble : the fafhion of the world is to avoid coft,

and ycu encounter it.

Leon. Never came trouble to my houfe in the likenefs

of your Grace ; for trouble being gone, comfort mould
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 fo.

Bene. Were you in doubt, Sir, that you askt her?

Leon. 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 felf; be happy, lady, for you are like an ho-

nourable fith er.

Bene. If Signior Leonato be her Father, fhe would

not have his head on her moulders for all MeJJina, as

Jike him as (he is. Beet.
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Beat. I wonder, that you will Hill be talking, Signior

Benedicl ; no body marks you.

Bene. What, my dear lady Difdain I are you yet

living ?

Beat. Is it poflible, Difdain mould die, while me hath

fuch meet food to feed it, as Signior Benedick ? Cour-

tefie it felf mull convert to Difdain, if you come in her

prefence.

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

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

,}ieart, 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, Tarn 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 Jadyfhip ftill in that mind ! fo

fome gentleman or -other mall fcape a predeftinate

fcratcht face.

Beat. Scratching could not make it worfe, an 'twere

foch a face as yours were.

Bene. Well, you are a rare parrot-teacher.

Beat. A bird of my tongue is better than a beafi: 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 fum of all: Leonato, Signior-

C/audio, and Signior Benedick, my dear friend Leo-

nato hath invited you all ; I tell him, we mail flay here

at the leaf!: a month ; and he heartily prays, fome occa-

fion may detain us longer : I dare fwear, he is no hypo-
crite, but prays from his heart.

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

fvvorn. — Let me bid You wekome, my lord, being

reconciled to the prince your brother ; I owe you all

duty.

A j John,
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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 and Claudio.
- Claud. Benedick, didft thou note the daughter of Sig-

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

Claud. Is fhe not a mod eft young lady ?

Bene. Do you queftion me, as an honed man mould
do, for my fimple true judgment r or would you have
me fpeak after my cullom, as being a profefTed tyrant to

their fex ?

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

high praife, too brown for a fair praife, and too little

/or a great praife ; only this commendation I can af-

ford her, that were fhe other than fhe is, fhe were un-

handfome ; and being no other but as fhe is, 1 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 her, 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 Cupid is a good hare-finder, and Vulcan

a rare carpenter? come, in what key fhall a man take

you to go in the Song ?

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

ever lcok'd on.

Bene. I can fee yet without fpectacles, and I fee no

fuch matter ; there's her Coufin, if fhe were not pof-

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

the firft of May doth the laft of December : but I hope,

you have no intent to turn husband, have you ?

Claud. 1 would fcarce trufl my kit', tho' I hadfworn

the contrary, if Hero would be my wife.

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



Much Ado about Nothing, i t

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

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 it, and figh away Sundays : look, Don Pedro

is return'd to feek you.

Re-enter Don Pedro and Don John.

Pedro. What Secret hath held you here, that you fol-

low'd n®t to Leonato's houfe ?

Bene. I would, your Grace would conrlrain me to tell.

Pedro. I charge thee on thy allegiance.

Bene. You hear, Count Claudio, I can be fecret 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 fnort his anfwer is, with Hero, Leonato%
lhort daughter.

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

Bene. Like the old tale, my lord, it is not fo, nor
'twas not fo; but, indeed, God forbid it mould be fo.

Claud. If my paffion change not ihortly, God forbid

it mould 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 me is worthy, I know.
Bene. That I neither feel how fhe mould be loved,

nor know how Ihe mould 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 j

that
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that fhe brought me up, I likewife give her mod hum-
ble thanks : but that I will have a recheate winded in
my forehead, or hang my bugle in an invihble baldrick,
all women fhall pardon me; becaufe I will not do them
the Wrong to miftrult any, I will do my felf the Right
to trull none; and the fine is, (for the which 1 may go
the finer,) I will live a batchelor.

Pedro. I mail fee thee, ere I die, look pale with love.
Bene. With anger, with ficknefs, or with hunger,

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 thai doft fall from this faith,
thou wilt prove a notable argument.

Bene, If I do, hang me in a bottle like a cat, and
ihoot at me; and he that hits me, let him be clapt on
the moulder, and cali'd Adam. (3)

Pedro. Well, as time fhall try ; in time the favage
buli doth bear the yoke.

Bene. The favage bull may, but if ever the fenfible
Benedick bear it, pluck off the buliVhorns, and fet
them In my forehead, and let me be vilely painted ;

(3) .And he that hits me, let him be clafd on the Shoulder, and
eall'd Adam ] But why fhould he therefore be cali'd ^idam ?

Perhaps, by a Quotation or two We may be able to trace the
Poet's Allufion here. In Law-Tricks, or, Who would have
thought it, (a Comedy written by John Day, and printed in itfcs)

I find this Speech.

/ have heard, Old Adam was an honeft Man, and a good Gar-
diner-, lov*d Letticc well, Salads and Cabage teafinable well, yet
tio Tobccco', .Again, Adam Bel], a fubjiantiat Outlaw, and a
pajfing good Archer, yet no Tobacconifl.

By This it appears, that ^idam Dell at that time of day was
of Reputation for his Skill at the Bow. I find him again
mention'd in a Burlefque Poem of Sir WdlUm Davenant's,
cali'd, The long Vacation in London: and had I the Conve-
nience of coiifiiliing lAfcham's Toxophilus, \ might probably
grow ftill better, acquainted with his Hiftory.

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

Horfe to hire, let them fignifle under my Sign, Here you

may fee Benedick the marry d mem.
Claud. If this mould ever happen, thou would'ft be

horn-mad.
Pedro. Nay, if Cupid hath not fpent all his quiver in

Venice, thou wilt quake for this Ihortly.

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 Leo-

nato's, commend me to him, and tell him I will not

fail him at fupper; for, indeed, he hath, made great pre-

paration.

Bene. I 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 July, your loving friend, Be-

nedick.

Bene. Nay, mock not, mock not ; the body of your
difcourfe is lbmetime guarded with fragments, and the

guards are but (lightly bafted on neither : ere you flout

old ends any further, examine your confcience, and fo I

leave you. [ii.v/7.

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

Pedro. My love is thine to teach, teach it but how,
And thou fnalt fee how apt it is to learn

Any hard leilon that may do thee good.

Claud. Kath Leonato any fon, my lord ?

Pedro. No child but Hero, fhe's his only he!r ;

Doll thou affect her, Claudio ?

Claud. O my lord,

When you went onward on th-is ended aflicn,

I looked 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 ;

But now I am return'd, and that war- thoughts

Have lefc their places vacant ; in their rooms
Come thronging foft av.d delicate Defires,
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All prompting me how fair young Hero is

;

Saying, I iik'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 doft love fair Hero, cherilh it,

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

And Thou (halt have her : wa^t not to this end,

That thou began'ft to twift fo fine a ftory ?

Claud. How fweetly do you minifter to love,

That know love's grief by hi? completion !

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 neceflity

;

Look, what will ferve, is fit ; 'tis once, thou lov'ft 5

And I will fit thee with the remedy.

I know, we fhali have revelling to night

;

I will afTume thy part in fome difguife,

And tell fair Hero I am C/audio ;

And in her bofom I'll unclafp my heart,

And take her hearing prifoner with the force

And ftrong encounter of my amorous tale

:

Then, after, to her father will I break

;

And the conclufion is, fhe fhall be thine ;

In practice let us put it prefently. [Exeunt.

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 dre.im'd not of.

Leon. Are they good ?

Ant. As the event flamps them, but they have

good cover ; they mow well outward. The Prince and

Count C/audio, walking in a thick-pleached alley in

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

The Prince difcover'd to C/audio, 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
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to take the prefent time by the top, and inftantly break
with you of it.

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

Jnt. A good marp fellow ; I will fend for him, and
queftion him your felf.

Leon. No, no ; we will hold it as a dream, 'till it

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

that Hie may be the better prepared for anfwer, if pe-
radventure this be true ; go you and tell her of it : Cou-
fins, you know what you have to do. [Several crofs the

Stage bere.~] 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 changes to an Apartment in

Leonato'i Houfe.

Enter Don John and Conrade.

Conr.XTTHat the good-jer, my lord, why are you

VV thus out of meafure fad ?

John. There is no meafure in the occafion that breeds

it, therefore the fadnefs is without limit.

Conr. You mould hear reafon.

John. And when I have heard it, what BleiTmg

bringeth it ?

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

ferance.

John. I wonder, that thou (being, as thou fay'ft 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 jefts ; eat when I have ftomach, and wait for

no man's leifure.; fleep when I am drowfie, and tend on
no man's buiinefs ; laugh when I am merry, and claw

n© man in his humour.
Conr. Yea, but you muft not make the full mow

of this, 'till you may do it without controlemcnt ; you
have of late itood out againft yosr brother, and he hath

ta'en you newly into his grace, where it is impomble
yo£



1 6 Much Ado about Nothing.
you mould take root, but by the fair v/eather that you
make your felf ; it is needful that you frame the feafon

for your own harvefc.

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

in his grace ; and it better fits my blood to be difdain'd

of all, than to fafhicn a carriage to rob love from any :

in this, (though I cannot be faid to be a flattering honeft

man) it mult not be denyM but I am a plain-dealing

villain ; I am trufted with a muzzel, and infranchifed

with a clog, therefore I have decreed not to fmg 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 Leonato, 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 mcft exquiiite Claudio ?

Bora. Even he.

John. A proper Squire ! and who, and who? which

way looks he ?

Bora. Marry, on Hero, the daughter and heir of Leo-

nato.

John. A very forward March chick ! How come you

to this ?

Bora. Being entertain'd for a perfumer, as I was

fiflOftkiftg a mufty room, comes me the Prince and

Claudio hand in hand in fad conference : I whipt be-

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

the Prince fliould woo Hero for himfelf ; and having ob-

tain'd her, give her to Count Claudio.

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

fcod
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food to my difpleafure : that young {iart-up hath all

the glory cf my overthrow; if I can crofs him any

way, I blefs my felf every way ; you are both fure,

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

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

greater, that I am fubdu'd ; \vould the cook were of my
mind ! fhall we go prove what's to be done ?

Bora. We'll wait upon you»r lordlhip. [Exeunt.

ACT II.

SCENE, a Hall in Leonato'j Houfe.

Enter Leonato, Antonio, Hero, Beatrice,

Margaret and Urfuku

Leo nato.

WA S not Count John here at Supper ?

Ant, 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 jull

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 elder! fon, evermore tatling.

Leon. Then half Signior Benedicts tongue in Count
John's mouth, and half Count John's melancholy in

Signior Benedict: s 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.

LeGn. By my troth, Neice, thou wiit never get thee

a husband, if thou be fo mrewd of thv tongue.

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

Beat. Too curft is more than curft ; I fhall leffen

God's fending that way ; for it is faid, God fends a
curft Cow ftiort 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
Bleiling I am at him upon my knees every morning and
evening : Lord ! I could not endure a husband with a
beard on his face, 1 had rather lye in woollen.

Leon, You may light upon a husband, that hath no
beard. .

Beat. What mould 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 cf the bear- herd, and lead his apes

into hell.

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, 6 4 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'ns;

he (hews me where the batchelors fit, and there live we
as merry as the day is long.

Ant. Well, Neice, I truft, you will be rul'd by your

father. \To Hero.

Beat. Yes, faith, it is my Coufin's duty to make
curtfie, and fay, Father, as it pleafes you ; but yet for

ail that, Coufln, 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 metal

than earth ; would it not grieve a woman to be over-

mafter'd
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mafter'd with a piece of valiant duft ? to make account

of her Ii
r
e to a clod of way- ward marie? no, uncle,

I'll none ; Adam's 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 an-

fwer.

Beat, The fault will be in the mufick, coufin, if you
be not wooM in good time ; If the Prince be too impor-

tant, tell him, there is meafure in every thing, and fo

dance out the Anfwer ; for hear ms, Hero, wooing,

wedding, and repenting, is as a Scotch jig, a meafure,

and a cinque- pace ; the firit fuit is hot and haily,

like a Scotch jig, and full as fantarcical ; the wedding
mannerly-modeft, as a meafure, full of ftate and anchen-

try ; and then comes repentance, and with his bad legs

fells into the cinque-pace Rafter and fatter, 'till he finks

into his grave.

Leon. Coufin, you apprehend pafling Ihrewdly.

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

by day-light.

Leon. The revellers are entring, brother ; make good

room.

Enter Don Pedro, Claudio, Benedick, Balthazar, and
others in Mafquerade,

Pedro. Lady, will you walk about 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 mould be like the cafe !

Pedro. (4) Ivly vifor is Philemon** roof; within the

houfe is Jove,
Hero.

(4) My Vifar is Philemon' j T{oof, within the Houfe is Lore.]

Thus the whole Stream of the Copies, from the firft down-
wards.
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Hero, Why, then your vifor fhould be thatch'd.

Pedro. Speak low, if you fpeak love.

Balth. Well ; I would, you did like me. (5)
Marg. So would not I for your own fake, for I have

many ill qualities.

Balth. Which is one ?

wards. I muft own, this PalTage for a long while appear'

i

very ob rcure to me, and gave me much Trouble in attempting

to underftand it. Hero fays to Don Pedro, God forbid, the Lute
fhould be like the Cafe! i. e that your Face fhould be as

homely and as courfe as your Mask. Upon this, Don Pedro

compares his Vifor to Philemon's Roof. 'Tis plain, the Poet

alludes to the Story of Baucis and Philemon from Ovid: And
this ©Id Couple, as the Homan Poet defcribes it, iiv'd in a

thatch'd Cottage

;

Stipulis & canna tetta ptlnflrt.

But why, Within the Houfe is Love? Baucis and Philemon, 'tis

true, had liv'd to old Age together, in a comfortable State of
Agreement. But Piety and Hofpitality are the top Parts of
their Chara&er. Our Foet unqueilionably goes a little deeper

into the Story. Tho' this old Pair liv'd in a Cottage, this

Cottage receiv'd two {haggling Gods, (Jupiter and Mercury,)

under its Roof. So, Don Pedro is a Prince j and tho' his Vifor

is but ordinary, he would infinuate to Hero, that he has fome-

thing god-Like within : alluding cither to his Dignity, or the

Qualities of his Perfon and Mind. By thefe Circumftances, I

am fure, the Thought is mended : as, I think verily, the Text
is too by the Change of a fingle Letter.

within the Houfe is Jove.

Nor is this Emendation a little contiim'd by another Paflage

in our Author, in which he plainly alludes to the fame Story.

^As you, like it.

Clown. / am here with thee and thy Goats, as the mofi capri-

cious Port, honeft Ovid, was amongft the Goths.

Jaq. O F^ijwlcdge ill inhabited, worfc than Jove in a thatchM

Houfe !

(5) Balth. Well-, 2 would, you did like me.] This and the two

following little Speeches, which I have placed to Balthazar,

are in all the printed Copies given to Benedick^. But, 'tis clear,

the Dialogue here ought to be betwixt Balthazar, and$Marga-

ret : Benedick^ a little lower, converges with Beatrice : audio

every Man talks with his Wonuiu once round.
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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 f

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

dance is done ! Anfwer, Clerk.

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

Urf. I know you well enough ; you are Signior An-

tonio.

Ant. At a word, I am not.

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

Ant. To tell you true, I counterfeit him.

Urf. 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.

Urf. Come, come, do you think, I do not know you

by your excellent wit? can virtue hide it felf? 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 mail pardon me.

Beat. Nor will you not tell me, who you are ?

Bine. Not now.
Beat. That 1 was difdainful, and that I had my good

wit out of the Hundred merry Tales; well, this was
S'giior Benedick that faid fo.

Bene. What'? he ?

Beat. I am fure, you knew him well enough.
Bene. Not I, believe me.

Beat. Did he never make you laugh ?

Bene. I pray you, what is he ?

Beat. Why, he is the Prince's jefcer ; a very dull fool,

only his gift is in deviling impofiibJe danders : none
but libertines delight in him, and the commendation
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
bearded me,

Bene.
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Bene. When I know the gentleman, 1*11 tell him what

you fay.

Beat. Do, do, he'll but break a companion or two on
me ; which, peradventure, not mark'd, or not laugh'd

at, itrikes him into melancholy, and then there's a par-

tiidge wing fav'd, for the fool will eat no fupper that

night. We muft follow the leaders. [Mujick within.

Bene. In every good thing.

Beat. Nay, if they lead to any ill, I will leave them
at the next turning. [Exeunt*

Manent John, Borachio, and Claudio.

John. Sure, my brother i3 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 Bear-
ing.

'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, difluade him
from her, fne is no equal for his birth ; you may do the

part of an honeft man in it.

Claud. How know ye, he loves her ?

John. I 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 9

But hear this ill news with the ears of Claudio,

'Tis certain fo, the Prince wooes for himfeif.

Friendmip is conitant in all other things,

Save in tne office and affairs of love ;

Therefore all hearts in love ufe their own tongues*.

Let every eye negotiate for it feif,

And trult no agent ; beauty is a witch,

Againil whofe charms faith melteth into blood,

This is an accident of hourly proof,

Which I millrulkd not. Farewel then, Hero!
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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 bud-

nefs, Count. What famion will you wear the garland of?

about your neck, like an Ufurer's chain ? or under your

arm, like a Lieutenant's fcarf ? you mull 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 honeft drover ; fa

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 Hole your meat, and you'll beat the Poft.

Claud. If it will not be, I'll eaveyou. [Exit.

Bene. Alas, poor hurt fowle ! now will he creep into

fedges. But, that my Lady Beatrice mould know me>

and not know me ! the Prince's fool ! ha ? it may be,

I go under that Title, becauie I am merry ; yea, but

fo I am apt to do my felf wrong : I am not Co reputed.

It is the bafe (tno' bitter) difpoiicion ofv Beatrice, that

puts the World into her perfon, and fo gives me out*

well, I'll be Eeveng'd as I may.

Enter Don Pedro.

Pedro. Now, Signior, where's the Count ? did your

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, him true) that

your Grace had got the Will of eras young lady, and I

offer'd him my company to a v iliow tree, either to make
him a garland, as being forfaken, or to bind him up a
rod, as being worthy to be whipt.

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

Bent. The flat tranfgreiTion of a School-boy v who,
being
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being overjoy'd with finding a bird's neft, fhews it hk
companion, and he fteals it.

Pedro. Wilt thou make a trull, a tranfgreflion ? the
tranfgrefiion is in the dealer.

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

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

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

xieft.

Pedro. I will but teach them to Ting, and reftore them
to the owner.

Bene. If their fmging anfwer your faying, by my
faith, you fay honeilly.

Pedro. The lady Beatrice hath a quarrel to you ; the

gentleman, that danc'd v/ith her, told her Ihe is much
wrong'd by you.

Bene. O, me mifus'd me paft the indurance of a block

;

an oak, but with one green leaf on it, would have an-

iwer'd her ; my very vifor began to afiume life, and
"fcold with her; fhe told me, not thinking I had been
my felf, that I was the Prince's jefter, and that I was
duller than a great thaw ; (6) hudling jefl upon jell,

with fuch impaffable conveyance upon me, that I flood

like a man at a mark, with a whole army mooting at

me ; me fpeaks Ponyaids, and every word ftabs ; if her

breath were as terrible as her terminations, there were
no living near her, me would infecl to the North-Star ;

I would not marry her, though fhe were endowed with
all that Adam had left him' before he tranfgrefs'd ; fhe

would have made Hercules have turn'd Spit, yea, and
have cleft his club to make the fire t03» Come, talk

not of her, you fhall find her the infernal Ate in good
apparel. I would to God, fome fcholar would conjure

(6) — hudling jefi upon jefh, with fuch impofllble convey"

ance, upon mej\ Thus all the printed Copies, but I freely con-

fefs, 1 can't poffibly underftand the Phrafe. I have ventured

to fubftitute impaffable. To make a Pafs (in Fencing,) is, to

thruft, pufli : and by impaffable, i prefume, the Poet meant,

that ihe pufii'd her jefts upon him with fuch Svoiftnefs^ that it

was impoflible lor him to pafs them off, to parry them.
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her

;
for, certainly while Ihe is here a man may live as
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; fo, indeed, all dif-
quiet, horror, and perturbation follow her.
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Here, Claudio, I have wooed in thy name, and fair

Hero is won ; I have broke with her father, and his

gocd 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 perfe&eft herald of joy ; 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) Hop his mouth
with a kifs, and let him not fpeak neither.

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

Beat. Yea, my Lord, I 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, ccufin.

Beat. Good Lord, for alliance \ thus goes every one

to the world but I, and I am fun-burn'd ; I may fit in

a corner, and cry heigh ho ! for a husband.

Pedro. Lady Beatrice, I will get you one.

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

ting : hath your Grace ne'er a brother like you ? your

Father get 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 coflly to wear every

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

born to fpeak all mirth and no matter.

Pedro. Your filence moil offends me, and to be mer-

ry bed becomes you ; for* out. of queition, you were

born in a merry hour.

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

there was a flar dane'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.\
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.
Beat. I cry you mercy, Uncle : by your Grace's

d j
'

-n . [Exit Beatrice
Pedro. By my troth, a pleafant-fpirited Lady
Leon There's little of the melancholy element in hermy Lord

; me 1S never fad but when Ihe fleeps, and not
ever fad then; (7) for I have heard my daughter fav
flie hath often dream'd of an happinefs, and wak'd her
ielt with laughing.

band^™'
Cann0t CndUre t0 heat

"
teU °f a huf'

of fuiT'
°' byn0means

' ^ m°cksall her wooers out

Pedro. She were an excellent wife for Benedick.
Leon O Lord, my Lord, if they were but a week

marry d, they would talk themfelves mad.

church?'
C°Unt Claudio

'
when mean Yon t0 go to

,-ni
aiJ
\
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°f
r
/?W.' ^ Lc*d '' time Soes on crutches,

till love have all his rites. ,

Leon. Not 'till Monday, my dear fon, which is hence
a juli feven-night, and a time too brief too, to have ail
things anfwer my mind.
I Pedro. Come, you make the head at fo long a breach
mg; but, I warrant thee, Claudio, the time lhall notgo dully by us. I will in the Interim undertake one of
Herculet, labours, which is, to bring Signior Benedick
and tiie Lady Beatrice into a mountain of afi&Hoh dieone with the other ; I would fain have it a match and
I doubt not to fafhion it, if you three will but minifler
luch affiftance as I lhall give you direction.

_

Leon. My Lord, I am for you, though it co* me ten
nights watcuings.

impreffions agree in this Reading, fiuely* 'tis Iblttc ?pugnant to what Legate intends to fay, which is this;

then , for ihe hath often dream'd of fobbing merri, /a

*
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Claud. And I, my Lord.

Pedro. And you too, gentle Hero ?

Hero. I will do any modeft office, my Lord, to help

my Coufin to a good husband.

Pedro. And Benedick is not the unhopefulleft husband

that I know : thus far I can praife him, he is of a noble

iirain, of approv'd valour, and confirm'd honefty. I

will teach you how to humour your Coufin, that fhe

fhall fall in love with Benedick % and I, with your two
helps, will fo pra&ife on Benedick, that in defpight of

his quick wit, and his queafie ftomach, he fhali fall in

love with Beatrice. If we can do this, Cupid is no
longer an archer, his glory mail be ours, for we are

the only Love-Gods; go in with me, and I will tell

you my drift. [Exeunt.

SCENE changes to another Apartment in

Leonato'i Houfe.

Enter Don John and Borachio.

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

X Daughter of Leonato.

Bora. Yea, my Lord, but I 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 affection, ranges

evenly with mine. How canft thou crofs this mar-

riage I

Bora. Not honeftly, my Lord, but fo covertly that

no dilhonefty 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 favour of Margaret, the waiting-

gentlewoman to Hero.

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

appoint her to look out at her Lady's chamber- win-

dow.

John,
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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 re-nown d Llaudto, (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
Llaudzo, to undo Hero, and kill Leonato ; look you for
any other ilTue ?

7

t\Zf
n

'

°nly t0 defpitC them
'

1 Wi" endeavour an?

(8) Bora. Go then find me a meet hour, to draw Don
Pedro,

.

(») Bora. Go then, find me a meet hour to draw an Pedro and
the Count Claudio, alone ; tell them that you know Hero love,
me; offer them Inflames, which (hall bear r.o lefs Likeli-
hood than to fee me at her Chamber-window ; hear me coll
Margaret, Hero; hear Margaret term me C lav bio; a»i
br.ng them to fee this the very night before the intended Wed-
d,ng,l Thus the whole Stream of the Editions from the

firft Quart, downwards. I am oblig'd here to give a fhort Ac-
count of the Plot depending, that the Emendation I have mademay appear the more clear and unqueftionable. The Bufinefs
ftands thus: M», a Favourite of the dragon Prince, is,by h,s Interceflions with her Father, to be married to fairer,-!Don John, Natural Brother of the Prince, and a Hater of cla»-
d.o, is in his Spleen zealous to difappoint the Match. B,ra-
*h„, a rafcally Dependant on Don John, offers his Auiftance.

«
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k °ff ,he Ma'«ag' by this Stratagem

Tell the Prince and Claud,, (fays He) that Hero is in Love

« ifur Y W°n,t
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lieve k J offei thera Pt00^ « that
they (hall fee me converfe with her in her Chamber-window

« LTtM.
g°?d^ °f h" ^"S-^za Margaret

i

and 1 11 prevail with Margaret at a dead Hour of Night to

« HtT^ et Ml&tt do y°u then btin§ the
tad Claud,, to overhear our Difcourfe; and They Aallhave
the Torment to hear me addrefs Margaret by the Name of

|
Hero, and her fay fweet things to me by the Name of Clem.

I a,o. This is the Subftance of Berachio's Device to make
B » Her*
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Pedro, and the Count Claudio, alone ; tell them, that

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

the Prince and Claudio, as in a love of your Brother's

honour who hath made this match ; and his friend's re-

putation, (who is thus like to be cozen'd with the fem-

blance of a maid,) that you have difcoYer'd thus; they

will hardly believe this without tryal : offer them in-

flances, which {hall 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

fhall be abfentj and there fhall appear fuch feeming

truths of Hero's disloyalty, that jealoufie fhall be call'd

aliurance, and all the preparation overthrown.

John. Grow this to what aclverfe iffue it can, I will

put it in pra&ice : be cunning in the working this, and

thy fee is a thoufand ducats.

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

John. 1 will preiently go learn their day of marriage,

[Exeunt*

SCENE changes to Leonato'j Orchard.

Enter Benedick, and a Boy.

Vcnc.TyOY,——-
JL) Boy. Signior.

Hero fufpefted of Difloyalty, and to break off her Match with

CUndio. But, in the Name of common Senfe, could it dif-

plcafe Claudio to hear his Miftrefs making Ufe of bts Name

tenderly ? If he faw another Man with her, and heard her

call him Claudio, he might reafonably think her betiay'd, but

not have the fame Retfon to accufe her of Difloyalty. Befides,

how could her naming Clkndio make the Prince and Claudio

believe that She lov'd Borackh, as he defncs Don John to inil-

jiuate to them that She did ? The Circumftanccs weigh'd,

there is no Doubt but the PaiTagc ought to be reform'd, as I

i:ave fettled in the Text.

bear mo call Margaret, Hero j hear Margaret term me

Bouchiq,
Bene.
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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. I know that, bat I would have thee hence,

and here again. I do much wonder, that one man,
feeing how much another man is a fool, when he dedi-

cates his behaviours to love, will, after he hath laught at

fuch fhallow follies, in others, become the argument of
his own fcorn, by falling in love! and fuch a man is

C/audio. I have known, when there was no munck
With him but the drum and the life; 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 ar-

mour ; 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 honeft man and a fo!-

dier ; and now is he turn'd orthographer, his words are

a very fantaftical banquet, juft fo many flrange dime?.

May I be fo converted, and fee with thefe eyes ? 1 can-

not tell ; I think not. I will not be fsvorn, but love

may transform me to an oylter ; but I'll" take my oath

on it, 'till he have made an oyfter of me, he mail never

make me fuch a fool : one woman is fair, yet I am well

;

another is wife, yet I .am well ; another virtuous, yet I

am well, But 'till. all graces be in one woman, one
woman mall not come in my grace. Rich fhe mail be,

that's certain j wife, or I'll none ; virtuous, or I'll

never cheapen her : fair, or I'll never look on her ;

mild, or come not near me ; noble, or not I for an an-

gel ; of good difcourfe, an excellent mulician, and her

hair mall be of what colour it pleafe God. Ha I the

Prince and Monfieur Love ! I will hide me in the ar-

bour. [Withdraws*

Enter Don Pedro, Leonato, Claudio, and Balthazar

Pedro. Come, mall we hear this mulick ?

Claud. Yea, my good lord ; how Hill the evening is,

As hufh'd on purpofe to grace harmony !

Pedro. See you where Benedick hath hid himfelf ?

Claud, O very well, my lord ; the mufick ended,

B 4 We'll
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We'll fit the kid-fox with a penny-worth.

Pedro. Come, Balthazar, we'll hear that Song again,"

Balth. O good my lord, tax not fo bad a voice •

To flander m'unck any more than once.

Pedro. It is the witnefs ftill of excellency,

To put a ftrange face on his own perfection

;

I pray thee, fing ; and let me woo no more.

Balth. Becauie you talk of wooing. I will ling

;

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, ccme

;

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 fpeaks,

Note, notes, forfooth, and noting.

Bene. New, divine air now is his foul ravifn'd ! is

it not ftrange, that fheeps guts mould hale fouls out

of mens bodies ? well, a horn for my money, when all's

done.

The SON G.

Sigh Tio more, ladies, Jigh no more,

Men were deceivers ever

;

One foot in fea, and one on Jhore,

To one thing conjlant never :

Then figh not Jo, but let them go,

And beyou blith and bonny ;

Converting allyour founds of woe
Into hey nony, nony.

Sing no more ditties, fing no mo

Of dumps fo dull and heavy ;

The frauds of men vjere ever fo,

Since fummer nvas firft leafy :

Then Jigh not fo, &c»

Pedro.
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Pedro. By my troth, a good Song.

Balth. And an ill finger, my lord.

Pedro. Ha, no ; no, faith ; thou fing'ft well enough
for alhift.

Bene. If he had been a dog, that mould have howl'd
thus, they would have hang'd him ; and, I pray God,
his bad voice bode no mifchief : I had as lief 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 mor-
row night we would have it at the lady Heroes chamber-
window.

Balth. The bell I can, my lord. {Exit Balthazar.

Pedro. Do fo : farewel. Come hither, Leonato ; 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 moft wonderful, that

me mould fo doat on Signior Benedick, whom me hath

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

Bene . Is't poffible, fits the wind in that corner ?

[ Aflat.

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

think of it ; but that me loves him with an inraged af- •

feclion, it is paft the infinite of thought.

Pedro. May be, (he doth but counterfeit,

Claud. Faith, like enough.

Leon. O God [ counterfeit ? there'was never counter^

feit of palfion came fo near the life of palTion, as fhe dis-

covers it.

Pedro. Why, what effects of pa&on mews me ?

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

Leon. What effe&s, my lord ? me will fit you, you
heard my daughter tell you how,

Claud. She did, indeed.

Pedro. How, how, I pray you ? you amaze me : 1

B 5 would
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would have thought, her fpirit had been invincible

againll all affaults of afFecHion.

Leon, I would have fworn, it had, ^fiy lordj efpeci-

ally againfi Benedick.

Bene. [Afide.'] I fhould 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' infection, hold it up. [JJlde.

Pedro. Hath me made her affection known to Bene-

dick ?

Leon. No, and fwears me never will ; that's her tor-

ment.

Claud. 'Tis true, indeed, fo your daughter fays : fhall

I, fays me, that have fo oft encounter'd him with fcorn,

write to him that I love him ?

Leon. This fays Ihe now, when Ihe is beginning to

write to him ; for fhe'll be up twenty times a night,

and there will fhe fit in her fmock, 'till fhe have writ

a fheet of paper ; my daughter tells us all.

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

Leon. O, — when fhe had writ it, and was reading

it over, fhe found Benedick and Beatrice between the

ilieet.

Claud. That
Leon (9) O, me tore the letter into a thoufand half-

pence ; rail'd at her felf, that flie mould be fo immo-
oeft, to write to one that, fhe knew, wcu'd flout her

:

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

mould flout him if he writ to me; yea, though I love

him, I mould.

(p) O, flie tore the Letter into a thoufand half-pence $3 i. e. in-

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

plain' d by a Paffage in yon like it 5

« There were none principal', they were all lihf one anether

as half-pence are.

In both places the Poet alludes to the old Silver Penny

which had a Creafe running Oofs-wife over it, fo that it

mlf ht be broke into two or four equal pieces, half pence,

4ft iaiuiings,

ClaMd*
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Claud. Then down upon her knees me falls, weeps,

fobs, beats her heart, tears her hair, prays, curfes ; O
fweet Benedick ! God give me patience

!

Leon. She doth, indeed, my daughter fays fo; and
the ecflaiie hath fo much overborn her, that my daughter

is fometime afraid, me will do defperate outrage to her

felf ; it is very true.

Pedro, It were good, that Benedick knew of it by
fome other, if fhe will not difcover it.

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

it, and torment the poor lady worfe.

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

Ihe's an excellent fweet lady, and (out of all fufpicion,)

fhe is virtuous.

Claud. And me is exceeding wife,

Pedro. In every thing, but in loving Benedick,

Leon. O my lord, wifdom and blood combating in

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

hath the victory ; I am forry for her, as I have juft

caufe, being her uncle and her guardian.

Pedro. I would, fhe had beftow'd this dotage on me 5

I would have dafft all other refpe&s, 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 me will die ; for (he fays

,

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

make her love known; and me will die if he woo her,

rather than me will bate one breath of her accuftom'd
crofsnefs.

Pedro. She doth well ; if me mould make tender of

her love, 'tis very poifible, he'll fcorn it ; for the man,
as you know all, hath a contemptible fpiric.

Cland. He is a very proper man.
Pedro. He hath, indeed, a good outward happinef-,

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

Pedro. He doth, indeed, fhew fome fparks that are

like wit.

Leon. And I take him to be valiant,

Pedro. As tiefior, I affure you ; and m the managing
0$
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of quarrels you may fay he is wife ; for either he avoids

them with great difcretion, or undertakes them with a
chriftian-like fear.

Leon. If he do fear Gcd, he mull neceffarily keep
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 : mall
we go feek Benedick, and tell him of her love ?

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

Leon. Nay, that's impofTible, me 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 wifh 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.

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

never trull: my expectation. \_Afide.

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

;

let us fend her to call him to dinner, [djjde.'] {Exeunt.

Benedick advancesfrom the Arbour.

Bene. This can be no trick, the conference was fadly

borne ; they have the truth of this from Hero ; they feem

to pity the lady ; it feems, her affections have the full

bent. Love me ! why, it mull be requited : I hear,

how I am cenfur'd ; they fay, I will bear my felf

proudly, rf I perceive the love come from her ; they

lay too, that me will rather die than give any fign of

affection. I did never think to marry——• I

mull not feem proud happy are they that hear

their detractions, and can put them to mending : they
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fay, the lady is fair ; 'tis a truth, I can bear them wit-

nefs : and virtuous ; « 'tis fo, I cannot reprove it

:

and wife, but for loving me by my troth, it is no
addition to her wit, nor no great argument of her fol-

ly ; for I will be horribly in love with her. I may
chance to have fome odd quirks and remnants of wit bro-

ken on me, becaufe I have rail'd fo long againft mar-
riage ; 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 muft be peopled. When I faid, I would die a

batchelor, I did not think I mould live 'till I were mar-
ry'd. Here comes Beatrice : by this day, me's a fair

lady ; I do fpy fome marks of love in her.

Enter Beatrice.

Beat. Againft 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 meftage.

Beat. Yea, juft fo much as you may take upon a

knife's point, and choak a daw withal : you have no fto-

mach, Signior; fare vou well. [Exit.

Bene. Ha! againft my <will I am fent to bid you come

in to dinner : there's a double meaning in that. /
took no more 'pains for thofe thanks, than you took pains to

thank me ; that's as much as to fay, any pains that

I take for you is as eafie as thanks. If I do not take

pity of her, I am a villain ; if I do not love her, I am
a Jew j I will go get her Picture. [Exit.
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<M9M&MMsPl^fefti^rf^

ACT III.

SCENE continues m the Orchard.

Enter Hero, Margaret, W Urfula.

Hero.
GOOD Mmgurtti run thee into the parlour,

There fall thcu find my Coufin Beatrice,

Propo&tg with the Prince and C/audio i

Whifper her gar, and tell her, I and Urfula

Walk in the orchard, and our whole difcourfe

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

;

And bid her Ileal into the pleached Bower,

Where buy iffiki i, ripen'd by the Sun,

Porbid the Sun to enter ; like to Favourites,

Made proud by Princes, that advance their pride

Againft that power that bred it : there will ihe hide her.

To Men our Propofe; this is thy ofnce,

Bear thee well in it, and leave us alone.

Marg. Til make her come, I warrant, prefently. [Exit*

Hero. Now, Urfula, 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 muft be, how Benedick

Is fick in love with Beatrice ; of this matter

Is little Cupid's crafty arrow made,

That only wounds by hear- fay : now begin.

Enter Eeatrice, runninv towards the Arbour,

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 fifh

Cur
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Cut with her golden oars the filver ftream#
And greedily devour the treacherous bait

;

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. *

No, truly, Urfula, (he'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

;

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

To vvilh him wraftle with affection,

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 mall 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 fluff than that of Beatrice.

Difdain and Scorn ride fparkling in her eyes,

Mif-prizing what they look on ; and her wit
Values it felf fo highly, that to her

All matter elfe feems weak ; me cannot love,

Nor take no fhape nor project of affection,

She is fo felf-indeared.

Urfu. Sure, I think fo

;

And therefore certainly it were not good
She knew his love, left me make fport at it.

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

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

She'd fwear, the gentleman mould be her fitter

;

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

Made a foul blot i if tall, a launce ill-headed

;

If
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If low, an Aglet very vilely cut; (10)

If fpeaking, why, a vane blown with all winds

;

If filent, why. a block moved with none.

So turns fine every man the wrong fide out,

And never gives to truth and virtue That,
Which fimplenefs and merit purchafeth.

Urfu. Sure, fure, fuch carping is not commendable,
Hero. No \ fcr to be fo odd, and from all faihions,

As Beatrice is, cannot be commendable.
But who dare tell her for if I mould fpeak,

She'd mock me into air ; O, fhe would laugh me-

Out of my felf, prefs me to death with wit.

Therefore Let Benedick, like covered fire,

Ccnfume away in fighs, wafle 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 it ; hear what fhe will fay.'

Hero. No, rather I will go to Benedick,

And counfel him to right againft his pallion.

And, truly, I'll devife fome honed danders
To ftain my Coufin with ; one doth not know,
How much an ill word may impcifon 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 fhe is prized to have) as to refule

(ic) If Io-jj, c.n Agat very viUly cut ; ] But why an ^igat, if

low ! And what Shadow of Likenefs between a UttU Man and

an ^igat? The Antients, indeed, ufed this Stone to cut in,

and upon; but moft eAquifitely. I make no queftion but the

Poet wrote j

« an Aglet zerv vilely cut $

An aiglet was the Tagg of thofe Points, formerly fo much in

Fafhion. Thefe Taggs weie either of Gold, Silver, or Brafs,

according to the Quality of the Wearer; and were commonly
in the Shape of little Images; or at leafi had a Head cut at

the Extremity, as is feen a: the End of the Start of old-fafci-

on'd Spoons. And as a tall Man is before compar'd to a Laxncc

tit-headed j fo, by the fame Figure, a Unit Man is very aptly

liken' & to an >Agltt ill-cm% Mr. JVarcxrtcn.
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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, Madam 3

Speaking my fancy ; Signior Benedick,

For fhape, for bearing, argument and valour,

Goes foremoll in report through Italy.

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/

I'll mew thee fome attires, and have thy counfel

Which is the bell to furnifh me to morrow.
Urfu. She's lim'd, I warrant you; we have caught

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

;

Some Cupid; kill with arrows, Some witlrtraps.

[ Exeuntl

Beatrice, advancing.

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

Stand I condemn'd for 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 (hall incite thee

To bind our loves up in a holy band.

For others fay, thou doll deferve ; and I

Believe it better than reportingly. [Exit*

SCENE, LeonatoV Houfe.

Enter Don Pedro, Claudio, Benedick and Leonato.'

Pedro.TDO but flay 'till your marriage be confummate*

X and then go I toward Arragon.

Claud. I'll bring you thither my lord, if you'll vouch-
fafe me.

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



42 Much Ado about Nothing.
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 toot, he is all mirth ; he hath
twice or thrice cut Cupid's bow-firing, and the little

hangman dare not moot 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 fay I ; methinks, you are fadder.

Claud. I hope, he is in love.

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

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

fed, he wants mony.
Bene. I have the tooth-ach.

Pedro. Draw it.

Bene. Hang it.

Claud. You mull hang it firll, and draw it afterwards.

Pedro. What ? figh for the tooth-ach !

Leon. Which is but a humour, or a worm.
Bene. Well, every one can mailer a grief but he that

has it.

Claud. Yet fay I, he is in love.

Pedro. There is no appearance of fancy in him, un-

lefs it be a fancy that he hath to ftrange difguifes, as to

be a Dutch man to day, a French man to morrow ; or in

thefhapeof two countries at once, a German from the

waite downward, all flops ; and a Spaniard from the hip

upward, no doublet : Unlefs he have a fancy to this

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

as you wou'd have it to appear he is.

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

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

ings ; what mould that bode ?

Pedro. Hach any man Teen him at the barber's ?

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

him ; and the eld ornament of his cheek hath already

ftuft tennis-balls.

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

lofs of a beard,
Pedro.
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Pedro. Nay, he rubs himfelf with civet ; can you fmell

him out by that ?

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

in love.

Pedro. The greatelt note of it is his melancholy.

Claud. And when was he wont to warn 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-firing and now govern'd by flops

Pedro. Indeed, that tells a heavy tale for him. Con-
clude, 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 defpight

of all, dies for him.

Pedro. She fhall be bury'd with her heels upwards. ( 1
1

)

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 mufl not hear. [Exeunt Benedick and Leonato.

Pedro. F&r 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.

Enter Don John.

John. My Lord and Brother, God fave you.

Pedro. Good den, brother.

John. If your leifure ferv'd, I would fpeak with you.

Pedro. In private ?

(11) She /hall be buried with her Face upwards,] Thus the

whole Set of Editions: But what is there any ways particular

in This? Are not all Men and Women buried fo? Sure, the

Poet means, in Oppofition to the general Rule, and by way
of Diftin&ion, with her heels upwards, or face downwards. I

have chofe the firft Reading, becaufe I find it the ExprelTion

ia Vogue in our Authors time,

John.
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John. If it pleaie you ; yet Count Claudia 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 ? [To Claudio.

Pedro. You know, he does.

John. I know not that, when he knows what I know.
Claud. If there be any impediment, I pray you, dis-

cover it.

John. You may think, I love you not ; let that ap-
pear 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 effecl your
cnfuing marriage; furely, Suit i l fpent, and Labour ill

beftow'd f

Pedro. Why, what's the matter ?

John. I came hither to tell you, and circumrtances
fhorten'd, (for fhe hath been too long a talking of) the
Lady is difloyal.

Claud. Who? Hero ?

John. Even {he; Leonato's Hero, your Hero, every
man's Hero.

Claud. Difloyal ?

John. The word is too good to paint out her wicked-
nefs ; I could fay, fhe were worfe ; 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 mall
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 to
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 lhew you
enough ; and when you have feen more and heard more,
proceed accordingly.

Claud. If I fee any thing to night why I mould not
marry her to morrow ; in the Congregation, where I

mould wed, there will I flume her 0

Pedro*
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Pedro. And as I wooed for thee to obtain her, I will

join with thee to difgrace her.

John. I will difparage her no farther, 'till you are my
witneflfes ; bear it coldly but 'till night, and let the iflue

(hew it felf.

Pedro. O day untowardly turned !

Claud. O mifchief ftrangely thwarting !

John. G plague right well prevented !

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

[ Exeunt.

SCENE changes to the Street.

Enter Dogberry and Verges, with the Watch,

Dogb. ARE you good men and true ?

Verg. Yea, or elfe it were pity but they

mould fuffer falvation, body and foul.

Dogb. Nay, that were a punifhment too good for

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

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

berry.

Dogb. Firft, who think you the moft defartlefs man
to be con liable ?

1 Watch. Hugh Gatecake, Sir, or George Seaco/e; for

they can write and read.

Dogb. Come hither, neighbour Seaco/e : God hath

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

man is the gift of fortune, but to write 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 boafl of it ; and for your writing and
reading, let that appear when there is no need of fuch

vanity : you are thought here to be the moll fenfelefs

and fit man for the Conftable of the Watch, therefore

bear you the lanthorn ; this is your charge : you mall
comprehend all vagrom men ; you are to bid any man
Hand, in the Prince's name.

2 Watch,
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2 Watch. How if he will not ftand ?

Dogb. Why, then take no note of him, but let him
go ; and prefently call the reft of the Watch together,

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 Subjects : you fhall alfo 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.
D0%b. Why, you fpeak like an ancient and moft

quiet watchman, for I cannot fee how Sleeping mould
offend ; only have a care that your Bills be not ftolen :

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 will not ?

Dogb. Why then let them alcne 'till they are fober

;

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.

Dogb. If you meet a thief, you may fufpedl him by
vertue of your office to be no true man ; and for fuch

kind 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, fhall we not

lay hands on him ?

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

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

able way for you, if you do take a thief* is, to let him
{hew himfelf what he is, and fteal out of your com-
pany.

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

Dogb. 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 alleep, and will net

hear us ? t>ogb.
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Dogb. Why, then depart in Peace, and let 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.

Dogb. This is the end of the Charge : you, conftable,

are to prefent the Prince's own perfon ; if you meet the

Prince in the night, you may ftay him.

Verg. Nay, birlady, that, I think, he cannot.

Dogb. Five millings to one on't with any man that

knows the Statues, he may ftay him ; marry, not with-

out the Prince be willing : for, indeed, the Watch ought

to offend no man ; and it is an offence to ftay a man
againft his will.

Verg. Birlady, I think, it be fo.

Dogb. Ha, ha, ha ! well, mailers* good night ; an
there be any matter of weight chances, call up me

;

keep your fellow's counfels and your own, and good
night ; come, neighbour.

z Watch. Well, mailers, we hear our charge ; let

us go fit here upon the church-bench 'till two, and then

all to bed.

Dogb. One word more, honeft neighbours. I pray

you, watch about Signior Leonato's door, for the Wed-
ding being there to morrow, there is a great coil to

night ; adieu ; be vigilant, I befeech you.

[Exeunt Dogberry and Verges.

Enter Borachio and Conrade.

Bora. What? Conrade
Watch. Peace, ftir not. [djide*

Bora. Conrade^ I fay,

Con. Here, Man, I am at thy elbow.

Bora. Mafs, and my elbow itchM, 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 I will, like a true drunkard,

utter all to thee.

Watch,
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Watch. Some Treafon, matters ; yet ftand clofe.

Bora, Therefore know, I have earned of Don John
a thoufand ducats.

Conr. Is it poflible that any Villany mould be fo

dear ?

Bora. Thou fhould'ft rather ask, if it were poflible

any villany mould be fo rich ? for when rich villains

have need of poor ones, poor ones may make what price

they will.

Conr. I wonder at it.

Bora. That mews, thou art unconfirm'd ; thou know-
eft, that the fafhion of a doublet, or a hat, or a cloak is

nothing to a man.
Conr. Yes, it is apparel.

Bora. I mean the fafhion.

Conr. Yes, the fafhion is the falhion.

Bora. Tufh, I may as well fay, the fool's the Fool

;

but fee'ft thou not, what a deformed thief this fafhion

is?

Watch. I know that Deformed he has been a vile

thief thefe feven years ; he goes up and down like a
gentleman : I remember his name.

Bora. Didft thou not hear fome 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 ; fometimes,

fafhioning them like Pharaohs foldiers in the reachy

Painting ; fometimes, like the God BePs priefts in the old

church-window ; fometimes, like the fhaven Hercules

in the fmirch'd worm-eaten tapeflry, where his codpiece

feems as maflie as his club.

Con. 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 fhifted

out of thy tale into telling me of the fafhion ?

Bora. Not fo neither ; but know, that I have to

night wooed JMargaret, the Lady Hero's Gentlewoman,
by the name of Hero ; fhe leans me out at her miftrefVs

chamber-window, bids me a thoufand times good night

—

I tell
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I tell this tale vildly I mould firfl: tell thee, ho v
the Prince, Claudio, and my mailer, planted and placed,
and poiTeiTed by my mailer Don John, faw a far off m
the orchard this amiable encounter.

Conr. And thought they, Margaret was Hero ?
Bora. Two of them did, the Prince and Claudio ;

but the devil my mailer knew, (he was Margaret; and
partly by his oaths, which firft poffeft them*, partly by
the dark night, which did deceive them, but chiefly by
my villany, which did confirm any flander that Don
John had made, away went Claudio enraged ; fwore,
he would meet her as he was appointed next morning
at the Temple, and there before the whole Congrega-
tion fliame 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, ftand.

2 Watch. Call up the right mailer conftable ; we have
here recovered the moil dangerous piece of lechery 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. Mailers, matters, (12)

2 Watch. You'll be made bring Deformed forth, I
warrant you.

Conr. Mailers, .

1 Witch. Never fpeak ; we charge you, let us obey
you to go with us.

Bora. We are like to prove a goodlv Commodity,
being taken up of thefe mens bills.

(12) Conr. Mafters, Maters,
2 Watch. Tot*' 11 be made bring Deformed forth, I warrant youm
Conr. Mafters, never ftea\, we charge you, let us obey you ta

go with tu.] The different Regulation which I have made in
this Jaft Speech, tho* againft the Authority of all the printed
Copies, I flatter my felf, carries its Proof with it. Conrad* and
Borachio are not defign'd to talk abfard Nonfenfc Tthat is the
difiinguifliing Charaaeriaick of the Confiabie and Watch.-] It is
evident therefore, that Conrede is attempting his own Juftifica-
nonj but is inturupte i in it b/ the Impertinence of the Men
in Office.

*

Vol. II. C Conr.
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Co?:r. A commodity in qucftion, I warrant you :

come, we'll obey you. [Exeunt.

SCENE, Hero's Apartment in LeonatoV Houfe.

Enter Hero, Margaret and Urfula.

Uero.jf~~^ COD Urfu'Ia, wake my couSri Beatrice, and

\JT defire her to rife.

Urfu. I will, lady.

Hero. And bid her come hither.

Urfu. Well.

Marg. Troth, I think, your other Rebato were better*

Hero. No, pray thee, good Meg, I'll wear this.

Marg. By my troth, it's not lb good ; and I war-
rant, your coufm will fay fo.

Hero. My cou fin's a fool, and thou art another. Til

wear none but this.

Marg. I like the new tire within excellently, if the

hair were a thought browner ; and your gown's a mod
rare fafhion, ? faith. I faw the -Dutchefs of Mi/a^s
gown, that they praife fo.

Hero. O, that exceeds, they fay.

Marg. By my troth, it's but a night-gown in refpec"l

of yours ; cloth of gold and cuts, and lac'd with filver,

fet with pearls dcwn-lleeves, fide-fleeves and skirts,

round underborne with a Hueifli tinfel ; but for a fine,

queint, graceful and excellent faihion, your's is worth

ten cn't.

Hero. Gcd 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 afham'd ?

Marg. Of what, lady ? of fpeaking honourably ? is

net marriage honourable in a beggar ? is not your

Lord honourable without marriage ? I think, ycu would

have me fay (faving your reverence) a husband. If bad

thinking do not wreft true fpeaking, I'll offend no body ;

is there any harm in the heavier for a Husband?

none, I think, if it be the right Husband, and the

right wife, otherwife 'tis light nnd not heavy ; ask my
lady Beatrice elfe, here fhe conies. » Enter
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Enter Beatrice.

Htro. Good morrow, ccz.

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 f love; that (roes without

a burden ; do you Ting it, and I'll dance it."
Beat. Yes, Light o* love with your heels ; then if your

husband have ftables enough, you'll look he mall 'lack
110 barns.

Marg, O illegitimate conftruftion ! I fcorn that with
my heels.

Beat. 'Tisalmofl five o'clock, coufin ; 'tis time von
were ready : by my troth, I am exceeding ill ; 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 not turn'd Turk, there's no

more failing by the flar.

Beat. What means the fool, trow ?

Marg. Nothing I, but God fend every one their
heart's defire

!

Hero. Thefe gloves the count fent me, they are an
excellent perfume.

.
Beat. I am fcufft, coufin, I cannot fmell.
Marg. A maid, and ftufft ! there's goodly catching; of

cold.

Beat. O, God help me, God help me, how long have
you profefr apprehenfion ?

Marg. Ever fince you left it; doth not my wit be-
come me rarely ?

Beat. It is 'not feen enough, you mould wear it in
your cap. By my troth, I am fick.

- Marg. Get you fome of this diftilPd Cardnus Bene-
dictus, and lay it to your heart ; it is the only thina for
a qualm. °

Hero. There thou prick' ft her with a thifde.
Beat. Benediclus? why Benedjftus? you have fome

moral in this Benediclus.

C 2 Mar*.
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. Marg. Moial? no, by my troth, I have no moral
meaning, I meant plain holy-thiitle : you may think,

perchance, that I think you are in love ; nay, birlady,

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 ; and yet now, in defpight of his heart, he eats

his meat without grudging; and how you may be con-

verted, I know not; _but
5 methinks, you look with

your eyes as other women do.

Beat. What pace is this that thy tongue keeps ?

Marg. Not a falfe gallop.

Urfu. 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
Vrfula. ' [^Exeunt.

SCENE, another Apartment in LeonatoV
Houfe.

Enter Leonato, moith Dogberry and Verges.

teon. TI7HAT would you with me, honeft neigh-

VV bour ?

Dogb. Marry, Sir, I would have fome confidence with
you, that decerns you nearly.

Leon. Brief, I pray you ; for, you fee, 'tis a bufy time
with me.

Dogb. Marry, this it is, Sir.

Ver. Yes, in truth it is, Sir.

Leon. What is it, my good friends ?

Dogb. 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.



Much Ado about Nothing. 53
Verg. Yes, I thank Ged, I am as honefl: as any man

living, that is an old man, and no honefter than I.

Dogb. Comparifons are odorous ; palabras, neighbour
Verges.

Leon. Neighbours, you are tedious.

. Dogb. It pleafes your worfhip to fay fo, but we are

the poor Duke's officers ; but, truly, for mine own
part, if I were as tedious as a King, I could find in

my heart to beitow it all of your worfhip.

Leon. All thy tedioufnefs on me, ha ?

Dogb. Yea, and 'twere a thoufand times more than
'tis, for I hear as good exclamation on your worfhip as

of any man in the city ; and tho' I be but a poor man,.

I am glad to hear it.

Verg. And fo am I.

Leon, I would fain know what you have to fay.

Verg. Marry, Sir, our Watch to night, excepting

your worfhip' s prefence, hath ta'en a couple of as ar-

rant knaves as any in MeJJina.

Dogb. A good old man, Sir ; he will 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 mufl ride behind; an honefl foul, i'faith,

Sir, by my troth he is, as ever broke bread, but God
is to be worfhip'd; all men are not alike, alas > good
neighbour !

Leon. Indeed, neighbour, he comes too fhort of you.

Dogb. Gifts, that God gives.

Leon. I mufl leave you.

Dogb. One word, Sir ; our Watch have, indeed, com-
prehended two aufpicious perfons j and we would have
them this morning examin'd before your worfhip.

Leon. Take their examination your felf, and bring

it me ; I am now in great haile, as may appear unto

you.

Dogb. It fhall be fuffigance.

Leon, Drink fome wine ere you go : fare you well.

Enter
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Enter a MeJJenger.

Mejf. My lord, they flay for you to give your daugh-
ter to her husband.

Leon. I'll wait upon them. I am ready. [Ex. Leon,

Dogb. Go, good Partner, go get you to Francis Sea-

coale, bid him bring his pen and inkhorn to the jail

;

we arc now to examine thofe men.

Verg. And we muft do it wifely.

Dogb. 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.

SCENE, a CHURCH.
Enter D. Pedro, D. John, Leonato, Friar, Claudio,

Benedick, Hero, and Beatrice.

L E 0 N A T 0.

OME, friar Francis, be brief, only to the plain
j

j form of marriage, and you lhall recount their
j

particular duties afterwards.

Friar. You come hither, my Lord, to marry this

lady ?

Claud. No.
Leon. To be marry'd to her, friar ; you come to

j

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 impediment '

why you mould not be conjoined, I charge you on
J

your fouls to utter it.

Claud. Know you any, Hero?
Hero, I
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Hero. None, my Lord.

Friar. Know you any, Count ?

,
Leon. I dare make his anfwer, none.

Claud. O what men dare do ! what men m?.y do ! what
Men daily do ! not knowing what they do !

. Bene. How now ! Interjections ? why, then fome be
of laughing, as ha, ha, he

!

Claud. Stand thee by, friar : father, by your leave

;

Will you with free and unconitrained foul

Give me thi:> 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 2nd precious gift ?

Pedro. Nothing, unlefs you render her again.

Claud. Sweet Prince, you learn me noble thankfai-

nefs

:

There, Leonato, take her back again ;

Give not this rotten orange to your friend.

She's but the fign and femblance of hsr honour ;

Behold, how like a maid fne biufhes here !

O, what authority and (hew of truth

Can cunning fin cover it felf withal !

Comes not that blood, as modcil evidence,

To witnefs fimple viriue ? would you not fwear,

All you that fee her, that (he were a maid,

By thefe exterior (hews ? bat me k none :

She knows the heat of a luxurious bed ;

Her blufli is guiltinefs, not modefty.

Leon. What do you mean, my Lord ?

j
Claud. Not to be marry'd,

Not knit my foul to an approved Wanton.
Leon. Dear my Lord, if you in your own approof (13)

Have

(13) Dear my Lord, ifyon in your own Proof,] I am furpriz'd,

the Poetical Editors did not obferve the Lamenefs of this

Verfe. It evidently wants a Syllable in the laft Foot, which I

have reftor'd by a Word, which, I prefume, the firft Editors
might hefitate at ; tho' it is a very proper one, and a vVord
clfcwhcrc ufed by our Author. Befidss, in the Palfage urder

C 4 Exami-
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Have v.anquiih'd the refinance 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, Leonato,

I never tempted her with word too large

;

But, as a brother to his filter, fhew'd

Bafhful fincerity, and comely love.

Hero. And feem'd 1 ever otherwife to you ?

Claud. Out on thy Seeming ! I will write againfl it

;

You feem to me as Dian in her orb,

As chafe as is the bud ere it be blown :

But you are more intemperate in ycur blood

Than Venus, or thofe pamper'd animals

That rage in lavage fenfuality.

Hero. Is my Lord well, that he doth fpeak fo wide I

Leon. Sweet Prince, why fpeak not you ?

Pedro. What mould I fpeak ?

I {land difhonourM, 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, Hand I here ?

Is this the Prince ? Is this the Prince's Brother ?

Is this face Hero's ? are our eyes our own ?

Leon. All this is fo ; but what of this, my lord ?

Claud. Let me but move one qu eftion to you$

daughter,

And, by that fnherly and kindly power
That you have in her, bid her aniwer truly.

Leon. I charge thee do fo, as thou art my child.

Hero. O God defend me, how am I befet

!

Examination, this Word comes in almoft neceffarily, as CU**

4>o had faid in the Line immediately preceding j

Kit kpit 7n) Soul to an appiovcd W'Anton.

What
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What kind of catechizing call you this ?

Claud. To make you anfwer truly to yo ir name.
Hero. Is it not Hero? who can blot that nam*

With any juft reproach ?

Claud. Marry, that can Hero

;

Hero her felf can blot out Hero's virtue.
What man was he talk'd with you yefternight
Out at your window betwixt twelve and one ?

Now, if you are a maid, anfwer to this.

Hero. I talk'd with no man at that hour, my Lord*
Pedro. Why, then you are no maiden. Leonato>

I am forry, you muft 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, mod like a liberal villain,

Confefs'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 offence, to utter them : thus, pretty lady,
I am forry for thy much mifgovernment.

Claud. O Hero f what a Hero hadft thou been,
If half thy outward graces had been placM
About the thoughts and counfels of thy heart ?

But fare thee well, moft foul, m oft fair ! farewel,
Thou pure impiety, and impious purity I

For thee I'll lock up all the gates of love,
And on my eyelids mail Conjecture hang,
To turn all beauty into thoughts of harm

;

And never mail it more be gracious.
Leon. Hath no man's dagger here a point for me ?

Beat. Why, how now, Coufm, wherefore fink you
down ?

John. Come, let us go; thefe things, come thus to
light,

Smother her fpirits up.

[Exe. D. Pedro, D. John and Claud,
Bene. How doth the lady ?

C s B$ar.
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Beat. Dead, I think; help, uncle.

Hero! why, Hero! uncle! Signior Benedick! friar!

Leon. O fate ! take not away thy heavy hand ;

Death is the faireft cover for her fhame,

That may be wifh'd for.

Beat. How now, coufin Hero?

Friar. Have comfort, Lady.

Leon. Doll thou look up ?

Friar. Yea, wherefore mould lhe not ?

Leon. Wherefore f why, doth not every earthly thing

Cry fhame upon her ? could lhe here deny

The ftory that is printed in her blood ?

Do not live, Hero, do not ope thine eyes

:

For did I think, thou wouldit not quickly die,

Thought I, thy fpirits were flronger than thy fhames,

My felf would on the rereward or reproaches

Strike at thy life. Griev'd I, I had but one ?

Chid I for That at frugal nature's frame ?

I've one too much by thee. Why had I one ?

Why ever wait thou lovely in my "eyes ?

Why had I not, with charitable hand,

Took up a beggar's iffue at my gates ?

Who fmeered thus, and mir'd with infamy,

I might have faid, no part of it is mine

;

This fhame derives it felf from unknown loins

:

But mine, and mine I lov'd, and mine I prais'd,

And mine that I was proud on, mine ib much,

That I my felf was to my felf not mine, .

Valuing of her ; why, me, O, fhe is fiuTn

Into a pit of ink, that the wide fea

Hath drops too few to warn her clean again

;

And.falt too little, which may feafon give

To her foul tainted fiefh !

Bene. Sir, Sir, be patient ;

For my part, I am fo attir'd in wonder, -

1 know not what to fay.

Beat. O, on my foul, my coufin is bely'd.

. Bene. Lady, were you her bedfellow laft night ?

Beat. No, truly, not; altho
7
until laft night

I have this twelvemonth been her bedfellow.
.]

Lion.



Much Ado about Nothing. 59
Leon. Confirmed, confirm'd ! O, That is ftronger

made,
•Which was before barr'd up with ribs of iron.

Would the two Princes lie ? and C/audio lie ?

Who lov'd her fo, that, fpeaking of her foulnefs,

. WafrVd 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. I have mark'd
A thoufand blliming apparitions

To ftart into her face ; a thoufand innocent fhames

In angel whitenefs bear away thofe blames ;

And in her eye there hath appear'd a fire,

To burn the errors that thcfe Princes held

Againit her maiden truth. Call me a fool,

Truft not my reading, nor my obfervations,

Which with experimental feal do warrant

The tenour of my book ; trail 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 ;

Thou feeft, that all the grace, that me hath left,

Is, that me will not add-to her damnation

A fm of perjury ; me not denies it

:

Why feek'ft thou then to cover with excufe

That, which appears in proper nakedneis ?

Friar. Lady, what man is he yoiare accus'd of?

Hero. They know, that do accufe me ; I know none

;

If I know more of any man alive,

Than that which maiden modeity doth warrant,
:

Let all my fins lack mercy ! O my father,

'Prove you that any man with me conversed

At hours unmeet, or that I yefternight

Maintained the change of word? wi ll any creature,

Refute me, hate me, torture me to death.

Friar. Thfcre is iome ftrange miiprnion in the Princes,

Bene. Twooi' them have the very bent ef honour,
And if their wiidoms be mn-Ied in this, ;

The
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The Practice of it lives in John tie baftard,
Whofe fpirits toil in frame of vilianjes.

Leon. I know not : if they fpeak but truth of her,
'

Thefe hands (hall tear her ; if they wrong her honour,
The proudeft of them mall well hear of it.

Time hath not yet fo dry'd this blood of mine,
Nor age fo 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 awaked, 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 ; (14}
Let her awhile be fecretly kept in,

And publifli it, that me is dead, indeed :

Maintain a mourning orientation,

And on your family's old Monument
Hang mournful Epitaphs, and do all rites

That appertain unto a burial.

Leon. What mail become of this ? what will this do ?

Friar. Marry, this, well carryM, fnall on her behalf
Change Hander 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 mull be fo maintain'd,

Upon the inftant that Ihe was accus'd,

Shall be lamented, pity'd, and excus'd,

Of every hearer : for it fo falls out,

(14) Tour Daughter here the Piinccfs (ifft for dead) ] But how
comes Hero to ftart up a Primefs here? We have no Intimation
of her Father being a Prince j and this is the firft and only
Time that She is complimented with this Dignity. The Re-
motion of a (ingle Letter, and of the Parenthefis> will bring
her to her own Rank, and the Place to its true Meaning.

Tour Daughter here the Princes left for dead;

i, e. Don Pedro, Prince of ^irragon\ and his liaftard Brother
who is likewife cajl'd a Prince*

That
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That what we have we prize not to the worth,

Whiles we enjoy it ; but being lack'd and loft,

Why, then we rack the value \ then we find

The virtue that poffefiion would not mew us

Whilft it was ours ; fo will it fere with Claudio :

When he (hall hear fhe dy'd upon his words,
Th' idea of her Life fhall fweetly creep

Into his fludy of imagination,

And every lovely organ of her life

Shall
1 come apparel

vd in more precious habit

;

' More moving, delicate, and full of life,

Into the eye and profpeft of his foul,

Than when Ihe liv'd indeed. Then fhall he mourn.
If ever love had intereil in his liver,

And wifh, he had not fo accufed her

;

No, though he thought his accufation true v

Let this be fo, and doubt not, but fuccefs

Will famion the event in better fhape

Than I can lay it down in likelihood.

But if all Aim but this be levell'd 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 r

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 I flow in grief,

The fmalleft twine may lead me.
Friar. 'Tis well confented, prefently away ;

For to firange fores, ftrangely they flrain the cure.

Come, lady, die to live ; this wedding day,

Perhaps, is but prolong'd ; have patience and en*

dure* \Exeunt9

Manent
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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 wrona'd.
Beat. Ah, how much might the man deferve of me,

that would right her

!

Bene. Is there any way to mew fuch friendihip ?

Beat. A very even way, but no fuch friend.
Bene. May a man do it ?

Beat. It is a man'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
poffible for me to fay, I loved nothing fo well as you

;

but believe me not j and yet I lye not ; I confefs nothing,
nor I deny nothing. I am forry for my coufin.

Bene. By my fword, Beatrice, thou lov'it me.
Beat. Do not fwear by it, and eat it.

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, fweet Beatrice ?
Beat. You have rtay'd me in a happy hour \ I was

about to protefl, 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 CIaudio.

• 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, i pray you, let me go.

Bene,
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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 riot approved in the height a villain,

that hath flander'd, fccrn'd, difhonour'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

accufation, 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 proper

faying

!

Bene. Nay, but Beatrice.

Beat. Sweet Hero! lhe is wrong'd, flie is flander'd,

ihe is undone.

Bene. Beat

Beat. Princes and Counts! furely, a princely tefli-

mony, a goodly count-comfecl, a fweet gallant, furely ?

0 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 wiihing, therefore I

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 engag'd ; I will challenge him,
1 will kifs your hand, and fo leave you ; by this hand,

Claudio mall render me a dear account ; as you hear of

me, fo think of me ; go comfort your coufm ; I mud
fay, me is dead, and fo fareweh [Exeunt.

SCENE
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SCENE changes to a Prlfon.

Inter Dogberry, Verges, Borachio, Conrade, the
Town-Clerk and Sexton in Gowns.

To. CI. T S our whole diffembly appear'd ?

X &og. O, a ftool and a cufhion for the fexton >

Sexton. Which be the malefactors ?

Verg. Marry, that am I and my Partner.
Dog. Nay, that's certain, we have the exhibition to

examine.

Sexton. Bat which are the offenders that are to be
examin'd ? let them ccme before mailer conftable.

.
To

-
Cl

- Yea
> marry, let them come before me ; what

3s your name, friend ?

Bora. Borachio.

To. Cl. Pray, write down, Borachio. Yours, Sirrah ?
Conr. I am a gentleman, Sir, and my name is Con-

rade.

To. Cl Write down, mailer gentleman Conrade x

mailers, do you ferve God ?

Both. Yea, Sir, we hope. (15)
To. CL Write down, that they hope they ferve God :

and write God firft : for God defend, but God mould eo
before fuch villains. Mafters, iris proved already that
you are little better than falfe knaves, and it will go
near to be thought fo lhortly ; how anfwer you for
your felves ?

Conr. Marry, Sir, we fay, we are none.
To Cl. A marvellous witty fellow, I afore you, but

I will go about with him. Come you hither, firrah,

(15) Both. Tea, Sir, we hope.

To. Cl. Write down, that they hope, they ferve God : and writ*
Cod firfit for God defend, but God fjjould go before fitch Vil-
lairis j This &on p affage? which is fru]y humou ,.ous
in character, I have added from the old Quart: Befides it
fupplics a Defea : for without it, the Town-derl^ asks a Que-
ftion of the Piifoacrs, and goes on without flaying for any
Anfwei to it. / • *

a word



Much Ado about Nothing. 65

a word in your ear, Sir ; I fay to you, it is thought

you are both falfe knaves.

Bora. Sir, I fay to you, we are none.

To. CI. Well, ltand attde; 'fore God, they are both in

a tale ; have you writ down, that they are none ?

.

Sexton. Matter town- clerk, you go not the way to

examine, you mutt call the watch that are their ac*

cufers.

(16) To. CI. Yea, marry, that's the deftett way, let

the Watch come forth ; matters, I charge you in the

Prince's name accufe thefe men.

Enter Watchmen.

1 Watch. This man feid, Sir, that Don John the

Prince's brother was a villain.

To. CI. Writedown, Prince John a villain ; why this

is flat perjury, to call a Prince's brother villain.

Bora. Matter town- clerk

To. 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 receiv'd a thoufand du-

cats of Don John, for accufing the lady Hero wrong-

fully.

(16) To. CI. Tea, marry, thai* s the eafieft Way, let the Watch
come forth.] This, eafieft, is a Sophiftication of our modern
Editors, who were at a Lofs to make out the corrupted Read-
ing of the old Copies. The Quarto, in 1600, and the jiift and
fecond Editions in Folio all concur in reading 3

Tea, marry, that's the eftett -way, <kc.

A Letter happenM to (lip out at Prefs in the firft Edition 5

and 'twas too hard a Task for the fubfequent Editors to put

it in, or guefs at the Word under this accidental Depravation.

There is no doubt, but the Author wrote, as i have ieftoi'd

the Text

;

Tea, marry, that* s the deftett way, &c.
i. e. the readieft, mod commodious Way. The Word is pure

Saxon. DeapllCe, ddite, congrue, dutly, fitly. DebSeft-

llCCj opportune, commode, fitly, conveniently, feafonably*

in good time
: sommodioufly. Vid, Spelman'j Saxon Glofs.

To. CL
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To. CI. Flat burglary, as ever was committed.
Dogb. Yea, by th' mafs, that it is.

Sexton. What eife, fellow ?

i Watch. And that Count Claudia did mean, upon
his words, to di {grace Hero before the whole affembly,
and not marry her.

To, CI. O villain ! thou wilt be condemn'd into ever-

Jailing redemption for this.

Sexton.
?
What elfe ?

2. Watch. This is all,

Sexton. And this is more, mafiers, than you can
deny. Prince John is this morning fecretly ftolPnaway:
Hero was in this manner accus'd, and in this very man-
ner refus'd, and upon the grief of this fuddenly dy'd.

Mailer Conftable, let thefe men be bound and brought
to Leonato ; I will go before, and ihew him their exa-

mination. [Exit.
Dogb. Come, let them be opinion'd.

Conr. Let them be in the hands of Coxcomb !

Dogb. God's my life, where' s the Sexton ? let him
write down the Prince's officer Coxcomb : come, bind

them, thou naughty varlet.

Conr. Away ! you are an afs, you are an afs.

Dogb. Doll thou not fufpecl my place ? doll thou not

fufpecl my years ? O, that he were here to write me down
an afs ! but, mailers, remember, that I am an afs ; though
it be not written down, yet forget not that I am an

afs ; no, thou villain, thou art full of piety, as fhall be

prov'd upon thee by good witnefs ; I am a wife fellow,

and which is mere, 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 lories; and one that hath two gewns, and
every thing handfome about him ; bring him away ; O,
that I had been writ down an afs ! —— [Exeunt.

ACT
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ACT V.

SC.ENE, before Leonato'j Houfe.

Enter Leonato and Antonio.

Antonio.
T* F you go on thus, you will kill yourfelf;

I And 'tis not wifdorn thus to fecond grief

Againfl your felf.

Leon. I pray thee, ceafe 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 fuke 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 ;

Meafure his woe the length and breadth of mine,

And let it anfwer every llrain for ftrain :

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, (17)

(17) If fp;ch a One will fmile, and ftro!\e hi* Beard,

*And hallow, wag, cry hem, when he fhould groan,']

Mr. \owe is the fir ft Authority that I can find for this Read-

ing. But what is the Intention, or how are we to expound

it ?
<c If a Man will halloo, and whoop, and fidget, and wrig-

" gle about, to fiiew a Pleafure when He fhould groan, " &c
This does not give much Decorum to the Sentiment, The old

Quarto, and the ift and 2d Folio Editions all read,

*And forrow, wagge, cry hem, 8cc.

We don't, indeed, get much by this Reading 5 tho', I flatter

my felf, by a flight Alteration it has led me to the true one,

yAnd Sorrow wage ; cry, hem ! when he Jhould groan 5

I. e. If fuch a One will bomat with, firive againfl Sorrow, &c.

Nor is this Word infrequent with our Author in thefe Signi-

fications, And
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And Sorrow wage ; cry, hem f when he mould groan j

Patch grief with proverbs ; make misfortune drunk
With candle-waiters ; 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 themielves not feel j but tailing it.

Their counfel turns to paffion, which before

Would give preceptial medicine to rage ;

Fetter ftrong madnefs in a filken thread ;

Charm ach with air, and agony with words.

No, no ; 'tis all mens cmce to fpeak patience

To thofe, that wring under the load of ibrrow ;

But no man's virtue, nor fuffieiency,-

To be fo moral, when he fhall endure

The like himfelf ; therefore give me no counfel

;

My griefs cry louder than advertifement.

Ant. Therein do men from children nothing differ.

Leon. I pray thee, peace ; I will be fielh and blood

;

For there was never yet philofopher,

That could endure the tcoth-ach patiently

;

However they have writ the ftyle of Gods,

And made a pifh at chance and fufrerance.

Ant. Yet bend not all the harm upon your felf :

Make thofe, that do offend you, fuffer too.

Leon. There thou fpeak'lt reafon ; nay, I will do fo.

My foul doth tell me, Hero is bely'd ;

And that fhall Claudio know, fo mall the Prince ;

And all of them, that thus difhcnour her.

Enter Don Pedro, and Claudio.

Ant. Here comes the Prince and Claudio nattily.

Pedro. Good den, good den.

Claud. Good day to both of you.

Leon. Hear you, my lords ?

Pedro. We have fome hade, Leonato.

Leon. Some hafte, my lord ! well, fare you well, my
lord.

Are you fo hafty now ? well, all is one.

Pedro . Nay, do not quarrel with us, good old man.
Ant.
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Ant. If he could right himfelf with quarrelling,

.Some of us would lye low.

Claud. Who wrongs him ?

Leon. Many, thou dolt wrong me, thou diffembler,

thou

!

Nay, never lay thy hand upon thy fword,

I fear thee not.

Claud. Marry, befhrew my hand,

If it mould give your age fuch caufe of fear

;

In faith, my hand meant nothing to my fword.

Leon. Tufh, turn, man, never fleer and jeft 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, Claudia, to thy head,

Thou haft fo wrcng'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 belyM mine innocent child,

Thy ftander hath gone through and through her heart,

And (he 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, Claudio; thine, I fay.

Pedro. You fay not right, old man.
Leon. My lord, my lord,

I'll prove it on his body, if he dare

;

Defpight his nice fence and his active practice,

His May of youth, and bloom of luftyhood.

Claud. Away, I will not have to do with you.

(18) Leon. Canft thou fo dafFe me? thou hail kill'd

my child ;

(18) Cart ft Thou fo darTe me? ] This is a Country Word,
Mr. Pope tells us, llgnifying, daunt. It may be fo ; but that

is not the Expofition here : To da,ff*9 and doffe are fynonomous
Terms, that mean, to put off: which is the very Senfe requir'd

here, and what Leenato would reply, upon CUhdijs laying,

He would haye nothing to do with him.
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If thou kill'ft me, boy, thou (halt kill a man.

Ant. He mall kill two of us, and men indeed ;

But that's no matter, let him kill one nrft

;

Win me and wear me, let him anfwer me

;

Come, follow me, boy ; come, boy, follow me ;

Sir boy, Til whip you from your foining fence

;

Nay, as I am a gentleman, I will.

Leon. Brother,

Ant. Content ycur felf ; God knows, I lov'd my
Neice

;

And me is dead, flander'd to death by villains,

That dare as well anfwer a man, indeed,

As I dare take a ferpent by the tongue.

Boys, apes, braggarts, jacks, milkfops

!

Leon. Brother Antho'ny

Ant. Hold you content ; what, man ? I know them,
yea,

And what they weigh, even to the.utmofl fcrupie :

Scambling, out-facing, famion-mongring boys,

That lye, and cog, and flout, deprave and flander,

Go antickly, and mow an outward hideoufnefs,

And fpeak off half a dozen dangerous words, (19)

How they might hurt their enemies, if they durft

;

And this is all.

Leon. But, brother Anthony',

Ant. Come, 'tis no matter ;

Do net you meddle, let me deal in this.

Pedro. Gentlemen both, we will not wake your pa-

tience.

My heart is forry for your daughter's death ;

But, on my Honour, me was charg'd with nothing

But what was true, and very full of proof.

Leon. My lord, my lord

(19) And fpea!^o£ half a dox^en dangerous Words,-] Thefe Edi-

tors are Perfons of unmarchable Indoler.ee, that can't afford to

add a fingle Letter to retrieve common Senfe, Vo fpeal^ off,

as I have rcform'd the Text, is to throw out boldly, with an

Oftentation of Bravery, &c. So in T-welfih-n igbt 5

terrible Oath* vjith a fwag&tri<<£ accent Jbarpijr twang' d off:

Pedro.
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Pedro. I will not hear you.

Leon. No ! come, brother, away, I will be heard.

Ant. And mall, or fome of us will (mart for it.

\Exe* a?nlo+

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 almofl come to

part almofl 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 ; what think'ft thou ?

iiad we fought, I doubt, we mould 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 melancholly, and would fain have it

foeaten away : wilt thou ufe thy wit ?

Bene. It is in my fcabbard ; mail I draw it ?

Pedro. Doll thou wear thy wit by thy fide ?

Claud. Never any did fo, though very many have been
befide their wit. I will bid thee draw, as we do the

minilrels ; 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 (hall meet your wit in the career, if

you charge it againft me. I pray you, chufe another

fubjecl.

Claud. Nay, then give him another naff ; this lal was
broke crofs.

Pedro. By this light, he changes more ar.d more : I

think, he be angry, indeed.

Claud. If he be, he knows how to t'jrn his g'rd'e.

!

Bene. Shall I fpeak a word in your ear ?

Claud. God blefs me frcm a challenge !
-

&
Ben,.
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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 cowardife.

You have kill'd a fweet lady, and her death ihall fall

heavy on you. Let me hear from you.

Claud. Well, I will meet you, fo I may have good
cheer.

Pedro. What, a feaft ?

Claud. P faith, I thank him ; he hath bid me to a

calves-head and a capon, the which if I do not carve

mult curioufly, fay, my knife's naught. Shall I not

find a woodcock too ?

Bene. Sir, your wit ambies well ; it goes eafily.

Pedro. I'll tell thee, hew Beatrice prais'd thy wit the

other day : I faid, thou had It a fine wit ; right, fays

(he, a fine little one ; no, faid I, a great wit ; juit,

faid me, a great grofs one ; nay, faid I, a good wit ;

juft, faid fhe, it hurts no body ; nay, faid I, the gen-

tleman is wife; certain, faid' ihe, a wife gentleman;

nay, faid I, he hath the tongues ; that I believe, faid

me, for he fwore a thing to me on Monday night,

which he forfwore on Tue/day morning ; there's a

double tongue, there's two tongues. Thus did fhe an

hour together tranf-fhape thy particular virtues ; yet, at

laft, me concluded with a figh, thou waft the properefY

man in Italy.

Claud. For the which fhe wept heartily, and faid, ihe

car'd not.

Pedro. Yea, that (he did ; but yet for all that, and

if Ihe did not hate him deadly, (he would love him
dearly ; the old man's daughter told us all.

Claud. All, all ; and moreover, God fa<w him when
he nvas hid in the garden.

Pedro. But when mail we fet the falvage bull's horns

on the fenfible Benedicts head ?

Claud. Yea, and text underneath, Here dwells Bene-

iiclt t\ e married man.

Bene. Fare you well, boy, you know my mind ; I

will kr.ve you now to your goJlip-like humour ; you

break jefts as braggarts do their blades, which, God be

thank'dl
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thank'd, hurt not. My lord, for your many courtefies

I thank you ; I muft difcontinue your company ; your

brother, the baftard, is fled from Mefiina ; you have a-

mong you killed a fvveet and innocent lady. For my
lord lack-beard there, he and I fhall meet; and 'till

then, peace be with hrm ! [Exit Benedick.

Pedro. He is in earned.

Claud. In moft profound earneft, and, I'll warrant

you, for the love of Beatrice.

Pedro. And hath challenged thee ?

Claud. Moft fincerely.

Pedro. What a pretty thing man is, when he goes

in his doublet and hofe, and leaves off" his wit ?

Enter Dogberry, Verges, Conrade and Borachio

guarded.

'Claud, He is then a giant to an ape \ but then is aft

ape a dodtor to fuch a man.
Pedro. But, fort you, let me fee, pluck up my heart

and be fad ; did he not fay, my brother was fled ?

Dogb. Come, you, Sir $ if jufiice cannot tame you,

fhe fhall ne'er weigh more reafons in her balance ; nay,

an you be a curfmg hypocrite once, you muft be

look'd 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 report

;

moreover, they have fpcken untruths ; fecondarily, they

are flanders ; fixth and laftly, they have bely'd a lady 1

thirdly, they have verify'd unjuft things 5 and, to con-

clude, they are lying knaves.

Pedro. Firft, I ask thee what they have done ; third-

ly, I ask thee what's their offence ; fixth and laft'y,

why they are committed ; and, to conclude, what you
lay to their charge ?

Claud. Rightly reafon'd, and in his own diviflon

;

and, by my troth, there's one meaning well fuited.

Pedro. Whom have you offended, matters^ that you
Vol. II. D ars
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are thus bound to your anfwer ? This learned confta-

ble is too cunning to be underflocd. What's your of-

fence ?

Bcra. Sweet Prince, let me go no further to mine
anfwer : do you hear me, and let this Count kill me

:

I have deceiv'd even your very eyes ; what ycur wif-

dcms could not difcover, thefe mallow fools have

brought to light, who in the night overheard me con-

ferring to this man, how Don John your brother in-

censed me to (lander the lady Here ; how you were
brought into the orchard, and faw me court Margaret
in Hero's garments 5 how you difgrae'd her, when you

fliculd marry her ; my villany they have upon record,

which I had rather feal with my death, than repeat

over to my fhame ; the lady is dead upon mine and my
ipajfcr's fake accufaticn ; 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 fet thee on to this ?

Pera. Yea, and paid me richly for the pradlice of it..

Pedro. He is compos'd and fram'd of treachery ;

And fled he is upon this villany.

Claud. Sweet Hero ! now thy image doth appear

In the rare femblance that I lov'd it firft.

Dogb. Come, bring away the plaintiffs ; by this time,

our Sexton hath refcrm'd Signior Leonato of the matter

;

and mailers, do not forget to fpecifie, when time and
place fhall ferve, that I am an afs.

Verg. Here, here ccmes mafter Signior Leonato^ and

the Sexton too.

Enter Leonato, and Sexton.

Leon. Which is the villain ? let me fee his eyes

;

That when I note another man like him,

J may avoid him ; which of thefe is he ?

Bora, Jf you would know your wronger, look on me.

Leon. Art thou, art thou the flave, that with thy

breath

Haft
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.Haft kill'd mine innocent child ?

Bora. Yea, even I alone.

Leon. No, not fo, villain ; thou bely'fc thy felf

;

Here ftand a pair of honourable men,
A 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. I know not how to pray your patience,
Yet I rnuit fpeak : chufe your revenge your felf;
Impofe me to what penance your invention
Can hy upon my fin ; yet finn'd I not,
•But in miitaking,

Pedro. By my foul, nor T ;

And yet, to fatisfie this good old man,
I would bend under any heavy weight,
That he'll enjoyn me to.

Leon. You cannot bid my daughter live again,
That were impoftible ; but,' I pray you both,
'Poffefs the People in MeJJind 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 ; fmg 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,
Almoft the copy of my child that's dead,
And fhe alone is heir to both of us

;

Give her the Right you mould have given her Coafin
And fo dies my revenge.

Claud. O noble Sir !

Your over-kindnefs doth wring tears from me :

I do embrace your offer ; and diipofe
For henceforth of poor Claudio.

Leon. To morrow then I will expeft your Coming
To night I take my leave. This naughty man ;

Shall face to face be brought to Margaret,
Who, I believe, was pack'd in all this wrong,
Hir'd to it by your pother.

D z Bora



; 5 M uch Ado about Nothing.
Bora. No, by my foul, fhe was not

;

Nor knew not what fhe did, when fhe fpoke to me.
But always hath been juft and virtuous,

In any thing that I do know by her.

Dogb. 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

punifhment ; 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 no-

thing for God's fake. Pray you, examine him upon
that point.

Leon. I thank thee for thy care and honeft pains.

Dogb. Your Worfhip fpeaks like a moft thankful and

ieverend youth ; and I praife Gcd for you.

Leon. T here's for thy pains.

L):gb. God fave the foundation !

Leo?:. Go, I diicharge thee of thy prifener; and I

thank thee.

D:gb. I leave an errant knave with your Worfhip,

which, 1 befeech your Worfhip, to correct your felf,

for the example of others. Gcd keep your Worfhip ;

I wifli ycur Worfhip well : God reftcre you to health ;

I humbly give you leave to depart ; and if a merry
meeting may be wiih'd, God prohibit it. Come, neigh-

bour. [Exeunt.

Leon. Until to morrow morning, Lords, farewel.

Ant. Farewel, my Lords ; we look for you to morrow.
Pedro. We will not fail.

Clo.ud. To night I'll mourn with Hero.

Leon. Bring you thefe fellows on, we'll talk with
Margaret£\ >

How her . ajuaintance grew with this lewd fellow.

[Exeuntfeverally.

SCENE
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SCENE changes to Leonato'x Houfe.

Enter Benedick, and Margaret.

Bene. T^R A Y thee, fweet Miftrefs Margaret, deferve

well at my hands, by helping me to the

fpeech of Beatrice.

Marg. Will you then write me a fonnet in praife of

my beauty ?

Bene. In fo high a ftyle, Margaret, that no man liv-

ing fhall come over it ; for, in mod comely truth, thou

deierveft it.

(20) Marg. To have no Man come over me ? why*
mail I always keep above ftairs ?

Bene. Thy wit is as quick as the greyhound's mouth,
it catches.

Marg. And yours as blunt as the fencer's foils, which
hit, but hurt not.

Bene. A moft manly wit, Margaret, it will not hart
a woman ; and fo, I pray thee, call Beatrice ; I give
thee the bucklers.

Marg. Give us the fwords ; 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. [Exit Margaret
Bene. And therefore will come. [Sings.'] TJjsGcdof

love, that Jits abo-ve, and knows me, an'd knows ms9

how pitiful I deferve, I mean, in iinging; buc

(20) To have no Man come over me? why, {kali I always hjep

below Stairs?] Thus all the printed Copies, but, fure, erro-

neoufly : for all the Jeft, that can lie in the PaiTage, is de-
flroy'd by it Any Man might come over her, literally fpeak-
ing, if fhe always kept below Stairs. By the Correction 1 have
ventur'd to make, Margaret, as 1 prelum e, muft mean, What

!

fliajl I always keep above Stairs? 1. e. Shall 1 foi ever continue
a Chambermaid?

D 5 in
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in loving, Leander th^ good fwimmer, Troilus the firft

employer of pandars, and a whole book full of thefe

quondam carpet-mongers, whofe names yet run fmoothly
in the even road of a blank verfe ; why, they were ne-
ver fo truly turn'd over and over, as my poor felf, in

love ; marry, I cannot mew it in rhime ; I have try'd

;

I can find out no rhime to lady but baby, an innocent's

xhime ; for /com, horn, a hard rhime ; for febool, fool,

a babling rhime ; very ominous endings ; no, I was
not born under a rhimir.g planet, for I cannot woo
In feilival terms.

E?iter Beatrice.

Sweet Beatrice, would*!! thou come when I call thee ?

Beat. Yea, Signior, and depart when you bid me.
Bene, O, ftay 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 pad between you and Claudia.

Bene. Only foul words, and thereupon I will kifs

thee.

Beat. Foul words are but foul wind, arid foul wind is

but foul breath, and foul breath is noifome ; therefore I

will depart unkift.

Bene. Thou hall frighled the word out of its right

fenfe, fo forcible is thy wit ; but, I muft tell thee plain-

ly, Claudio undergoes my challenge ; and either I muft

Shortly hear from him, or I will fubferibe him a coward

;

and, I pray thee, now tell me, for which of my bad

parts didft thou firit. fall in love with me ?

Beat. For them all together ; which maintain'dfo po-

litick a ftate of evil, that they will not admit any geed

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 fufftr love,

indeed, for I love thee againft my will.

Beat. In fpight of your heart, J think; alas! poor

heart, if you ipight it for my fake, I will fpight it

for yours ; for I will never love that, which my friend

'hates.

Bene*
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Bene, Thou and I are too wife to woo peaceably.

Beat. It appears not in this confeflion ; there's not one
wife man among twenty that will praife himfelf.

Bene. An old, an old inltanee, Beatrice, that liv'd

in the time of good neighbours ; if a man do not erec"t

in this age his own tomb ere he dies, he fhall live

no longer in monuments, than the bills ring, and the

widow weeps.

Beat. And how long is that, think you ?

Bene. Queftion ?— why, an hour in clamour, and a

quarter in rhewm ; therefore it is moil expedient for the

wife, if Don worm (his confcience) find no impediment

to the contrary, to be the trumpet of his own virtues, as

I am to my felf ; lb much for praifing my felf; who, I

my felf will bear witnefs, is praife-worthy ; and now
tell me, how doth your Coufm ?

Beat. Very ill.

Bene . And how do you ?

Beat. Very ill too.

Bene. Serve God, rove me, and mend ; there will I
leave you too, for here comes one in halte.

Enter Urfula.

Urfu. Madam, you mud come to your uncle j yon-

der's old coil at home ; it is proved, my iady Hero hath

been falfely accus'd ; the Prince and Claudia 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 lap, and be

bury'd in thy heart) and moreover I will go with

thee to thy uncle. [Exeunt*

SCENE changes to a Church.

i Enter Don Pedro, Claudio, and Attendants with tapersi

Claud. T S this the monument of Leor.ato ?

J„ Atten. It is, my lord.

EPI-
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EPITAPH,
Done to death by Jlanderous tongues

Was the Hero, that here lyes:

Death, in guerdon of her wrongs,
Gives herfame vohich never dies*

So the life, that dfd <withJhame,
Lives in death ivith gloriousfame.

Hang thou there upon the tomb,

Praifing her when I am dumb.

Claud. Now mufick found/ and fmg your folemn.

.Hymn,

SON G,

Pardon, Goddefs of the night,

Ihofe thatflew thy virgin knight ;

For the which, with fongs of woe,
Round about her tomb they go.

Midnight, ajjijl our moan ; t

Help us to figh andgroan
Heavily, heavily:

Graves, yavjn andyieldyour dead,

*Till death be uttered,

Heavily, heavily.

Claud. Now unto thy bones good night

!

Yearly will I do this Right.

Pedro. Good morrow, mailers, put your torches out

;

The wolves have prey'd ; and, look, the gentle day,.

Before the wheels of Phoebus, round about

Dapples the drowfie eaft with fpots of grey :

Thanks to you all, and leave us ; fare you well.

Claud. Good morrow > matters ; each his feveral

way.
Pedro. Come, let us hence, and put on other weeds

;

And then to Lconatcis we will go.

Claud*
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Claud. And Hymen now with luckier iflue fpeed's, (21)
Than this, for whom we rendered up this woe ! {Exeunt.

SCENE changes to Leonato'j Houfe.

Enter Leonato^ Benedick, Margaret, Urfula, Antonio,
Friar, and Hero.

Friar. TT\| I D I not tell you, fhe was innocent ?

JL/ Leon. So are the Prince and Claudio, who
accus'd her,

.

Upon the error that you heard debated.
But Margaret was in fome fault for this jr

Although againft her will, as it appears,
In the true courfe of all the queftion.

Ant. Well ; I am glad, that all things fort fo well,
Bene. And fo am I, being el fe by faith enforced

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 promised 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 connWd 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 :

Signior Leonato, truth it is, good Signior,
Your neice regards me with an eye of favour,

(21) <And Hymen now with Inciter Ijfue fpeedsj
Than this, for whom we rendered up this me.] Claudio

could not know, without being a Prophet, that this new-prc-
pos d Match fhouid hare any luckier Event than That defign'd
with fler.. Certainly, therefore, this fhould be a WiA in
cl**Ai*\ and, to this End, the Poet might have wrote,

5^ Jptt4 m; and fo it becomes a Prayer to Hymen.

Dr.- Thirihj.

D S Leon.



82 Much Ado about Nothing.
Leon. That eye my daughter lent her, 'tis moil true*

Bene. And I do with an eye of love requite her.

Leon. The fight whereof, I think, you had from me.
From Clandio and the Prince ; but what's your will ?

Bene . Your anfwer, Sir, is enigmatical

;

Bat for my will, my will is, your good wiH
May ft and with ours, this day to be conjoin'd

I' th' ftatse of honourable marriage ;

In which, good Friar, I mall defire your help.

Leon. My heart is with your liking.

Friar. And my help.

Enter Bon Pedro and Claudio, with Attendants.

Pedro. Good morrow to this fair afiembly.

Leon. Good morrow, Prince; gcod morrow, Claudh>

We here attend you ; are you yet determin'd

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 ths

matter,

That you have fuch a February-face,

So full of froft, of florin and cloudinefs ?

Claud. I think, he thinks upon the favage bull

:

Turn, fear not, man, we'll tip thy horns with gold*

And fo all Europe mall rejoice at thee ;

As once Europa did at lufty Jove,
When he would play the noble beaft in love.

Bene. Bull Jove, Sir, had an amiable low,

And fome fuch ftrange bull leapt your father's cow i

And got a calf, in that fame noble feat,

Much like to you ; for you have juft his bleat.

Enter Antonio, with Hero, Beatrice, Margaret, and
Urlula, masked.

Claud. For this I owe you ; here come other reck-

nings.

Which is the lady I mull feize upon ?

Aata. This time is me, and I do give you her*

Claud*
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Claud. Why, then lhe's mine; Sweet, let me fee

your face.

Leon. No, that you mall not, 'till you take her hand
Before this Friar, and fwear to marry her.

Claud. Give me your hand } before this holy Friar,

J am your husband if you like of me.
Hero. And when I liv'd, I was your other wife.

[Unmasking*
And when you lov'd, you were my other husband.

Claud. Another Hero ? (22)
Hero. Nothing certainer.

One Hero dy'd denTd, but I do live ;

And, furely, as I live, I am a maid.

Pedro. The former Hero ! Hero, that is dead !

Leon. She dy'd, my lord, but whiles her Dander liv*d&

Friar. All this amazement can I qualifie.

When, after that the holy rites are ended,

I'll tell thee largely of fair Hero's death :

Mean time let wonder feem familiar,

And to the chappel let us prefently.

Bene. Soft and fair, friar. Which is Beatrice f

Beat. I anfwer to that name ; what is your will r

Bene. Do not you love me ?

Beat. Why, no, no more than reafon,

Bene. Why, then your Uncle, and the Prince, and
Claudio, have been deceiv'd ; they fvvore, you did.

Beat. Do not you love me ?

Bene. Troth, no, no more than reafon.

Beat. Why, then my Couiin, Margaret and Urfuk^
Have been deceiv'd ; for they did fwear, you did.

(22) Claud. ^Another Heiol
Hero. Nothing certainer :

One Hero dy*d 5 bm I do live,

xAnd furely as I live I am a Maid.] Eefides that the laft

Line but One wants a whole Foot in Meafure, it is as defec-

tive in the Meaning : For how are the Words made out > One
Hero dy'd, and yet that Hero lives, but how is She then ano-
ther Hero? The Supplement, which I have reftorM from the
©id Quarto, folves all the Difficulty, and makes the laft Line

-Kafoaabie,

Bene,
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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 gentle-

man.
Claud. And I'll be fworn upon9

t, that he loves her^
For here's a, paper written in his hand,
A halting fonnet of his own pure brain,

FaftuWd to Beatrice*.

Hero. And here's another,.

Writ in my Coufin's hand, flolen from her pocket,
Containing her afTe&ion unto Benedick.

Bene. A miracle! here's our own hands againfl: our
hearts ; come, I will have thee ; but, by this light, I
take thee for pity.

(23) Beat. I would yet deny you ; but, by this good'
day, I yield upon great perluafion, and partly to fave
your life; for as I was told, you were in a confump-
Hon.

(24) Bene. Peace, I will flop your mouth. .

[KiJJing her.
Fedro. 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 : doll thou

(23) / would not deny you,-, but by this good day T yield upon
great perfuaflon, &c] Is not this ftrange Mock-reafoning in
Beatrice? She would not deny him, but that She yields upon
great Peifuafion. By changing the Negative, I make n»
doubt but I have retrievM the Poet's Humour.
(24) Leon. Peace, I will flop your Mouth.'] What can Leonato

mean by This? " Nay, pray, peace, Neice ; don't keep up
" this Obftinacy of Profeflions, for I have Proofs to flop your
<: Mouth." The ingenious Dr. T/jirlby agreed with me, that
this ought to be given to Benedick, who, upon faying it, kilTes
Beatrice: and this being done before the whole Companv, how
natural is the Reply which the Prince makes upon it

?

How dofl thou, Benedick ? the married Man,
Pefides, this Mode of Speech, preparatory to a Salute, is fa-
miliar to our Poet in common with oiher Stage-Wiicers.

think,



M v c h Ado about Nothing. 85

think, I care for a fatire, or an epigram ? no : if a man
will be beaten with brains, he mall wear nothing hand-

fome about him ; in brief, fince I do purpofe to marry,

I will think nothing to any purpofe that the world can

fay againft it ; and therefore never flout at me, for what
I have faid againft it ; for man is a giddy thing, and
this is my conclufion ; for thy part, Claudto, I did think

to have beaten thee ; but in that thou art like to be my
kinfman, live unbruis'd, and love my coulin.

Claud. I had well hoped, thou wouldft have denied

Beatrice, that I might have cudgelPd thee out of thy

fingle life, to make thee a double dealer ; which, out of

queftion, thou wilt be, ifmy Coufm do not look exceed-

ing 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' my word ; therefore, play, mufick a

Prince, thou art fad, get thee a wife, get thee a wife 5

there is no ftaff more reverend than one tipt with

horn.

Enter Mefienger.

Mejf. My Lord, your brother John is ta'en in flight,

And brought with armed men back to Meffina.

Bene. Think not on him 'till to morrow : I'll devife

thee brave punifhments for him. Strike up, Pipers.

\Dance.

\TLxeunt omneu
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THE

Merchant 0/ Venice.

act 1.

SCENE, a Street in Venice*

Enter Anthonio, Solarino, and Salanio.

A N T H O N r o:

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 cams
by it,

What fluff 'tis made of, whereof it ia

born,

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 toffing on the ocean

;

There, where your Argofies with portly Sail,.

Like figniors and rich burghers on the flood,

Or as it were the pageants of the fea,

Do over-peer the petty traffickers,

That curtfie to them, do them reverence,

As they fly by them with their woven wings.
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Sola. Belize me, Sir, had I facJi venture forth*

The better part of my affections would
Ee 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 objecl, that, might make me fear

Misfortune to my ventures, out of doubt,

Would make me (ad

,

Sat. 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 Humid not lee the Tandy heur-glafs run,

But I mould rl;:r.k of lhaKow*: and of flats ;

And fee my wealthy Andre-*: dock'd in fand>

Vailing her high top lower than her ribs,

i c Irifs h : r burial. Should I go to chnrcbj

And fee the hciy eo:n:e of ft one,

And r.:: bethink me ftra : if dangfroos reck: ;

Which, touching bur rr.y gentle veiTei's fide,

Would :c:.::er all the (pica an the fa-cam.

Enrobe the rearing waters with my filla ;

And in a word, but even now worth this,

Ann now worth nothing. Shall I have the thought

Tc think on this, and lhali I lack the thought,

That fa4 -. :: n;, bechane'd, would make me lad-?

Bat tell n't me ; I ki

Is fad to think upon his merchandize.

d*tb. Believe me, no : I thank my fortune for it*

My ventures are not in one bottom trulted,

Nor to one place ; nor is my whole eftate

Upcn the fortune of this pre fen t year:

Therefore, my merchandize makes me not fad.

Sola. Why then you are in love.

Anth. Fie. 6b!
Sofa. Not in love neither ! then let's fay, you're fad,

Becaufe yoq are not merry and 'twere as eafy

For you to laugh and leap, and fay, you're merry,

Became you are not fad. Now by two-headed Janus,

Nature hath fram'd itrange fellows in her time :

Some that will evermore peep through their eyes,
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And laugh, like parrots, at a bag-piper;
And others of fuch vinegar-afpecl:,

That they'll not {how their teeth in way of fmile,
Though Neftor fwear, the jell be laughable.

Enter Baffanio, Lorenzo and Gratiano.

Sal. Here comes BaJTanio, your molt noble K ^frnar^
Gratiano and Lorenzo : fare ye well ;

We leave ye now with better company.
Sola. I would have ftaid 'till I had made you merry*

If worthier friends had not prevented me.
Antb. 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 morrow, my good lords.

Bajf. Good Signiors both, when mall we lauzh ? far,'
when ?

* 3

You grow exceeding ftrange ; muflr'Tt be fo }

Sal, We'll make cur leilures to attend on yours.
Sola. My lord Baffanio, fince you've found Anthonio,

We two will leave you ; but at dinner-time,
7 pray you, have in mind where we mull meet.

Baff. I will not fail you. [Exeunt Solar, and Safe
Gra. Ycu look not well, Slgnior Anthonioi

You have too much refpecl: upon the world :

They lofe it, that do buy it with much care.
Believe me, you are marvelloufly changed.

Antb. I hold the world but as the world, Gratiano^
A ftage, where every man mull play his part,
And mine's a fad one.

Gra. Let me play'the fool ;

With mirth,
^
and laughter, let old wrinkles come |

And let my liver rather heat with wine,
Than my heart cool with mortifying groans.
Why mould a man, whofe blood is warm within,
Sit like his grandfire cut in Alabafter ?

Sleep when he wakes, and creep into the jaundice
By being peevifh ? I tell thee what, Antbonzo,
(I love thee, and it is my love that fpeaks :

)

There are a fort of men, whofe Yifages

Do
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Do cream and mantle like a Handing pond ;

And do a wilful itillnefs entertain,

With purpofe to be dreft in an opinion
Of wifdom, gravity, profound conceit

;

As who fhould fay, I am Sir Oracle,
And when I ope my lips, let no dog bark

!

0 my Anihmio> I do know of thofe,

That therefore only are reputed wife,

For faying nothing; who. I'm very fure,

li they fhould ipeak, would almoit damn thofe ears, 1

1

Which, hearing them, would call their brothers fools,

FU tell thee more of this another time :

But fHh not with this melancholy bait,

For this fool's gudgeon, this opinion.

Come, good Lortnx* j fare ye well a while ;

I'll end my exhortation after dinner.

Lor. Weil, we will leave you then 'till dinner-time.

1 mull be one of thefe fame dumb wife men

;

For Gratiar.o never lees me fpeak.

Gra. Well, keep me company but two years more,
Thou ihalt not know the found of thine own tongue,

Autb. Farewell ; Pll grow a talker for this gear.

Gra. Thanks, i'faith ; for filenceis only commendable
In a neats tongue dry'd, and a maid no: vendible.

[Exeunt Gra. and Loren*
Amib. Is that any thing now ?

Baff> Gratiam (peaks an infinite deal of nothing. mors
than any man in all Venice: his reafons are as two
grains of wheat hid in two buihels of chaff; you fliall

(0 -would almojl dam^ tBofe Ears,] Several Old Edi-

tions have it, dc.m, damme* and daunt. Some more correct

Copies, damn. The Author's Meaning is this; That fome
People are thought wife, whilft thev keep Silence; who, when
they open their mouths, are fuch ftupid Praters, that their

Hearers cannot help calling them Feds, and fo incut the

Judgment denoune'd in the Ccfvtl. The Allufion is to St.

Matthew, Chap. v. ver. 22. ^4nd who/ever Jball fay to his Bro-

ther, Raca, (hall be in danger of the Council : but Vjhofotver flail

fift thou Fool, flail It in danger of Heli-fir<>

feek
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feek all day ere you find them, and when you have them,

they are not worth the fearch.

A?itb. Well ; tell me now, what lady is the fame,

To whom you fwore a fecret pilgrimage,

That you to day promised to tell me of ?

Bajf. 'Tis not unknown to you, Jntbonio,

How much I have difabled mine eftate,

By mewing fomething a more fwelling port,

Than my faint means would grant continuance ;

Nor do I now make moan to be abridged

From fuch a noble rate ; but my chief care

Is to come fairly off from the great debts, 4
Wherein my time, fomething too prodigal,

Hath left me gaged : to you, Antbonio>

I owe the moil in mony, and in love

;

And from your love I have a warranty

T' unburthen all my plots and purpofes,

How to get clear of all the debts I owe.

Antb. I pray you, good BaJjTanio 9 let me know it ;

And if it Hand, as you yourfelf ftill do,

Within the eye of honour; be aftur'd,

Vly purfe, my perfon, my extreameft means
Lye all unlock'd to your occafions.

BaJjT. In my fchool-days, when I had loft one (haft,

t mot his fellow of the felf-fame flight

The felf-fame way, with more advifed watch,

To find the other forth ; by ventring both,

[ oft found both. I urge this child-hood proof,

3ecaufe what follows is pure innocence.

I owe you much, and, like a wilful youth,

I hat which I owe is loft ; but if you pleafe

To moot another arrow that felf way
A^hich you did moot the firft, I do not doubt,

Is I will watch the aim, or to find both,

pr bring your latter hazard back again,

knd thankfully reft debtor for the firft.

I

Antb. You know me well ; and herein fpend but time.,

To wind about my love with circumftance ;

\vA, out of doubt, you do me now more wrong,
n making queftion of my uttermoft,

Than
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Than if you had made wafte of all I have.

Then do but fay to me, what I mould do,

That in your knowledge may by me be done,

And I am preft unto it : therefore, fpeak.

Baff. In Belmont is a lady richly left,

And The is fair, and, fairer than that word,

Of wond'rous virtues ; fometime, from her eyes (2)

I did receive fair fpeechlefs meflages

;

Ker name is Portia, nothing undervalued

To Cato's daughter, Brutus' Portia :

Nor is the wide world ign'rant of her worth ;

JFor 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 Belmont9 Colchoi flrond $

And many Jafons come in quell of her.

0 my Anihonio, had I but the means
To hold a rival place with one of them,
1 have a mind prefages me fuch thrift,

That I mould queftionlefs be fortunate.

Anth. Thou know^ft, that all my fortunes are at fea*

Nor have I mony, nor commodity
To raife a prefent fum ; therefore, go forth ;

Try what my credit can in Venice do

;

That lhall be rack'd even to the utternioft,

To furnifti 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. [Exeunt.

(2) fomctimcs from her Eyes.] So all the Editions 5

but it certainly ought to be, fometime, (which differs much
more in Signification, than feems at firft View : ) i. e. former'

iy, Jome time ago, at a certain time: and it appears by the fub»

fequent Scene, that Bajfanio was at Belmont with the Marquis

de Mountferrau and faw Portia in her Father's life-time. And
our Author, in fevcral other PJaces, ufes the Word in fuch

Acceptation,

SCENE
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SCENE changes to BELMONT.
Three Caskets are fet out, one ofgold, another cfRiver,

and another of lead.

Enter Portia and NeriiTa.
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warmth is there in your affe&ion towards any of thefe

princely fuitors, that are already come ?

Por. I pray thee, over-name them ; and as thou
nam'ft them, i will deferibe them ; and, according tQ

my defcription, level at my affection.

Ner. Firft, there is the Neapolitan Prince.

Por. Ay, that's a Dolt, indeed, for he doth nothing

but talk of his hone ; (3) and he makes it a great appro-

priation to his own good parts, that he can fhoe him
himfelf : I am much afraid, my lady, his mother,

play'd falfe with a fmith.

Ner. Then, there is the Count Palatine.

Por. He doth nothing but frown, as who mould fay,

if you will not have me, chufe : he hears merry tales,

and fmiles not ; I fear, he will prove the weeping phi-

lofopher when he grows old, being fo full of unman-
nerly fadnefs in his youth. I had rather be married to

a death's head with a bone in his mouth, than to ei-

ther of thefe. God defend me from thefe two !

Ner. How fay you by the French Lord, Monfieur

Le Boun ?

Por. God made him, and therefore let him pafs for

a man ; in truth, I know, it is a fin to be a mocker ; but,

he! why, he hath a horfe better than the Neapoli-

tan's ; a better bad habit of frowning than the Count
Palatine ; he is every man in no man ; if a throttle

fing, he falls flrait a capering ; he will fence with his

(3) ^*y> that^s n Colt, indeed, for he doth nothing bat talk^ of

his horfe;] Tho' all the Editions agree in this Reading, I can

perceive neither Humour, nor Reafoning, in it: How does

talking of Horfes, or knowing hew to (hoe them, make a Man
e*er the more a Colt ? Or, if a Smith and a Lady of Figure

were to have an Affair together, would a Colt be the Ilfue of

their CarelTes? This feems to me to be Portia's Meaning.

What do you tell me of the Neapolitan Prince, he is fmh a ftupid

Dunce t that, in/lead of faying fine things to me, he does Nothing but

tall^of his Horfes. The Word, Dolt, which I have fubftiriited,

fully anfwers this Idea 5 and llgnifies one of the moft flttpii*

and blocki/b of the Vulgar; and in this Acceptation it is ufed

by our Author.

own
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ruinations, which is, indeed, to return to their home,

and to trouble you with no more fuit ; unlefs you may

be won by fome other fort than your father's impofition,

depending on the caskets.

P*r. If I live to be as old as Sibylla, I will die as

chafte as Diana, unlefs I be obtainM 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 de-

^Ner.' Do you not remember, lady, in your fathers

time, a Venetian, a fcholar and a foldier, that came hi-

ther 'in company of the Marquifs of Mountferrat ?

Por. Yes. yes, it was Bajfanio ; as I think, he was

fo call'd.

Ner. True, Madam ; he, of all the men that ever my

foolifh eyes look'd upon, was the beft deferving a fair

^/V. I remember him well, and I remember him

worthy of thy praife. How now ? what news ?

Enter 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

matter, will be here to night.

Por. If I could bid the fifth welcome with fo good

heart as I can bid the other four farewel, I fhould be

crlad of his approach ; if he have the condition of a

faint, and the complexion of a devil, I had rather he

Ihould fhrive me, than wive me. Come, Nerifa. Sir-
1

rah go before ; while we (hut the gate upon one wooer,

another knocks at the door. [Exeunt.

SCENE, a pubiick Place in Venice.

Enter Baffanio and Shylock.

Shy. A-r^Hree thoafand ducats ? well.

Shy. For three months ? 'well.
^
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feet-fnd
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'
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traryf
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'
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,
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riud, your prophet th5AW^ conjur^thellevSin*to I will buy with you, fell with you talk
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Enter Anthonio.

ff^r
Thls is SiSnior Anthonio.

jut more, for that in low limplicity
e lends out mony gratis, and brings down

E z The
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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 moil do congregate,

On me, my bargains, and my well-won thrift,

Which he calls intereft.- Curfed by my tribe,

If I forgive him

!

Bajf. Shylock, do you hear ?

Shy, I am debating of my prefent ftore,

And by the near guefs of my memory,

I cannot inftantly raife up the grofs

Of full three thoufand ducats : what of that ?

Tubal/, a wealthy Hebrew of my tribe,

Will furnim me ; but foft, how many months

Do you defire ? Reft you fair, good Signior

;

;
[ To Anth.

Your wovfhip was the laft man in our mouths.

Anth. Shylock, although I neither lend nor borrow

By taking, nor by giving of excefs,
^

Yet, to fupply the ripe wants of my friend,

I'll break a cuftom. Is he yet poffeft,

How much you would ?

Shy. Ay, ay, three thoufand ducats.

Anth. And for three months.

Shy. I had forgot, three months, you told me fo;

Well then, youir bond ; and let me fee, . but

hear you,
§

Methought, you faid, you neither lend nor borrow

Upon advantage.

Anth. 1 do never ufe it.
-

Shy. When Jacob grazM his uncle Laban s lneep,

—

TUsJacoi from our holy Abraham was

(Ri his wife mother wrought in his behalf)

The third poffeffor; ay, he was the third.

Anth. And what of him ? did he take intereft ?

Shy No, not take int'reft; not, as you would fay,

D'Vealy, int'reft; mark, what Jacob did.

V hen Laban and himfelf were compromis'd, 1

'I hat all the yeanlings, which were ftreak'd .and pied,

^
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Should fall as Jacobs hire ; the ewes, being rank,
in tn end of autumn turned to the rams

;

And when the work of generation was
Between thefe woolly breeders in the a&
The skilful fhepherd peelM me certain wands ;And, m the doing of the deed of kind,
Hcftuck them up before the fulfome ewes

;

Who, then conceiving, did in yeaning time
Fad party-colour'd lambs, and "thcfe were Jaab\.
I his was a way to thrive, and he was Heft jAnd thrift is bleffing, if men fteal it not
Anth. This was a venture, Sir, that Jacob ferv'd for ;A tning, not m his powV to bring to pafs

But fvvay'd, and fafhion'd, by the hand of Wn.
vv as this inferted to make int'reft good ?

Or is your gold, and filver, ewes and rams?
*by. I cannot tell; I make it breed as fell

;

i5ut note me, Signior.

fnth
< Mark you this, Baffanio ?

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 faifhood hath ?

.
Wjp. Three thoufand ducats! *tfa a good round fum.

lhree months from twelve, then let me fee the rate
Anth Well, Shylock, mall we be beholden to you >

hky. Signior Anthonio, many a time and oft
In the Ryalto you have rated me,
About my monies and my ufances.
IStill have I born it with a patient ftirug

;

(For fufferance is the badge of all our tribe )You call me misbeliever, cut-throat dog,
And fpit upon my Jewijb gaberdine ;

xil

1

ti

a11 for ufe of that
'
which is mY own -

Well then, it now appears, you need my help •

jo to then ; you come to me, and you fay,
tbylock, we would have monies ; you fay fo ;
(ou that did void your rheume upon my beard,
ind foot me, as you fpurn a ftranger cur

E 3 Over
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Over your threfhold : mony is your fait

;

What fhould I fay to ycu ? mould I not fay,

Hath a dog mony ? is it poflible,

A cur can lend three thoufand ducats ? or

Shall I bend low, and in a bondman's key,

With bated breath, and wjiifp'ring humblenefs,

Say this,— fair Sir, you fpit on me laft Wednefday,
Ycu fpum'd me fuch a day ; another time
You caird me dog ; and for thefe curtefies

1*11 lend ycu thus much monies ?

Anth. I am as like to call thee fo again,

To fpit on thee again, to fpurn thee too.

If* thru wilt lend this mony, lend it not

As to thy friend, (for when did friendfhip take

A breed of barren metal of his friend ? ) (4)

But lend it rather to thine enemy ;

Who, if he break, thou may 'ft with better face

Exact the penalty.

Shy. Why, how you ilorm ?

I would be friends with you, and have your love ;

Forget the fhames that you have ftain'd me with

;

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.

Sty. 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

Exprefs'd in the condition, let the forfeit

(4) ^4 breed of barren Metal] Meaning, Mony at Ufuryr
Mony that breeds more, as Mr. Pope explains it. Confonant
to this Phrafe, the Lutines explain'd Intereft thus 5 Fcenust

ftztum accepn'r and the Orceins call'd it rofces: both which

ExpteiTions take in our Poet's Idea of a Breed. As for the

Contradi&ion betwixt Breed and barren, it is a poetical Beau-

ty in which CUudian, among the Claflics, particularly a-

bounds.
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Be nominated for an equal pound
Of your fair flefh, to be cut off and taken
In what part of your body it ihall pleafe me.

Anth. Content, in faith; I'll feal to fuch' a bond
And fay, there is much kindnefs in the Je-w.

^
Baf. You ihall not feal to fuch a bond for me,

Til rather dwell in my necefiity.

Anth. Why, fear not, man ; I will not forfeit it %Within thefe two months (that's a month before
This bond expires) I do expect return
Of thrice three times the value of this bond.

Shy. O father Abraham, what thefe christians are

!

Whofe own hard dealings teach them to fufpedl
The thoughts of others ! pray you, tell me this,
If he mould break his day, what mould I gain
By the exaction of the forfeiture ?

A pound of man's flem, taken from a man,
Is not fo eftimable or profitable,

As flelh of muttons, beefs, or goats. I fay,
To buy his favour, I extend this friendlhip ;

If he will take it, fo ; if not, adieu ;

And for my love, I pray you, wrong me not.
Anth. Yes, Shylock, I will feal unto this bond.
Shy. Then meet me forthwith at the Notary's,

Give him direction for this merry bond,
And I will go and purfe the ducats ftrait

;

See to my houfe, left in the fearful guard
Of an unthrifty knave, and prefently
I will be with you.

[fixit.
Anth Hie thee, gentle Jew.

This Hebrew will turn chriftian; he grows kind.
Baff. I like not fair terms, and a villain's mind.
Anth. Come on, in this there can be no difmay ;

My mips come home a month before the day. [Exeunt.

B-4 ACT
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•A C T II.

SCENE, BELMONT.
Enter Morochius, a Tawny-Moor, all in white ; and

three or four Followers accordingly ; with Portia,

Nerifl'a, and her train. Flouri/b Cornets..

Morochius.

MI S L I K E me not for my compkxlon,
The fhadow'd livery of the burniih'd fun,

To whom I am a neighbour, and near bred,

Bring me the faireft creature northward born,

Where Phoebus'* fire fcarce thaws the ificles,

And let us make incilion for your love,

To prove whofe blood is reddefl, his or mine.

I tell thee, lady, this afpeft of mine
Kath fear'd the valiant ; by my love, I fwear,

The beft regarded virgins of our clime

JiLve lov'd it too : I would net change this hue,

Except to Ileal your thoughts, my gentle Queen.
For. In terms of choice I am not folely led

By nice direction of a maiden's eyes

:

Befides, the lottery of my deitiny

Ears me the right of vol an tary chufing.

But if my father had not fcanted me,
And hedg'd me by his wit to yield my felf

His wife, who wins me by that means I told you ;

Your felf, renowned Prince, then ilood as fair,

As any comer I have look'd on yet,

For my affection.

Mor. Ev'n for that I thank you ;

Therefore, I pray you, lead me to the caskets

To try my fortune. By this fcimitar,

That flew the Sophy and a Perjian Prince,

That won three fields of Sultan Solyman,

I would
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I would out- flare the Herneft eyes that lock,

Out-brave the heart moft daring on the earth,

Pluck the young fucking cubs from the me-bear,

Yea, mock the lion when 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 Aleides beaten by his page ; (5}

And fo may I, blind fortune leading me,
Mifs that, which one unworthier may attain

;

And die with grieving.

Por. You mud take your chance,

And either not attempt to chufe at all,

Or fwear, before you chufe, if you chufe wrongs
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 mall be made.

(5) So is Alcides beaten by bis %age."}' Tho 1
the whole Set of

Editions concur in this Reading, and it pafs'd wholly unfufpe&ed

by the late Learned Editor 5 I am very well affur'd, and, I dart

fay, the Readers will be fo too prefently, that it is corrupt

at Bottom. Let us look into the Poet's Drift, and the Hif-

tcry of the Perfons mention'd in the Context. If Hercules

(fays he) and Licbas were to- piny at Dice for the Decifion of
their Superiority, Licbas, the weaker Man, might have the

better Caft of the Two. But how then is ^Alades beaten by
his rage ? The Poet means no more, than, if Licbashzd the better-

Throw, fo might Hercules himfelf be beaten by Licbas. And
who was He, but a poor unfortunate Servant of Hercules, that

unknowingly brought his Mafter the envenom' d Shirt, dipt ia

the blood of the Centaur Nejfus, and was thrown headlong in-

to the Sea for his pains ? This one Circumftance of Ltcb.is's

Quality known fufficienrly afcertains the Emendation, 1 hava
fubflituted of page inftead of rage. It is fcarce requifite to hint

here, it is a Point fo well known, that Page has been always us'd

in Englifb to lignify any Boy-Servant: as well as what latter

Times have appropriated it to, a Lady's Trainbearsr*

£ £ Mm
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Mor. Good fortune then, [Cornets.

To make me bleft, or curfed'ft among men ! [Exeunt*

SCENE, changes to Venice.

Enter Launcelot alone.

Laun, /^Ertainly, my confeience will ferve me to run

from this Jew my mailer. The fiend is at

mine elbow, and tempts me, faying to me, Gobbo,

Launcelot Gobbo, good Launcelot, or good Gobbo, or

good Launcelot Gobbo, ufe your legs, take the ftart,

run away. My confeience fays, no ; take heed, honeft.

Launcelot ; take heed, honeft Gobbo ; or, as aforefaid,

honeft Launcelot Gobbo, do not run ; fcorn running with
thy heels. Well, the mod courageous fiend bids me
pack ; 'via ! fays the fiend ; away ! fays the fiend ; for

the heav'ns roufe up a brave mind, fays the fiend, and
run. Well, my confeience, hanging about the neck of
my heart, fays very wifely to me, my honeft friend

Launcelot, being an honeft man's fon, or rather an ho-

neft woman's fon (for, indeed, my father did

fomething fmack, fomething grow to ; he had a kind

of tafte.) " well, my confeience fays, budge not a

budge, fays the fiend ; badge not, fays my confeience

confeience, fay I, you counfei ill ; fiend, fay I, you coun-

iel ill. To be ruPd by my confeience, I fhould ftay

with the Jew my mafter, who, God blefs the mark,,

is a kind of devil ; and to run away from the Jew, I

fhould be ruled by the fiend, who, faving your reve-

rence, is the devil himfelf. Certainly, the Jew is the

very devil incarnal ; and in my confeience, my con-

feience is but a kind of hard confeience, to offer to*

counfei me to ftay with the Jew. The fiend gives the

more friendly counfei ; I will run, fiend, my heels are

at your commandment, I will run.

Enter old Gobbo, with a basket.

Gob. Mafter young man, you, I pray you, which,

is the way to mafter Jew's ?

Laun. O heav'ns, this is my true- begotten father, who
being more than fand-blind, high gravel-blind, knows me
tiot ; I will try confufions with him. Gab,.
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Gob. Matter young Gentleman, 1 pray you, which is

the way to matter Jew's ?

Laun . Turn up, on your right-hand at the next turn-

ing, but, at the next turning of all, on your left ; mar-
ry, at the very next turning turn of no hand, but turn

down indirectly to the Jeuus houfe.

Gob. 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 matter Launcelot ? (mark
me now, now will I raife the waters

; ) talk you of young
matter Launcelot ?

Gob. No matter, Sir, but a poor man's fon. His fa-

ther, 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 matter Launcelot.

Gob. Your worfhip's friend and Launcelot, Sir.

Law:. But, I pray you ergo, old man ; ergo, I befeech

you, talk you of young matter Launcelot?

Gob. Of Launcelot, an't pleafe your mafterfhip,

Laun Ergo, matter Launcelot; talk not of matter

Launcelot, father, for the young gentleman (according

to fates and deftinies, and fuch odd fayings, the fitters

three, and fuch branches of learning,) is, indeed, de-

ceafed ; or, as you would fay, in plain terms a gone to

heav'n.

Gob. Marry, God forbid ! the boy was the very ttaff

of my age, my very prop.

Laun. Do I look like a cudgel, or a hovel-pofV, a

ftaff 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 rett:

his foul, alive or dead I

Laun. Do you not know me, father ?

Gob. Alack, Sir, I am fand-blind, I know you not.

Laun. Nay, indeed, if you had your eyes, you might
fail of the knowing me : it is a wife father, that knows
his own child. Well, old man, I will tell you news of
your foaj give me your bleffingj truth will come to

light 5
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light ; murder cannot be hid long, a man's fon may. <,

bat, in the end, truth will out.

Gob. Pray you, Sir, (land up; I am fure, you are

not Launcelot my boy.

Laun. Pray you, let's have no more fooling about
it, but give me your blemng ; I am Launcelot, your
boy, that was, your fon that is, your child that mail
be.

Gob. I cannot think, you are my fon.

Laun. X know not, what I mall think of that : but I

am Launcelot the Jew's man, and, I am fure, Margery
your wife is my mother.

Gob. Her name is Margery, indeed. I'll be fworn,

if thou be Launcelot, thou art my own flefh and
blood : lord worlhip'd might he be ! "what a beard halt

thou got! thou haft got more hair on thy chin, than

Dobbin my Thill-horfe has on his tail.

Laun. It mould feem then, that Dobbin's tail grows
backward; I am lure, he had more hair on his tail,,

than I have on my face, when I laft faw him.

Gob-. Lord, how art thou chang'd ! how doft thou

and thy mafter agree? I have brought him a prefent

;

how agree you now ?

Laun. Well, well ; but for mine own part, as I have

fet up my reft to run away, fo I will not reft 'till I h ive

run Ibme ground. My mafter's a very Jew : give him-

a prefent ! give him a halter : I am famifh'd in his fer-

vice. You •may tell every finger- 1 have- with my ribs.

Father, I am glad you are come ; give me your pre*

{exit to one mafter Bajfanlo, 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 Jew, if I ferve the

Jew any longer.

Enter Baffanio with Leonardo, and a follower or

two pare.

Bajf. You may do fo ; but let it be fo hailed, that fup-

per be ready at t he far theft by five of the cl ock : fee thefe

letters
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fetters deliver'd, put the liveries to making, and defire

Gratiano to come anon to my lodging.

Laun. To him, father.

Gob. God blefs your worlhip I

Baff. 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 mall fpecifle,

—

Gob. He hath a great infection, Sir, as one would
. fay, to ferve.

Laun. Indeed, the ftiort and the long is, I ferve the
Jew, and have a defire^as my father mall fpecifie,

—

Gob. His mailer and he, faving your worfhip's reve-
rence, are fcarce catercoufins.

Laun. To be brief, the very truth is, that the Jeiv9

having done me wrong, doth caufe me, as my father^

being I hops an old man, mall frutiiie unto you,—
Gob. I have hereadiih of doves, that I would bellow

upon your worfhip ; and my fuit is

Laun. In very brief,- the fuit is impertinent to my
felf, as your worfhip mall know by this honelt old
man; and, though I fay it,, though old man, yet poor
man my father.

Raff, One fpeak for both, what would you ?

Laun. Serve you, Sir.

Gob. This is the very defect, of the matter, Sir.

Baff I know thee well, thou hail cbtain'd thy fuit ;

Shylock 9 thy mafter, fpoke with me this day,

And hath preferred thee ; if it be preferment

To leave a rich Jews fervice, to become
The follower of fo poor a gentleman.

Laun. The old proverb is very well parted between
my mailer Shykck. and. you, Sir ; you have the grace
of God, Sir, and he hath enough.

Baff. Thou fpeak' ft it well ; go, father, with thy fon :

Take leave of thy old mailer, and enquire

My lodging out ; give him a livery,

More guarded than his fellows : fee k done.

Laun. Father, in ; I cannot get a fervice, no ? I have
ne'er a tongue in my head ? well, if any mm in Italy

have
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have (6) a fairer table, which doth offer to fvvear upon
a book, I fhall have good fortune ; go to, here's a fim-

ple line of life ; here's a fmall trifle of wives ; alas, fif-

teen wives is nothing, eleven widows and nine maids is

a fimple coming-in for one man ! and then to 'fcape drown-
ing thrice, and to be in peril of my life with the edge of

a feather-bed, here are fimple 'fcapes ! well, if fortune

be a woman, fhe's a good wench for this geer. Father,

come ; I'll take my leave of the Jew in the twinkling

of an eye. [Ex. Laun. and Gob*

Baff. I pray thee, good Leonardo, think on this*

Thefe things being bought and orderly bellowed,

Return in hafle, for I do feaft to night

My beft-efteem'd acquaintance ; hie thee, go.

Leon. My bell endeavours fhall be done herein.

Enter Gratiano.

Gra. Where is your mailer ?

Leon. Yonder, Sir, he walks ; [Ex. Leonardos
Gra. Signior Baffanio, •

Baff. Gratiano f

Gra. 1 have a fuit to you.

Baff. You have obtain'd it.

Gra. You mult not deny me, I mull go with you to

"Belmont.

Baff. Why, then ycu muft : but hear thee, Gratiano,

Thou art too wild, too rude, and bold of voice

;

(6) Well, if any Man in Italy have &c. ] The Pofition of
the Words makes the Sentence fomewhat obfcuie: Their na-

tural Order Ihould be This. Well, if any Man in Italy, which

doth offer to (wear upon a Booh^ have a fairer Table, J fhall have

good Luck. And the Humour of the railage feems This.

Launceloty a Joaker, and d^fignedly a Blunderer, fays the very

Reveifc of what he ihould do: which is, That if no Man m
Italy, who would offer to take his Oath upon it, hath a fairer 7a-
ble than He, he QmU have good Fortune. The Banter may, part-

ly, be on Chiromancy in general: but it is very much in Cha-
racter for Lanncelot, who is a hungry Serving^man, to conlider

his Table before his Line of Life, or any other Points of For-

tune.

Parts*
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Parts, that become thee happily enough,
And in fuch eyes as ours appear not faults

;

But where thou art not known, why,, there they {hew
Something too liberal ; pray thee,, take pain
T'allay with fome cold drops of modefty
Thy skipping fpirit ; left, through thy wild behaviour,

1

I be mifconllru'd in the place I go to,

And lofe my hopes.

Gra. Signior Baffanio, hear me.
If I do not put on a fober habit,

Talk with refpeft, and fwear but now and then,

Wear prayer-books in my pockets, look demurely i

Nay more, while grace is faying, hood mine eyes
Thus with my hat, and figh, and fay, Amen %

Ufe all th
r
obfervance of civility,

Like one well fludied in a fad oftent

To pleafe his grandam ; never trull me more.

Bajf. Well, we fhall fee your bearing.

Gra. Nay, but I bar to night, you .ihall not gage
By what we do to night.

Bajf. No, that were pity.

I would entreat you rather to put on
Your boldeft fuit of mirth,, for we have friends

That purpofe merriment : but fare you well,

I have fome bufineis.

Gra. And I mull to Lorenzo and the left :

But we will vilit you at fupper-time. \Lxeitnt*

SCENE changes to Shylock's Houfe.

Enter Jeflica and Launcelot.

Jef. T ' M forry, thou wilt leave my father fo

;

Gur 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 malt thou fee

Lorenzo, who is thy new mailer's guell ;

Give him this le:ter, do it fecretly,

And fo farewel ; I would not have my father
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See me talk with thee.

Laun. Adieu ! tears exhibit my tongue ; moft beauti-

ful Pagan, moll fweet Jew ! if a chriftian did not play

the knave and get thee, I am much deceivM ; but, adieu 1

thefe foolilh drops do iomewhat drown my manly fpirit

:

adieu ! [Exit*

Jef. Farewel, good Launcelot.

Alack, what heinous fin is it in me,
To be afham'd to be my father's child I

But though I am a daughter to his blood,

I am not to his manners : O Lorenzo,

If thou keep promife, I mall end this ftrife,

Become a chriilian, and thy loving wife. [Exit,

SCENE, the STREET.
Enter Gratiano, Lorenzo, Solarino, and Salanio.

Lor. A Y, we will (link away in fupper-time, dif-

X%l guife*us at my lodging, and return all in an
hour.

Gra. We have not made good preparation.

Sal. We have not Ipoke us yet of torch-bearers.

Sola. 'Tis vile, uniefs it may be quaintly ordered,

And better in my mind not undertook.

Lor. 'Tis now but four a-clock, we have two hours'

To furnifn us. Friend Launcelot, what's the news ?

Enter Launcelot, with a letter.

Laun. An' it mall pleafe you to break up this, it lhail

feem to fignifle.

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.

Lor. Whither goefl thou ?

Laun. Marry, Sir, to bid my old matter the Jew to

fup to night with my new mailer the chriftian.

Lor. Hold, here, take this ; tell gentle Jcffica,

I will
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I will not fail her ; fpeak it privately.

Go.— Gentlemen, will you prepare for this mafqueto
night ?

I am provided of a torch-bearer. [Exit Laun,
Sal. Ay, marry, I'll be gone about it ftrait.

Sola. And fo will I.

Lor. Meet me, and Gratiano,

At Gratiano** lodging fome hour hence.

Sal. 'Tis good, we do fo. [Exit.

Gra. Was not that letter from fair Jejjica?

Lor . I mud needs tell thee all ; me hath directed,

How I lhall take her from her father's houfe

;

What gold and jewels me 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 me do it under this excufe,

That fhe is ifTue to a faithlefs Jew.
Come, go with me ; perufe this, as thou goeft ;

Fair Jejjica fhall be my torch-bearer. [Exeunt.

SCENE, ShylockV Houfe.

Enter Shylock and Launcelot.

Shy. TT 7E LL, thou (halt fee, thy eyes fhall be thy

VV judge,

The difference of old Shylock and Bafjanio.

What, Jejjica ! thou malt not gormandize,

As thou hail done with me— what, J ejjica ! ——

*

And ileep and fnore, and rend apparel out.

Why, Jejjica! I fay.

Laun. Why, Jejjica!

Shy. Who bids thee call ? I did not bid thee call.

Laun. Your worfhip was wont to tell me, that I

could do nothing without bidding.

Enter JefTica.

Jef Call you ? what is your will ?

Sky.
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Shy. I am bid forth to fupper, Jejfica ;

There are my keys : but wherefore mould I go ?

I am not bid for love ; they flatter me :

But yet I'll go in hate, to feed upon
The prodigal chriftian. ' Jejjica, my girl,

Look to my houfe ; I am right loth to go ;

There is fome ill a brewing towards my red,

For I did dream of mony-bags to night.

Laun. I befeech you, Sir, go ; my young mailer

doth expect your reproach.

Shy* So do I his.

Laun. And they have confpired together, I will not

fay, you fha.ll fee a mafque ; but if you do, then it was
not for nothing that my nofe fell a bleeding on black

monday laft, at fix a-clock.i'th* morning, falling out

that year on Am-Wednefday was four year in the af-

ternoon.

Shy. What! are there mafques ? hear you me, JeJJica*

Xock 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 thrult your head into the publick flreet,

To gaze on chriftian fools with varniih'd faces

:

But ilop my houfe's ears ; I mean, my cafements 3

Let not the found of mallow 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 :

Say, I will come.

Laun. 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 Hagars off-fpring, ha ?

Jef. His words were, farevvel, miftrefs; nothing elfe.

Shy. The patch is kind enough, but a huge feeder

:

Snail-flow in profit, but he lleeps by day

More than the wild cat ; drones hive not with me,
Therefore I part with him ; and part with him
To one, that I would have him help to wafte

His
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His borrow'd purfe. Well, Jejfica, go in ;

Perhaps, I will return immediately ;

Do, as I bid you.

Shut the doors after you ; faft bind, faftfind ;

A proverb never (tale in thrifty mind. \Exit*

Jef. Farewel ; and if my fortune be not croft,

1 have a father, you a daughter, loft. [Exit,

SCENE, the S T R E E T.

Enter Gratiano and Salanio in mafquerade.

Gra. This is the pent-houfe, under which Lorenzo
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* pidgeons fly (7)

To feal lovers bonds new made, than they are wont
To keep obliged faith unforfeited !

Gra. That ever holds. Who rifeth from a feaft3

With that keen appetite that he fits down ?

Where is the horfe, that doth un tread again

His tedious meafures with th' unbated fire,

That he did pace them flrft ? 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,

(7) O, ten times fafler Venus* Pidgeons fly.

1

] This Is a ver^

odd Image, of Venus' s Pidgeons flying to feal the Bonds of

Love. The Senfe is obvious, and We know the Dignity due

to Ventts's Pidgeons. There was certainly a Joke intended

here, which the Ignorance, or Boldnefs, of the firft TranfcrU

bers have murdei'd: I doubt not, but Sbakefpeare wrote th©

Line thus :

0, ten times fafler Venus* Widgeons fly

To feal Sec.

For Widgeon is not only the filly Bird fo call'd, but fignifies

likewife, metaphorically, a//// Fellow, toGoofe, or Gudgeon*

does now, Mr, Warburxon.

Hugg'd
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HuggM and embraced by the ftrumpet wind !

How like the prodigal doth me return,

With over-weathered ribs and ragged fails,

Lean, rent, and beggar'd by the ftrumpet wind !

Enter Lorenzo.

Sal. Here comes Lorenzo : mere of this hereafter.

^
Lor. Sweet friends, your patience for my long abode ;

Not I, but my affairs, have made you wait ;

When you mail 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 I

Jeflka ab$*ve9 in boys cloaths.

Jef. Who are you r tell me for more certainty,

Albeit I'll fwear, that I do know your tongue.

Lor. Lorenzo, 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 witnefs, that thou

art.

Jef. Here, catch this casket, it is worth the pains,

I'm glad, 'tis night, you do not look on me

;

for I am much aftiam'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 muft be my torch-bearer.

Jef What muft I hold a candle to my fhames ?"

They in themfelves, goodfooth, are too, too, light, i

Why, 'tis an office of difcovery, love,

And I mould be obfeur'd.

Lor. So are you, fwect,

Ev'n in the lovely garnifh of a boy.

But come at once —
For the clofe night doth play the run-away,

And we are ftaid for at Baffanio\ feaft.

Jef. I will make fall the doors, and gild my felf

With.
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With fome more ducats, and be with you ftrait.

[Exit from above*
Gra. Now by my hood, a Gentile, and no Jew.
Lor. Befhrew me, but I love her heartily ;

For me is wife, if I can judge of her ;

And fair me is, if that mine eyes be true ;

And true fhe is, as fhe hath prov'd her felf;

And therefore like her felf, wife, fair, and true,
Shall fhe be placed in my conftant foul.

Enter Jeflica, to them.

What, art thou come ? on, gentlemen, away ;

Our mafquing mates by this time for us flay. [Exit,

Enter Anthonio.

Anth. Who's there ?

Gra. Signior Anthonio, .

Anth. Fie, Gratiano, where are all the reft ?

'Tis nine o' clock, our friends all ftay for you ;

No mafque to night ; the wind is come about,
Bajfanio prefently will go aboard ;

I have fent twenty out to feek for you.
Gra. I'm gladon't; I defire no more delight

Than to be under fail, and gone to night. [Exeunt.

SCENE changes to Belmont.

Enter Portia with Morochius, and both their trains.

For. tiT^ O, draw afide the curtains, and difcover

\J The fev'ra! caskets to this noble Prince.

Now make your choice. [Three caskets are difcover *d.

Mor. The firit. of gold, which this infcription bears,

Who chufeth me y Jhall gain what many men dejire.

The fecond filver, which this promife carries,

Who chufeth tne
9 Jhall get, as much as he deferves.

This third, dull lead, with warning all as blunt,

Who chufeth me> mujl give and hazard all he hath.

How mall I know, if I do chufe the right?

Por. The one of them contains my picture, Prince

;

If you chufe that, then I am yours witha!.

Mor,
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Mor. Some God dired my judgment I let me fee,

I will furvey th' infcriptions back again ;

What fays this leaden casket ?

Who chufeth me, tnuft gi«ve and hazard all he bath,

Muft give, for what r" for lead ? hazard for lead ?

This casket threatens. Men, that hazard all,

Do it in hope of fair advantages

:

A golden mind floops not to mows of drofs

;

I'll then not give, nor hazard, aught for lead.

What fays the filver, with her. virgin hue?
Who chufeth me, Jhall get as much as he deferves*

As much as he deferves ? paufe there, Morochius ;

And weigh thy value with an even hand.

If thou bVfl rated by thy eftimation,

Thou doft deferve enough ; and yet enough
May not extend fo far as to the lady ;

And yet to be afraid ofmy deferving,

Were but a weak difabling ofmy 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 more than thefe, in love I do deferve.

What if I firay'd no farther, but chofe here ?

Let's fee once more this faying grav'd in gold.

Who chufeth me, Jhall gain what many men defire*

Why, that's the lady ; all the world defires her ;

Prom the four corners of the earth they come
To kifs 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 flop the foreign fpirits ; but they come,

As o'er a brook, to fee fair Portia.

One of thefe three contains her heav'nly pidure.

Is't like, that lead contains her ? 'twere damnation,

To think fo bafe a thought : it were too grofs

To rib her fearcloth in the obfcure grave.

Or fhall I think, in filver fhe's immur'd,
Being
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Being ten times undervalu'd to try'd gold ?

O fmful thought, never fo rich a gem
Was fet in vvorfe than gold ! they have in England
A coin, that bears the figure of an angel

Stamped in gold, but that's infculpt upon :

But here an angel in a golden bed

Lyes all within. Deliver me the key ;

Here do I chufe, and thrive I as I may ?

Por. 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 whofe empty eye there is a fcrowl :

I'll read the writing.

All that glijlers is not gold*

Often ha<ve you heard that told

;

Many a man his life hath fold,

But my outjide to behold.

Gilded wood may worms infold :

Hadyou been as wife as bold,

Young in limbs, in judgment old,

Your anfwer had not been inferoFd ;

Fare you welly your fuit is cold.

Mor. Cold, indeed, and labour loft

:

Then farewel, heat ; and welcome, froft :

Portia, adieu ! I have too griev'd a heart

To take a tedious leave : thus lofers part. [Exit,

Por. A gentle riddance : draw the curtains ; go—
Let all of his complexion chufe me fo. [Exeunt*

SCEN E changes to Venice*

Enter Solarino and Salanio.

Sal. \\ T H Y, man, I faw Bajfanio under fail

;

VV With him is Gratiano gone along ;

And in their mip, I'm fare, Lorenzo is not

Sola. The villain Jew with outcries rais'd the Duke,
Who went with him to fearch BaJTanio\ lhip>

Sal



i20 The Merchant o/Venice.
Sal. He came too late, the mip was under fail

;

But there the Duke was giv'n to underftand,

That in a Gmdola were feen together

Lorenzo and his am'rous J'ejfica

:

Beftdes, Amhonio certify'd the Duke,
They were not with Bajfanio in his mip.

Sola. I never heard a paflion fo eonfus'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 a chriftian ? O my chriftian ducats I

Juftice, the law, my ducats, and my daughter !

A fealed bag, two fealed bags of ducats,

Of double ducats, ftolPn from me by my daughter !

And jewels, two Hones, rich and precious ftones,

Stoll'n by my daughter ! juftice 1 find the girl

;

She hath the ftones upon her, and the ducats.

Sal. Why, all the boys in Ve?iice follow him,
Crying his ftones, his daughter, and his ducats.

Sola. Let good Anthonio look, he keep his day ;

Or he mail pay for this.

Sal. Marry, well remembered.

I reafon'd with a Frenchman yefterday,

Who told me, in the narrow feas, that part

The Trench and Engll/k, there mifcarried

A velTel of our country richly fraught :

I thought upon Anthonio, when he told me,
And wifh'd in filence, that it were not his.

Sola. Ycu were beft to tell Anthonio what you hear,

Yet do not fuddenly, for it may grieve him.

«SW. A kinder Gentleman treads not the earth.

I faw Bajfanio and Anthonio part.

Bajfanio told him, he would make fome fpeed

Of his return : he anfwer'd, do not fo,

Slubber not bufmefs for my fake, Bajfanio.

But ftay the very riping of the time

;

And for the Jew's bond, which he hath of me,

Let it not enter in your mind of love :

Be merry, and employ your chiefeft thoughts

To courtihip, and iuch fair oftents of love,
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Asjhall conveniently become you there

He wrung hand , aJtl

«W. Do we io.

[Exeunt*

SCENE rf»,,„ ,„ Bdmom.
NeriiTa ™vi „ J^„

And c^K
PK^^"-«

Portia «•/ ^.

fcrft never t^nfold^^™
^ gasket, never in mv lift.To woo a maid in way ofnrarSg

f

iaft, if I fail m fortune of my choice

Zdl

Ti
y
th i°r

k™ra gone

^. And fo hav^f a
7 W°rthlefs felf-

To my heart' s Jop J ' Mi fo»u»e now

S^ou ftalJ Jook
g™{nJ h«*°>-d all he batb.

M»t iays the goIden Sei fT h™td -

Vol. J/.
S en cheil ha

> let me fee;
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Who chufeth me, Jhall gain <what many men defirt.

What many men defire that may be meant

Of the fool-multitude, that chufe by mow,

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 outward wall,

Ev'n in the force and road of cafualty.

I will not chufe what many men defire,
_ _

Becaufe I will not jump with common feints,

4*4 rank me with the barb'rous multitudes

Why then to thee, thou filver treafure-houle :

Tell me once more, what title thou doff bear.

Who ehufeth me, Jhall get as much as he deferves |

And well faid too, for who mall go about

To co-en fortune, and be honourable

Without the ftamp of merit ? let none prefume

To wear an undefen'ed dignity :

O that eftates, degrees, and offices,

Were not deriv'd corruptly, that dear honour

Were curchas'd by the merit of the wearer !

How iy then mould 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 (8)

Pickt from the chaff and ruin of the times,

To be new varnifti'd ? well, but to my choice :

Who chufeth me, Jhall get as much as he dejet-ves .

.a\ isTi) rr.uch honour
;

pick'd from the Chaff ar.d %um of the rime,,

T,t««W varnilh'd.] Mr. W^urton veiy ,uftly obferv d

ro upon the ConfuGon and Difagreement of the Met*

JLT here , and is of Opinion, that Sh^eare m.ght have

WI°te 5
A ________

1 • 1 • HerivM from the Latin, Vannus, ventiUbry.m, th*

3?£ Z «he Chaff from the Com. Tin,

Aeration, as he obferves, -eftores the Metaphor to « S In-

not ventiu'd to dtflutb me x*
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I will aflame defert; give me a key for thisAnd inftantly unlock my fortunes here.Ar. Too long a paufe for that which you find there

preti
hat

'
s h
?j j?*fflS5ifies^

:

Frefenting me a fchedule ? I vv;n read it
.

S C'

How much unlike art thou to Portia ?How much unlike my hopes and my defends >Whochufes /ball ba,e as much Is he l/^lDid I deferve no more than a fool's head t
'

,Is that my prize? are my deferts no better?

And'of o?;fdttures^
dge

'
*****

What is here ?

The fire fe^n times tried this •

r£?fF
S tried >h«* A#»*W is,

J. bat did never chufe amifs.
Some there he, thatJhadows kifs -

Such have hut a fiadovfs blifs •

There he fools alive, Ivjis,
y

*

wife you will to bed,
I will ever beyour head :

So begone, Sir, you are fped.
Ar Still more fool I mall appear,

By the time I linger here

.

With one fool's head I came to woo,
-But I go away with two.
Sweet, adieu I I'll keep my oath,
Patiently to bear my wrath.

^
P
?
r
?% hath the candle the moth -

t '

O thefe deliberate fools ! when they do chufe !

They have the wifdom by their wit to £b*er. The ancient faying is no herefy,
*

Jnangmg and wivmg goes by dcftiny.
For. Come, draw the curtain, Nerijfa.

Enter a Servant.
Serv. Where is my lady \

F * For.
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For. Here, what would my lord ?

$er<u. Madam, there is alighted at your gate

A young Venetian, one that comes before

To fignify th' approaching of his lord,

From whom he bringeth lenfible regreets ;

To wit, befides commends and courteous breath-

Gifts of rich value ; yet, I have not feen

So likely an ambaffador of love.

A day in April never came fo fweet,

To mow 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 fpend'fl fuch high-day wit in praifing him :

Come, come, Nerijfa, for I long to fee

Quick Cupid's poll, that comes fo mannerly. >
Ner. Bajfanioy lord Love, if thy will it be ! (9) y

[Tlxeunt.

ACT III.

SCENE,* Street in Venice.

Enter Salanio and Solarino.

SOLARINO.

NO W, what news on the Ryalto ?

SaL Why, yet it lives there uncheckt, that

Anthonio hath a fhip of rich lading wreckt on
the narrow feas ; the Godwins, I think, they call the

place; a very dangerous flat and fatal, vvheie the car-

(9) Baffanio Lord, love, if] Mr. Pop?, and all the preced-

ing Editors have follow' d this pointing ; as imagining, I

fuppofe, that Baffnnlo lord mean., Lord Biiffani*; but

Lord mud be coupled to Love : as if fhe had laid, " Imne-
«< rial Love, if it be tny Will, let it be Bajfanio whom this

" Meflfenger fore-urns,

, cafes
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cafes of many a tall fhip lye bury'd, as they fay, if my
goffip Report be an honeft woman of her word.

Sola. I would me were as lying a goffip in that, as
ever knapt ginger ; or made her neighbours believe 'me
wept for the death of a third husband. But it is true
without any flips of prolixity, or crofting the plain
high-way of talk, that the good Anthonto, the honeft
Antbomo O that I had a title good enough to keep
his name company! r

Sal. Come, the full flop

.

Sola Ha, what fay'ft thou ? why, the end is, he ha*hi
loir a ihip.

Sal I would it might prove the end of his lofTes.
Sola. Let me fay Amen betimes, left the devil crof

thy prayer, (10) for here he comes in the likenefs of a

Want's ?

W n0W> Shylock
>
what n€ws amonS the mer-

Enter Shylock.

You knew (none fo well, none fo well as you)
of my daughter's flight.

Sal. That's certain ; I, for my part, knew the taylor
that made the wings fhe flew withal.

Sola And Shylock, for his own part, knew the bird
was fledg'd, and then it is the complexion of them all to
leave the dam.

Shy. She is damn'd for it.

Sal. That's certain, if the devil may be her iudce
Shy. My own flefli and blood to rebel !

*

Sola. Out upon it, old carrion, rebels it at thefe
years ?

Shy. I fay, my daughter is my flefli and blood.
6*/. There is more difference between thy flefh-and

hers than between jet and ivory 5 more between your
bloods, than there is between red wine and rhenifh :

muft therefore icad thy Prayer. Mi. ^rwT*
F

3 but :
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but tell us, do you hear, whether Anthonio have had
any lofs at Tea or no ?

Shy. There I have another bad match ; a bankrupt,

a prodigal, who dares fcarce mew his head on the

Rjalto ; "a beggar, that us'd to come fo fmug upon the

mart ! let him look to his bond ; he was wont to call

me ufurer ; let him lock to his bond ; he was wont to

lend mony for a chriftian courtefie ; let him look to

his bond.

Sal. Why, I r.m fure, if he forfeit, thou wilt not take

his flefli : what's that good for ?

Shy. To bait fiih withal. If it will feed nothing elfe,

it will feed my revenge ; he hath difgrac'd me, and hin-

dered me of half a million, laught at my lofl'es, 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, dimenfions, fenfes, affec-

tions, pafiions ? fed with the fame food, hurt with
the fame weapons, iuljccl to the fame difeafes, heaPd
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 not laugh ?

if you poifon us, do we not die ? and if you wrong us,

fhall we not revenge ? if we are like you in the reft,

we will refemble you in that. If a Jew wrong a

chriftian, what is his humility ? Revenge. If a chri-

ftian wrong a Jew, what mould his fufferance be by
chriftian example ? why, Revenge. The Villany, you
teach mc, I will execute ; and it ftiall go hard, but I

wHl better the inftruclion.

Enter a Servantfrom Anthonio.

Ser. Gentleman, my mailer Anthonio is at his houfe,

and deft res to fpeak with you both.

SaL We have been up and down to feek him.

Enter Tubal.

Sola. Here comes another of the tribe ; a third can-

not be match'd, unlefs the devil himfcif turn Jew.
[Exeunt Sala. and Solar.

Shy,
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Shy. How now, Tubal, what news from Genoua ?

halt thou found my daughter ?
1

Tub. I often came where I did hear of her, but can-

not find her.

Shy. Why there, there, there, there ! a diamond gone,

coll me two thoufand ducats in Frankfort! the curfe

never fell upon our nation 'till now, I never felt it 'till

now ; two thoufand ducats in .that, and other precious,

precious jewels .

f I would, my daughter were dead at

my foot, and the Jewels in her ear ; O, would fhe

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 fatisfaclion, no revenge, nor no ill hick
ftirring, but what lights o' my moulders ; no fighs but

o' my breathing, no tears but o' my fhedding.

Tub. Yes, other men have ill luck too ; JntlnniGs

as I heard in Genoua *

Shy. What, what, what ? ill luck, ill luck ?

Tub. Hath an Argofie call away, coming from 7)7-

pclis.

Shy. I thank God, I thank God; is it true? is it

true ?

Tub. I fpoke with fome of the failors that efcaped

the wreck.

Shy. I thank thee, good Tubal ; good news, good
news ; ha, ha, where ? in Genoua f

Tub. Your daughter fpent in Genoua, as I heard, one
night, fourfcore ducats.

Shy. Thou flick' ft a dagger in me ; I fhall never fee

my gold again ; fourfcore ducats at a fitting, fourfcore

ducats

!

Tub. There came divers of Jnthonio's creditors in

my company to Venice, that fvvear he cannot chute bu£:

break.

Shy. I am glad of it, I'll plague him, I'll torture

him ; I am glad of it.

Tub. One of them fhew'd me a ring, that he had of

your daughter for a monk'y.

F 4:

$%t.
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Dot tpon her! thou tartnreft me, Tutaf ; it

wan my Turquoife, I had it of Leabwhca I was a hat-
chelor ; I wcuid not have given it for a wildernefs of
monkies.

Tub. But Jnthonlo is-certainly undone.
Sfc Nay, that's true, that's very true ; go fee me

an •: nicer. ce-.V-wk jam a erir.ight oefore. 1 will have
the heart of him, if he forfeit ; for were he out of /V-
mice, I cr.n ra.ke what merchandize I will : go, go,
Tuial, and meet me at our fynagogue ; go, good Tw
bal ; a: our iynagcgue, -;;^.?/. ~ [Exeunt.

SCENE . /; Belmont.

Enter Bailario, Portia Gratiano, ' and attendants.
Caskets a--: ~;t cut.

Tor. T Pray ycu, tarry; paufe a day or two,

X Before ycu hazard ; for in chafing wrong
I Ice your ccmp.-.ny ; therefore, forbear a while.

There's fomerhing tells me but it is not love)

I would net lofe you ; and ycu know year ielf,

Hate counfe'.s not in fuch a quality. .

B-: ie:: yea mould not under::aad me well,

And yet a maiden hath no tongue but thought,

I wculd detain you here feme month or two,

Before you venture for me. I could reach ycu
How to chafe right, but I am then fhrfwoni :

So will I never be ; fo you may mifs me

;

But if ycu do, you'll make me w::h a fin,

That I had been forfworn. Berk rew your eyes,

They have c'erlook'd me, and divided me ;

One half of me is yours, the other half yours,

Mine own, I would fay : but if mine, then yours ;

And fo all yours. Alas ! 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 it, not 1.

I fpeak too long, but 'tis to peece the time,

To' cchc it, and to draw it cut in length,

Tg
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* To ftay you from election.

Beff. 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.

Baff. None, but that ugly treafon of miftruft, .

Which makes me fear th
1

enjoying ofmy 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 fpeak any thing.

Bajf. Promife me life, and I'll confefs the truth, .

Tor. Well then, confefs and live.

Bajf. Confefs, and love,

Had been the very fum of my confeftion,

O happy torment, when my torturer

Doth teach me anfwers for deliverance

!

But let me to my fortune and the caskets.

For. Away then ! I am lockt in one of them ;

If you do love me, you will find me out.

Nerija, and the reft, ltand 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 ftand more juft, my eye fhall be the ftream

And wat'ry death- bed for him : he may win,

And what is mufick then ? then mufick is

Even as the flourim, when true fubjects bow
To a new-crowned monarch : fuch it is,

As are thofe dulcet founds in break of day,
That creep into the dreaming bridegroom's ear,

And fummon him to marriage. Now he goes,

With no lefs prefence, but with much more love, .

Than young Alcides, when he did redeem
The virgin-tribute, paid by howling Troy

To the iea-monfter : I ftand for facrifice ;

The reft aloof are the Dardanian wives,
With bleared vifages come forth to view
The iffue of th' exploit. Go, Hercules !

F s Lfve
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Live thou, I live ; with much, much more difmay
I view the fight, than thou, that mak'ft. the fray.

[Mufick within*
d Song, whiff Baffanio 'comments on the caskets to

himfelf

Tell me, where isfancy bred,

Or in the heart, or in the head f

¥ ' How begot, how nourijhed ?
Reply, reply.

It is engender 1d in the eye.

With gazing fed, and fancy dies

In the cradle where it lyes :

Let us all ring fancy's knelL

I'll begin it.

Ding, dong, bell.

AH, Ding, dong, bell.

Bajf. So may the outward {hows be leafl themfelves

:

The world is ftill deceiv'd with Ornament.
In law, what plea fo tainted and corrupt,

But being feafon'd with a gracious voice,

Obfcures the mow of evil ? in religion,

What damned error, but fome fober brow
Will blefs it, and approve it with a text,

Hiding the grofsnefs with fair ornament ?

There is no vice fo fimple, but aflumes

Some mark of virtue on its outward parts.

How many cowards, whofe hearts are all as falie

As fairs of fand, wear yet upon their chins

The beards of Hercules and frowning Mars ;

Who, inward fearcht, have livers white as milk ?

And thefe aflume but valour's excrement,

To render them redoubted. Look on beauty,

And you mail fee 'tis purchas'd by the weight,

Which therein works a miracle in nature,

Making them lightefr, that wear moft of it

.

So are thofe crifpy fnaky golden locks,

V/hich make fuch wanton gambols with the wind

Upon fuppofed fairnefs, often known
T©
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To be the dowry of a fecond head,

The skull, that bred them, in the fepulcher.

Thus Ornament is but the guiled Ihore

To a moil dang'rous fea ; the beauteous fcarf

Veiling an Indian beauty ; in a word,
The feeming truth which cunning times put on

T' entrap the wifeft. Then, thou gaudy gold,

Hard food for Midas, I will none of thee :

Nor none of thee, thou pale and common drudge
Tween man and man : but thou, thou meager lead,

Which rather threatneft, than doll promife aught, (n)
Thy plainnefs moves me more than eloquence ;

And here chufe I ; joy be the confequence !

Por. How all the other pamons fleet to air,

As doubtful thoughts, and rafh-embrac'd defpair,

And Ihudd'ring fear, and green-ey'd jealoufie.

G love, be moderate, allay thy ecftafie ;

In meafure rain thy joy, fcant this excefs,

I feel too much thy blefling, make it lefs,

For fear I furfeit. [Opening the leaden caskeU

Bajf. What find I here ?

Fair Portia's counterfeit ? 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 ftigar- breath ; fo fweet a bar

Should funder fuch fweet friends : here in her hairs

The painter plays the fpider, and hath woven
A golden melh t' intrap the hearts of men,

(11) Thy Palenefs moves me more than Eloquence 5] Bajfanio

is difpleas'd at the golden Casket for irs Gaiudinefs, and the

Silver one for its Palenefs 5 but, What! is he charm'd with

the Leaden one for having the very fame Quality that di£
pleas'd him in the Silver > The Poet never intended fuch an
abfurd Reafoning. He certainly wrote,

Thy Plainnefs moves me more than Eloquence 5 This charac-
terizes the Lead from the Silver, which Palenefs does nor,

they being both pale. Befides, there is a Beauty in the Ati*

Uthefis between Plainnefs and Eloquence} between Palenefs and.
Sequence none, Mr. W*rlr»rton.

Fatter-
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F^;:cr than gnats in cobwebs : but her eyes,

How could he fee to do them ? having made one,

Methir.ks, it mould have rev": to ileal both his,

And leave i: ielf unnniiiVd : yet how far

The idbiiance of my praiie doth wrong this Ihadow
1- underprizing it ; fo far this fhadow

Doth limp behmd the Subilance. Here's the fcrowl,

The con unen: and luminary c: my fortune.

Tcu that chufe r.:t hy t ::e -j::w,

Choice as fair, and chufe as true :

£ :?:ce t
:
::s f:r:une falls to ycu.

Be content, and feek no new.

Ifyou be wellpleased with this, -

And hold \:urfortune for \:ur clifs,

¥um \:u where your La.r, :'s,

And claim her with a losing kifs.

A gentle fcrcwl ; fair lady, by your leave ;

[
Kijlng htr,

I ccme by note to give, and to receive.

Like one of two con rending in a Prize,

That thinks he hath done well in peopled eyes

;

Hearing applaufe and univerfal lhout,

Giddy in fpirit, gazing fti:I in doubt,

Whether thofe peals of praiie be his or no

;

So (thrice-fair lady) fland I. even fo,

As doubtful whether what I fee be true,

CJntfl cenfirnrd, f:gnM, ratify'd by ycu.

P:r. Ycu fee me, lcrd B-y~:n::, where I iland.

Bach as I am ; tho' for my Te!f alone,

I weald not be ambitious in my Wifh,
To rift my ielf much better ; yet for ycu,

I would be trebled twenty times my felf,

A thoufand times more fair ; ten thoufand times

More rich ; that, to iland high in your account,

I might in virtues, beauties, livings, friends,

Exceed account : but the full fum of me
Is fum of fomething, which, to term in grofs,

Is an unleffon'd girl, unfehoord, unpracWd:
Happy
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Happy in this, fhe is not yet fo old

Bat fhe may learn ; more happy then in this,

She is not bred fo dull but fhe can learn ;

Happieft of all, is, that her gentle fpirit

Commits it felf to yours to be directed,

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, matter ofmy fervants,

Queen o'er my felf ; and even now, but now,
This houfe, thefe fervants, and this fame my felf

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 Confuflon 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, fave of joy

Expreft, and not expreft. But when this ring

Parts from this finger, then parts life from hence

;

O, then be bold to fay, Bajfanio's dead.

Ner. My lord and lady, it is now our time,

That have ttood by, and feen our wifhes profper,

To cry, good joy, good joy, my lord and lady !

Gra. My lord Bajfanio, and my gentle lady,

I wilh you all the joy that you can wifh

;

For, I am fure, you can wilh 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 lordfhip, you have got me one.

My eyes, my lord, can look as fwift as yours ;

You faw the miftrefs, I beheld the maid ;

You
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Yjoo Icv'd j I lev'd : for intc: million (12)

No more pertains to me, my lord, than you.
Your fortune iked irr. the cef':: there ;

And io did mire roc, a 5 the m=.t:er i~ 11:
•

I cr weeing h:-:e until I f.veat again,

And (wearing, till my very roof was dry

With oaths of love ; at laft, if promifc laft^

I got a promife c f : h : s fair one here,

To have her love, provided that your fortune

Atchiev*d her miftrefs.

P:r. I: this true. Xtr-jTs ?

Kir. Midam, i: if. f: ycu ftand plea^'d withal .

J?£~. And d ycu. G-at'.c.r.:, mean geed faith :

G a. Ye=, faith, my lord.

£.?j71 Cur Fea_t mafi be much honcur'd in your mar-
riage.

G;\7. V. e II plav \vi:n them, tne fir ft bov fcr a thou-

fknd Ducats.

K:r. What, and make down ?

Gra. No, we mail ne'e: win at that fport, and iUkt
down

.

But who comes here ? Lr-:r-: rr.d his Infidel :

What, and my eld Vwnia*: friend, Sa-anio ?

Enter Lorenzo, Jefilca, and Salanio.

Bajf. Lsn-'iz.: and i.:h,- welcrme hither ;

If that the youth of my new Intereft here

Have power to hid ycu wele:me. Ey year leave,

(12) Urn Itv'd} I l§v*d f*r Intermiffion.] Thus this Paflage-

has been confer.::: . iy pc zred ti-.-o* ail rhe Editions. If ax-

in* for Intermtjien can be expounded into tMj Senie, I confeft*

I as ye: am ignoxanr, and £haJl be glad to be inftiu&ed in ir.

But ti.i then I ir.uft beg leave to rr.ick. tac Sentence ought

to be thus regulated ;

. ..» / : F;y In: e :m i :T:c

n

A# «r#r* pertdJ*s t§ ««, 0*7 Lird, tbmn Ttu.

1. e. ftanding idle : a Faufe 0: D:fcon:;nuance cf Action. And
fuch is the SigaiiwAliCa of l r.\{rn:~.-4 g&i ;-:(rn.^: cmoc^ll

the

I
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I bid my very friends and country-men,
(Sweet Portia) welcome.

Por. So do J, 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,
He did intreat me, pari all faying 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*

BaJJT. Ere I ope his letter,

I pray you tell me how my good friend doth.

Sal. Not fick, my lord, unlefs it be in mind

;

Nor well, unlefs in mind ; his letter there

Will mew you his eitate. [BalTanio opens the letter.

Gra. NeriJJa> cheer yond itranger : Bid her wel-
come.

Your hand, Salanio ; what's the news from Venice ?
How doth that royal merchant, good Anthonio ?
I know, he will be glad of our Succefs

:

We are the Jafons, we have won the fleece.

Sal. Would you had won the fleece, that he hath loft J

Por. There are fome fhrewd Contents in yond fame
paper,

That fteal the colour from BaJ/anio's cheek :

Some dear Friend dead ; elfe nothing in the world
Could turn fo much the conflitution

Of any conflant man. What, worfe and worfe!

With leave, Baffanio, I am half your felf,

And I mull have the half of any thing

That this fame Paper brings you.

Bajf. O fweet Portia !

Here are a few of the unpleafant'ft worcls,

That ever blotted paper. Gentle lady,

When I did firft impart my love to you,

I freely told you, all the wealth I had
Ran in my veins, I was a gentleman ;

And then I told you true ; and yet, dear lady,

Rating my felf at nothing, you mail fee

How
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How much I was a braggart : when I told you,
My ftate was nothing, I mould then have told you*
That I was worfe than nothing. For, indeed,
I have engng'd my felf to a dear Friend,
Engaged my Friend to his meer enemy,
To feed my means. Here is a letter, lady,

The paper, as the body of my friend ;

And every word in it a gaping wound,
IfTuing life-blood. But is it true, Salanio ?
Have all his ventures faiPd ? what not one hit/

>

From Tripoli*, from. Mexico, from England,
From Lisbon, Barbary, and India f
And not one veflel 'fcap'd the dreadful touch
Of merchant-marring recks ?.

Sal. Not one, my lord.

Eefides, it mould appear, that if he had
The prefent mony to difcharge the Jew,
He would not take it. Never did I know
A creature, that did bear the lhape of man,
So keen and greedy to confound a man.
He plies the Duke atmorning and at nighty

And doth impeach the freedom of the flate,

If they deny him juftice. Twenty merchants,

The Duke himfelf, and the Magnifkoes
Of greatefl 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 Chus his country-men,

That he would rather have Anthoni<?% flelh,

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 Anthonio.

For. Is it your dear friend, that is thus in trouble?

Bajf. The deareit friend to me, the kindeft Man,
The beft conditioned and unvveary'd fpirit

]n doing courtefies ; and one in whom
The ancient Roman honour more appears^

Than any that draws breath in Italj,

For,
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Por. What Sum owes he the Jew?
Baff. For me, three thoufand ducats.

Por. What, no more ?

Pay him fix thoufand and deface the bond ;

Double fix thoufand, and then treble that,

Before a Friend of this defcription

Shall lofe a hair through my Bafanio's fault.

Pirffc, go with me to church, and call me wife,

And tnen away to Venice to your friend:

For never fhall you lie by Portias fide

With an unquiet foul. You mall have gold

To pay the petty debt twenty times over.

When it is paid, bring your true friend along ;

My maid Nerijfa and my felf, mean time,

Will live as maids and widows : come, away

!

For you (hall hence upon your wedding-day.
Bid your Friends welcome, fhew a merry cheer ;

Since you are dear bought, I will love you dear.

But let me hu^r the letter of your friend.

Bajf. reads. QWVeet BafTanio, my Jhips have all mif
1^5 carry* d, my creditors grow cruel, my

eftate is very low, my bond to the Jew is forfeit ; and
Jhice, in paying it, it is impojjible I jhould live, all

debts are cleared between you and me, if I might but

feeyou at my death ; notwith/landing, ufe your pleafure :

ifyour love do not perfuade you to come> let not my
letter,

Por. O love ! difpatch all Buflnefs, and be gone.

Baff. Since I have your good leave to go away,
I will make hafte ; but 'till I come again,

No bed lhall e'er be guilty of my flay ;

No relt. be interpofer 'twixt us twain. [Exeunt*

SCENE changes to a Street In Venice.

Enter Shylock, Solarino, Anthonio, and the Goaler.

9hy. Oaler, look to him : tell not me of mercy.

VJT This is the fool, that lent out mony gratis.

Goaler, look to him, dnt*
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Ant. Hear me yet, good Shylock.

Sky. I'll have my bond ; (peak not againft my bond :

I've fworn an cath, that I will have my bond.

Thou call'dfl ine dog, before thcu hadil a caufe ;

But fince I am a dog, beware my fangs :

The Duke {hall grant me juitice. I do wonder,
Thou naughty goaler, that thou art fo fond

To come abroad with him at hi; requeic.

Ar.t. I pray thee, hear me fpeak.

Shy. I'll have my bond ; I will not hear thee fpeak;

I'll have my bond ; and therefore fpeak no more ;

I'll net be made a foft and dull-ey'd fool,

To ihake the head, relent, and figh and yield

To christian intercefiors. Follow not ;

I'll have no fpeaking ; I will have my bend.

Exit Shylock*
Szla. It is the mcf: impenetrable car,

That ever kept with men.
Ar.t. Let him alone,

I'll follow him no more with bootiefs pray'rs

:

Ke (edes my life ; his reafan well I know ;

I oft deliverd from his forfeitures

Many, ta:.t tare at times made moan to me;
Therefore he hates me.

- 5.I7. I am fare, the Duke
Will never grant tah Forfeiture to he'd.

Ant. The Duke cannot deny the courfe cf law ^

Far the commodity that Grangers have
With us m Venice, if it be denvM,
VviU much impeach the juitice' of the flate;

Since tbat the trade and profit cf the city

Ccnfifteth of all nations. Therefore go,

Thefe griefs and lofTes have fo 'bated me,
That I mail hardly fpare a pound of fiefli

To morrow to my bloody creditor.

VrY.h r Jer, on; pray God, Bajfanio come
To fee me pay his debt, and then I care not ! {Exeunt.

SCENE
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SCENE changes ^Belmont.

Enter Portia, NerifTa, Lorenzo, JelTica, and Balthazar.

Lor. 1% /TAdam, although I {peak it in your prefence*

iVJL You have a noble and a true conceit

Of God-like amity ; which appears moil flrongly

In bearing thus the abfence of your lord.

But if you knew to whom you mew 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 mall not now ; for in companions
That do converge and wafte the time together,

Whofe fouls do bear an equal yoke of love,

There mult needs be a like proportion

Of lineaments, of manners, and of fpirit ;

Which makes me think, that this Antbonio9

Being the bofom-lcver of my lord,

Muft needs be like my lord. If it be fo,

How little is the coil: I have bellowed,

In purchaling the fernblance ofmy foul

From out the ftate of helliih cruelty ?

This comes too near the praifing ofmy felf ; (13)

Therefore, no more of it : hear other tilings.

Lorenzo, I commit into your hands
The husbandry and manage of my hbufe,

Until my lord's return. For mine own part,

I have tow'rd heaven breath'd a fecret vow,

(13) This comes too near the praifing of my felf %

Therefore no more of it : here other th>ng< 9

Lorenzo, / commit, &c] Thus has this PafTage bee*

writ and pointed, but ablurdly, thro' all the Editions. Portia

finding the reflexions (he had made came too near Self-praife,

begins to chide herfelf for it : fays, She'll fay no more of

that Sorts but call a new Subject. The Regulation I have

made in the Text was likewile prefciib'd by Dx. Thirty.
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Tor. Come on, Neriffa ; 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 ?

For. They mall, Neriffa ; but in fuch a habit.

That they {hall think we are accomplimed

With what we lack. I'll hold thee any wager,

When we are both apparell'd like young men,

I'll 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,

I could not do with all : then I'll repent,

And wifh, for all that, that I had not kill'd them,

And twenty of thefe puny lies I'll tell

;

That men mall fvvear, I've difcontinued fchool

Above a twelve- month. I have in my mind

A thoufand raw tricks of thefe bragging jacks,

Which 1 will pra&ife.

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 ltays for us

At the park-gate ; and therefore haite away,

For we mull meafure twenty miles to day. {Exeunt.

Enter Launcelot and JeJJica.

Latin. Yes, truly : for look you, the fins of the fa-

ther are to be laid upon the childre: ; therefore, I pro-

imife you, I fear you. I was always plain with you ;

and fo now I fpeak my agitation of the matter : there-

fore 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 bailard hope nei-

ther.

7'/
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Jef. And what hope is that, I pray thee ?

Laun. Marry, you may partly hope that your father

got you not, that you are not the Je-vfs daughter.

Jef. That were a kind of baftard hope, indeed ; fo

the fins ofmy mother mould be vifited upon me.

Laun. Truly, then, I fear, you are damn'd both by
father and mother ; thus when you fhun Scylla, your fa-

ther, you fall into Charybdis, your mother : well, you
are gone both ways.

Jef. I mall be faved by my husband ; he hath made
me a chriftian.

Laun. Truly, the more to blame he ; we were chri-

ftians 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 mall not fhordy have a rafher Gn the coals for

mony.

Enter Lorenzo.

Jef. M tell my husband, Launcelot, what you fay

:

here he comes.

Lor. I fhall grow jealous of you fhortly, Launcc!ot9
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 flatly, there is no mercy
for me in heav'n, becaufe I am a Jew's daughter : and

he fays, you are no good member of the common-
wealth ; for, in converting Jews to chriftians, you raife

the price of pork.

Lor. I fhall anfvver that better to the common-wealth,
than you can the getting up of the negro's belly : the

Moor is with child by you, Launcekt.

Laun. It is much, that the Moor mould be more than

reafon : but if fne be lefs than an honeft woman, me il

indeed more than I took her for.

Lor. How every fool can plr.y upon the word!'".

J

think, the bell grace of wit will fhcrtly turn into filence,

and difcourfe grow commendable in none but parrots.

Go in, firrah, bid them prepare for dinner.

Laun. That is done, Sir ; they have all ftomachs.

Lof\
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Lor. Good lord, what a wit-fnapper are you ! then

bid them prepare dinner.

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 cccafion ! wilt thou
Ihew the whole wealth of thy wit in an inltant ? I pray
thee underitand 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 mall be ferv'd in; for

the meat, Sir, it mail be covered ; for your coming in

to dinner, Sir, why, let it be as humours and conceits

fhail 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 Hand in better place,

Garni fh'd like him, that for a tricklie word
Dene the matter : how far'fl thou, JeJJica ?

And now, good fvveet, fay thy opinion,

How doft thou like the lord Bajfanio's wife ?

Jef Pall all expreiTing : it is very meet,

The lord Bajfanio live an upright life.

For, having fuch a Bleifmg in his lady,

He finds the joys of heaven here on earth :

And if on earth he do not merit it,

In reafon he mould never come to heav'n.

Why, if two Gods mould play fome heav'nly match,
And on the wager lay two earthly women,
And Portia one, there inuii be fomething elfe

Pawn'd with the other ; for the poor rude world
Hath not her fellow.

Lor. Even fuch a husband

Hall thou of me, as fhe is for a wife.

Jef Nay, but ask my opinion too of that.

Lor. I will anon*: firit, let us go to dinner.

Jef. Nay, let me praife you, while I have a Ho-

mach.
Lor.
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Lor. No, pray thee, let it ferve for table-talk;

Then, howfoe'er thou fpeak'ft, 'mong other things,
I mall digeft it.

*

Jef. Well, I'll fet you forth. [Exeuntl

ACT IV.

SCENE, the Senate-boufe in Venice,

Enter the Duke, the Senators; Anthonio, Baffanio,
and Gratiano, at the Bar.

Duke.
WHAT, is Anthonio here?

Ant. Ready, fo pleafe your Grace.
I'm ferry for thee; thou art comets

anfwer
A ftony adverfary, an inhuman wretch
Uncapable of pity, void and empty
From any dram of mercy.

Ant. I have heard,
Your Grace hath ta'en great pains to qualifie
His ng'rous courfe ; but fince he ftands obdurate,And that no lawful means can carry me
Out of his envy's reach, I do oppofe
My patience to his fury ; and am arm'd
I o Iiiffcr, with a quietnefs of fpirit,
The very tyranny and rage of his.

D*ke Go one, and call the Jew into the Court.
o«/. He s ready at the door : he comes, my lord.

Enter Shylock.

fuhe. Make room, and let him (land before our face.

f*g™h the world thinks, a: d I think fo too,
That thou but lead'U this fafhion of thv malice
i_o the laft hour of ad ; and then 'tis th< ught
Ihoul t Ihew thy mercy and remorfe more iirangc,

Than
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Than is thy ftrange apparent cruelty
And, where thou now exa&'ft the penalty
Which is a pound of this poor merchant's flefh.Thou wilt not only lofe the forfeiture,
But, touch'd with human gentlenefs and love,
forgive a moiety of the principal

j

Glancing an eye of pity on his loffes,
That have of late fo hudled on his back
Enough to prefs a royal merchant down

;

And pluck commiferation of his ftete
From braffy bofoms, and rough hearts of flint sFrom ftuboora Turks and Tartars, never train'd
l o oftices of tenaer courtefie.
We all expea a gentle anfwer, Jew.

Shy I have poffefs'd your Grace of what I mirrv^And by our holy Sabhath have I fworn,
P P° fe'

To have the due and forfeit of my bond
it you deny it, let the danger light
Upon your charter, and your city's freedom !Vou D ask me, why I rather chuie to haveA weight of carrion flefh, than to receive
Three thoufand ducats ? I'jl not anfwer tha'
„"5 ,ay> " 1S mY humourj is it anfwer'd ?

T /tu
my houfe be tro"b!ed with a rat,And 1 be pleas'd to give ten thoufand ducats

i o have it toned ? what, are you anfwer'd yet ?
Some men there are, love not a gaping pia ;

'

Some, that are mad, if they behold a ratiAnd others, when the bag-pipe fings4' th' nofe,
I
Cannot contain their urine for affsftion. (15)

Mafterlefs

(is) Cannot etntaln their Vrine ftr ^feCtitx.
Mafterlefs paflion f-ivays it to th, M„d

Oj «/***,.] MMfMift Paff^n was fijft:*.ti» a Reading, (on what Authoritv, 1 am at a Loft

.

know 0 which Mr. has finfe co^d .

™ SJ^J*

KftL PaSge.
5elU°US My

'
thMt0K

>
wouid^

Vol. 11. G
Cannit
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Mafterlefs pafiion fways 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 neceflary cat

;

Why he, a woollen bag-pipe ; but of force

Muft yield to fuch inevitable fhame,

As to offend, himfelf being offended

;

So can I give no reafon, nor I will not,

More than a lcdg'd hate and a certain loathing

I bear Anthonfo, that I follow thus

A lofing fuit againft him. Are you anfwer'd ?

BaJJ\ This is no anfwer, thou unfeeling man,

T' excufe the current of thy cruelty.

Shy. I am not bound to pleafe .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 ?

Baff. Ev'ry offence is not a hate at firft.

Shy. What, would' ft thou have a ferpent fling thee

twice ?

Ant. I pray you, think, you queftion with a Jew.
You may as well go ftand upon the beach,

And bid the main flood 'bate his ufual height.

You may as well ufe queftion with the wolf,

Why he hath made the ewe bleat for the lamb.

You may as well forbid the mountain pines

To wag their high tops, and to make no noife,

Cannot contain their Vrine; for <Ajfetfion>

* Matter of PaJJion, fways it &c. * Or, Miftrefs.

And then it is govern'd of Paffion : and the 2 old Quarto's

and Folio's read. Matters of Pajfion, &c.
It may be objected, that ^Affe&ion and Pajfion are Synono-

mous Terms, and mean the fame Thing. I agree, they do

at this time. But I obferve, the Writers of our Author's Age
made a fort of Diftin&ion: confidering the One as the Caufe,

the Other as the Effecl, And then, in this place, Afftclio*

will ftand for that Sympathy or Antipathy of Soul, by which we

are provok'd to (hew a Likjng or Dijgu-jl in the Working of

our P affiant*

When
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When they are fretted with thegufts of heav'n.
You may as well do any thing moll hard,*
As feek to foften that, (than which what's harder!

)

His Jewifo heart. Therefore, I do beleech you
Make no more offers, ufe no farther means ;

But with 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 evVy ducat in fix thoufand ducats

Were in fix parts, and ev'ry part a ducat,
I would not draw them, I would have my bond.

Duke. How malt thou hope for mercy, rend'rinr,
none ? B

Shy What judgment mail I dread, doing no wrono- ?

You have among you many a purchased flave,
&

Wr

hich, like your affes, and your dogs, and* mule*
You ufe in abjedt and in flavifh part,

°

Becaufe you bought them. Shall I 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 anfvver you

:

The pound of flelh, which I demand of him,
Is dearly bought, 'tis mine, and I will have it.
Jf you deny me, fie upon your law \

There is no force in the decrees of Venice ;

I ftand for judgment ; anfwer ; mall I have it ?

Duke. Upon my pow'r I may difmifs this Court,
Unlefs Bellario, a learned Doclor,
Whom I have fent for to determine this.
Come here to day.

Sal. My lord, here flays, without,
A meffenger with letters from the Do&or,
New come from Padua.

Duke. Bring us the letters, call the meffenger.

^ G?°d Cheer
'
An*honio '> what

> man, courage

The Jew fhali have my flcffi, blood, bones, and all
hvQ thou lhalt lofe for me one drop of blood.

G * Ant.
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Jnt. I am a tainted weather of the flock,

Meeteft for death : the weakeft kind of fruit

Drops er.rlieit to the ground, and fo let me.
You cannot better be employ 'd, Bajfanio,

Than to live ftill, and write mine epitaph.

Enter NeiilTa, drefs'd like a lawyer 1

'j Clerk,

Duke. Came you from Padua, from Beliarto ? (16)

Ner. From both, my lord : Beliarto greets your
Grace.

Bajf. Why doft thou whet thy knife fo earneftly ?

Shy. To cut the forfeit frcm that bankrupt there.

Gra. Not on thy foale, but on thy foul, harm.

7™> (17)
.

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 dcg,

And for thy life let juftice be accus'd !

Thou almoft mak'ft me waver in my faith,

To hold opinion with Pythagoras,

That fculs of animals infufe themfelves

Into the trunks of men. Thy currifh fpirit

Gcvern'd a wolf, who, hang'd for human daughter,

(16) From boih : my Lord Bellario greets your Grace.] Thus
the two old Folio's, and Mr. Pope in his Quarto, had inaccu-

rately pointed this PaiTage, by which a Doctor of Laws was at

once rais'd to the Dignity of the Peerage.

(17) Not on thy Soaie, but on thy Soul, har/Jj Jew.] I was ob-

liged, from the Authority of the old Folio's, to reftore this

Conceit, and Jingle upon two Words alike in Sound, but dif-

fering in Senfe. Grat;at?o thus rates the Jezv ; " Tho' thou
(l thinkeft, that thou ait whetting thy Knife on the Soai* of
<c thy Shoe, yet it is upon thy Soul, thy immortal Pait, that
11 thou do' ft it, thou inexorable Man!** There is no room
to doubt, but this was our Author's %Aniithcfu\ as it is fo ufr.al

with him to play on Wcids in this manner: and That fioni

the Mouth ot his molt feiious Characters.

Ev'n
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Ev'n from the gallows did his fell foul fleet,

And, whilft thou lay'ft in thy unhallow'd dam,
Infus'd it ielf in thee : for thy defires

Are wolfifh, bloody, ftarv'd, and ravenous.

Shy. 'Till thou canft rail the feal from off my bond,

Thou but offend' ft thy lungs to fpeak fo loud.

Repair thy wit, good youth, or it will fall

To curelefs ruin. I ftand here for law.

Duke. This letter from Beliario doth commend
A young and learned doctor 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 conduct to this place :

Mean time, the Court mall hear Bellario's letter.

YOUR Grace foall underftand, that, at the re-

ceipt of your letter , I am very Jick : but at the in-

Jiant that your meffenger came, i?i loving vifitation

vjas with me a young Doctor of Rome, his Name is

Balthafar : I acquainted him nvith the caufe in contro-

verfie between the Jew and Anthonio the merchant.

We turned o'er many books together: he is furnifoed
with my opinion, which, bettered with his own learn~

ing, (the greatnefs whereof I cannot enough commend,)

comes with him at my importunity, to fill up your

Grace* s requeft in ?ny ftead. I befeech you, let his

lask of years be no impediment, to let him lack a reve-

rend eflimation : For I never knew fo young a body

with fo old a head. I leaqje him to your gracious

acceptance, whofe trial fhall better publifh his com-

mendation.

Enter Portia, drefid like a Doilor of Laws.

Duke. You hear the learn'd Bellario, what he write?,

And here, I take it, is the Doctor come:
Give me your hand. Came you from old Bellaris ?

For. I did, my lord.

Duke. You're welcome : take your place,

G 3 Are
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Are you acquainted with the difference,

That holds this prefent queftion in the Court ?

Por. I am informed throughly of the cafe.

"Which is the merchant here ? and which the yew ?
Duke. Anthonio and old Shylock, both Hand forth.

Por. Is your name Shylock P

Shy. Shylock is my name.
Por. Of a ftrange nature is the fuit you follow

;

Yet in fuch rule, that the Venetian law
Cannot impugn you, as you do proceed.

You Hand within his danger, do you not ? [To Anth«
Ant, Ay, fo he fays.

Por. Do ycu confefs the bond ?

Ant. I do.

Por. Then ffiuft the yew be merciful.

Shy. On what ccmpulfion muft I ? tell me that,

Por. The quality of mercy is not ftrain'd

;

If droppeth, as the gentle rain from heav'n

Upon the place beneath. It is twice blefs'd

;

It blefieth him that gives, and him that takes,

'Tis mightier! in the mightieft ; it becomes

The throned monarch better than his Crown :

His fcepter mews the force of temporal powV,
The attribute to awe and majefty,

Wherein doth fit the dread and fear of Kings

;

But mercy is above this fcepter'd fway,

It is enthroned in the hearts of Kings ;

It is an attribute to God himfelf ;

And earthly power doth ihen mew likeft God's,

When mercy feafons juftice. Therefore, yew*
Tho' juftice be thy plea, confider this,

That in the courfe of juftice none of us

Should fee falvation. We do pray for mercy ;

And that fame prayV doth teach us all to render

The deeds of mercy. I have fpoke thus much
To mitigate the juitice of thy plea;

Which, if thou follow, this liricl Court of Venice

Muft needs give fentence 'gainft the merchant there.

Shy. My deeds upon my head! I crave the law,

The penalty and forfeit of my bond,

Par.
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Por. Is he not able to discharge the mony ?

Baff. Yes, here I tender it for him in the Court,

Yea, twice the fain ; if that will not fuffice,

I will be bound to pay it ten times o'er,

On forfeit of my hands, my head, my heart.

If this will not fuffice, it mud appear

That malice bears down truth. And I befeech you,

Wreft once the law to your authority.

To do a great right, do a little wrong

;

And curb this cruel devil of his will.

Por. It muft not be ; there is no pow'r in Venice,

Can alter a decree eflablifhed.

'Twill be recorded for a precedent

;

And many an error, by the fame example,

Will rufn into the Hate. It cannot be.

Shy. A Daniel come to judgment ! yea, a Daniel.

O wife young judge, how. do I honour thee!

Por. I pray you, let me look upon the bond.

Shy. Here 'tis, moil rev'rend Doctor, here it is.

Por. Shylock, there's thrice thy mony ofFer'd thee.

Sly. An oath, an oath, — I have an oath in heaVn.
Shall I lay perjury upon my foul I

No, not for Venice.

Por. Why, this bond is forfeit

;

And lawfully by this the Jenu may claim

A pound of rlefh, to be by him cut off

Neareft the merchant's heart. Be merciful,

Take thrice thy mony, bid me tear the bond.

S/oy. When it is paid according to the tenour.

It doth appear, you are a worthy judge ;

You know the law : your expofition

Hath been moft found. I charge you by the law,.

Whereof you are a well-deferving pillar,

Proceed to judgment. By my foul I fwear,

There is no power in the tongue of man
To alter me. I (lay here on my bond.

Ant. Moft heartily I do befeech the Court
To give the judgment.

Por. Why, then thus it is

:

You muft prepare, your bofom for l is knife,
" " G 4 %
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Shy. O noble judge ! O excellent young man f

Por. For the intent and purpofe of the law
Hath full relation to the penalty,

Which here appeareth dae upon the bond.

Shy. 'Tis very true. O wife and upright judge,

How much more elder art thou than thy looks

!

Par. Therefore lay bare your bofom.
Shy. Ay, his breaft

;

So fays the bond, doth it not, noble judge ?

Nearer!: his heart, thofe are the very words.

Por. It is fo. Are there fcales, to weigh the flefh ?

Shy. I have them ready.

Por. Have by fome furgeon, Sbylock, on your charge,

To Hop his wounds, left he mould 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.

For. Come, merchant, have you any thing to fay ?

jjf
Ant. Eut little : I am arm'd, and well prepar'd.

"Give me your hand, Baffanio, fare you well

!

Grieve not, that I am fall'n to this for you :

For herein fortune mews herfelf more kind,

Than is her cuftom. It is full her ufe,

To let the wretched man out-live his wealth,

To view with hollow eye, and wrinkled brow,

An age of poverty : From which Jing'ring penance

Of men a rnifery doth Ihe cut me off.

Commend me to your honourable wife

;

Tell her the procefs of Anthonio's end

;

Say, how I 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.

Kepent not you, that you mall lofe your. friend ;

And he repents not, that he pays your debt

;

i or if the J'e*w do cut but deep enough,

I'll pay it initamly with all my heart.

Be.Jf. Anthonioy I am married to a wife,

Which is as dear to me as life it felf

;

But life it felf, my wife, and all the world,

Are
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Are not with me efteemM above thy life.

I would lofe all ; ay, facrifice them all

Here to this devil, to deliver you.

Por. Your wife would give you little thanks for that,

If me were by to hear you make the offer.

Gra. I have a wife, whom, I proteft, I love

;

I would, fhe were in heaven, 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 flock of Barrahas
Had been her husband, rather than a chriftian ! [rfjide,

We trifle time ; I pray thee, purfue fentence.

Por. A pound of that fame merchant's flefh is thine,

The Court awards it, and the law doth give it.

Shy. Moil rightful judge !

Por. And you mult cut this flefh from off his breaft ;

The law allows it, and the Court awards it.

Shy. Moft learned judge ! a fentence : come, prepare,

Por. Tarry a little, there is fomething elfe.

This bond doth give thee here no jot of blood;

The words exprefly are, a pound of flelh.

Then take thy bond, take thou thy pound of flefh

;

But, in the cutting it, if thou doll fried

One drop of chriftian blood ; thy lands and goods

Are, by the laws of Venice, confiscate

Unto the Mate of Venice.

Gra. O upright judge ! mark, Jew, O learned judge P
Shy. Is that the law ?

Por. Thy felf (halt fee the Ad :

For as thou urgeft juftice, be aflur'd,

Thou fhalt have juftice, more than thou deflr'ft.

Gra. O learned judge ! mark, Je<w3 a learned judge I

Shy. I take this offer then, pay the bond thrice,

And let the chriftian go.

Bajf. Here is the mony.
Par. The Jew fhall have all juftice ; foft ! no hade ;

He fhall have nothing but the penalty.

Gra, QJew! an upright judge, a learned judge

!

G s W»*
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For. Therefore prepare thee to cut off the flefli

;

Shed thou no blood, nor cut thou lefs, nor more,
But juft a pound of fleih : if thou tak'ft more
Or lefs than a juft pound, be't but fo much
As makes it light or heavy in the fubftance,

On the divificn of the twentieth part

Of one poor icruple : nay, if the fcale turn

But in the eftimation of a hair,

Thou dieft, and all thy .goods are conhYcate.

Gra. A fecond Daniel, a Daniel, Jew I

Now, in£del, I have thee on the hip.

For. Why doth the Jew paufe? take the forfeiture.

Shy. Give me my principal, and let me go.

Bajf. I have it ready for thee: here it is.

For. He hath refus'd it in the open Court

;

He fhall have meerly juftice, and his bond.

Gra. A Daniel, ftill fay I ; a fecond Daniel!
I thank thee, Jew, for teaching me that wordc

Shy. Shall I not barely have my principal ?

For. Thou ihalt have nothing but the forfeiture,

To be fo taken at thy peril, Jew.
Shy. Why, then the devil give him good of it i

I'll ftay no longer queftion.

For. Tarry, Jew.
The law hath yet another held on you :

It is enacted in the laws of Venice,

If it be prov'd againft an alien,

That by direct., cr indirect, 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 Hate

;

And the offender's life lies in the mercy

Of the Duke only, 'gain ft all other voice :

In which predicament, I fay, thou ftand'lh

For it appears by manifeft proceeding,

That indirectly, and directly too,

Thou haft contriv'd againft the very life

Of the defendant; and thou haft incurr'd

Thfc danger formerly by me reheaiVd.

Dow
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Down, therefore, and beg mercy of the Duke.

Gra. Beg, that thou may'ft have leave to hang thy

fdfj

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.

Duke. That thou may'ft fee the difference of cur,-

fpirit,

I pardon thee thy life before thou ask it

:

For half thy wealth, it is Antbonioh

;

The other half comes to the general ftate,

Which humblenefs may drive unto a fine.

Por. Ay, for the ftate ; not for Antbmio.
Shy. Nay, take my life and all : pardon not that;

.

You take my houfe, when you do take the prop
That doth fuftain my houfe : ycu take my life,

When you do take the means whereby I live.

Por. What mercy can you render him, Anthonio ?
Gra. A haker gratis ; nothing elfe, for God's fake,

Ant. So pleafe my lord the Duke, and all the Court;

To quit the fine for one half of his goods,

I am content ; fo he will let me have
The other half in ufe, to render it

Upon his death unto the gentleman,

That lately ftole his daughter.

Two things provided more, that for this favour

He prefently become a chriftian

;

The other, that he do record a Gift

Here in the Court, of all he dies poflefs'd,

Unto his fon Lorenzo and his daughter.

Duke. He (hall do this, or elfe I do recant

The pardon that I late pronounced here.

Por. Art thou contented, Jew P what doft thou fay :

Shy. I am contend

Por, Clerk, draw a Deed of gift.

Shy. I pray you, give me leave to go from hence

;

I am not well ; fend the Deed after me,
And I will fign it.

Duke. Get thee gone, but do it.

. Gra. In chrift'ning thou malt have two godfathers.

Had:
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Had I been judge, thou (hculdht have had ten more, {1 8)

To bring thee to the gallows, not the font.

[ Exit Shylock.
Duie. Sir, I intreat 70a home with me to dinner.

Psr. I humbly do defire your Grace of pardon ;

I av. zy thi-: r. : 1 h : :: ?>-d:ui.

And it is meet, I prefently fet forth.

Duke. I'm forry, that your leifure ferves you not.

Anihir.iZ) gratify thi: £er.:lemar. :

For, in my mind, you are much bound to him.
[Exit Duke and bis train*

t r.J~. M:f: wcrthy rmfemar. '

I ana mv friend

Kae by your wifdom ceer. thi: cay acquired
Of grievous penalties ; in lieu whereof,

Three th : ;:"ar.d ducat?. a_e -r.:c the

We freely cope your courteous pains withal.

Ant. And fraud indebted, over and above,

In love and fervice to you evermore.

P:>\ He i: we'.! raii. mat if well lathfy'd ;

And I, delivering you, am fktisrVd,

Ar.d therein, dc acccunt my felf well raid ;

My mind wai never ye: rr.::e mercenary.

I amy you, know me, when we meet again ;

I -"h you well, and fo I take my leave.

Bajf. Dear Sir, of force I muffc attempt yon further.

Take fome remembrar : e rf as, for a tribute,

Not as a fee : grant me two thing*, I pray you,

Not to deny me, and to pardon me.

Tor. You prefs me far. ana therefore I will yield.

G . e me your gloves, FU wear 'em for your fake

;

And, for your love, I'll take this ring from yon.

per.:: draw back yctr hand. I'll take no mere ;

A r i yon in love lhail not deny me this.

BaJT. This ring, good Sir. alas, it is a trifie \

I will not fhame my felf to give you this.

jVr. I will have nothing eife but only this,

And now, methinks, I have a mind to it.

fkimtfJL fr**tf bad ten mtre.) i. e. a Jliiy of

_...< ::cl, ;u i;mc :c :e a^o'u,

B*ff.
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Bajf. There's more depends on this, than is the value.

The deareft ring in Vmice 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 Ihould be anfwer'd.

Bajf. Good Sir, this ring was giv'n me by my wife.

And, when {he 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;

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 !

[Exit with NerilTa.
1

Anth. My lord BaJJanio, let him have the ring.

Let his defervings, and my love withal,

Be valu'd 'gainft your wife's commandement.

Bajf. Go, Gratiano, run and overtake him,

Give him the ring ; and bring him, if thou can'ft,

Unto Anthonios houfe ; away, make ha fie. [ZsW/zGra.

Come, you and I will thither prefently ;

And in the morning early will we both

Fly toward Belmont ; come, Anthonio. {Exeunt.

Be- enter Portia and Neriffa.

Por. Enquire the Jew's 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,

Enter Gratiano.

Gra. Fair Sir, you are well o'erta'en :

My lord Bajfanio, upon more advice,

Hath fent you here this ring, and doth intreat

Your company at dinner.

Por. That cannot be.

This ring I do accept moft thankfully,

And fo, I pray you, tell him ; furthermore,

I pray
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I pray vou, mew my Youth old Shylock's houfe.

Gra. That will I do.

Ner, Sir, I would fpeak with you.

I'll fee if I can get my husband's ring: [To Por.

Which I did make him fwear to keep for ever.

Por. Thou may'ft, I warrant. We mall have old

fwearing,

That they did give the rings away to men

;

But we'll out-face them, and out-fwear them too :

Away, make haile, thou know'ft where I will tarry.

Ner. Come, good Sir, will you fhew me to this

houfe ? [Exeunt.

ACT V.

SCENE, Belmont. A Grove, or green

Place, before Portia'j Houfe.

Enter Lorenzo and JcfUca.

LORZNZO,

TH E moon mines bright : In fuch a night as
this,

When the fweet wind did gently kifs the trce?
;

And they did make no noife; in fuch a night,
Troy/us, methinks, mounted the Trojan wall

;

And figh'd his foul toward the Grecian tents,

Where Crejjid lay that night.

Jef. In fuch a night,

Did Thisbe fearfully o'er-trip the dew ;

And faw the lion's fnadow 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 wavM her love
To come again to Carthage .

7*
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Jef. In fach a night,

Medea gather'd the enchanted herbs,

Tfnt did renew old jEfofi.

Lor. In fuch a night,

Did Jejfca ileal from the wealthy J*w9

-And with an unthrift love did ran 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 Jejfica, (like a little ihrew)

Slander her love, and he forgave it her.

Jef I would out-night you, did no body Come :

But hark, I hear the footing 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 miilrefs will before the break of day
Be here at Belmont : fne doth ftray about

By holy CroiTes, where die kneels, and prays,

For happy wedlock hours.

Lor. Who comes with her ?

Mef None, but a holy hermit, and her maid.

I pray you, is my mailer yet returned ?

Lor. He is not, nor have we yet heard from him
\

But go we in, I pray thee, Jejica,

And ceremonioufly Jet us prepare

Some welcome for the miilrefs of the houfe.

Enter Launcelot.

Laun. Scla, fola , wo ha, ho, fola, fola

!

Lor. Who calls ?

Laun. Sola ! did you fee mafter Lorenzo and mWrefs
Lorenxa ? Tola, fola !

Lor. Leave hollowing, man : here,

Laun*
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Laun. Sola ! where ? where ?

Lor. Here.

Laun. Tell him, there's a.poft come from my maftei%
with his horn full of good news. My mailer will be
here ere morning,

Lor. Sweet love, let's in, and there expett their

coming.

And yet no matter : why mould we go in ?

My friend Stephano, fignifie, I pray you,

Within the houfe, your miftrefs is at hand ;

[Exit Stephano J

And bring your mufick forth into the air.

How fweet the moon-light fleeps upon this bank !

Here will we fit, and let the founds of mufick -

Creep in cur ears ; foft ftillnefs, and the night
Become the touches of fweet harmony.
Sit, JeJJtca : look, how the floor of heav'n

Is thick inlay'd with patterns of bright gold

;

There's not the fmalleft orb, which thou behold' fl>

But in his motion like an angel fmgs;

Still quiring to the young-ey'd cherubims

;

Such harmony is in immortal founds ! (19)
But whilit this muddy vefture of decay

Doth grofiy clofe us in, we cannot hear it.

Come, ho, and wake Diana with a hymn ;

With fweeteli touches pierce your miftrefs' ear,

And draw her home with mufick.

(19) Such Harmony is in immortal Souls j ] But the Harmo-
ny here defcribed is That of the Spheres, fo much celebrated

by the Antients. He fays, the fmallefi Orb fings li]^ an iAn-

gtl ; and then fubjoins, Such Harmony is in immortal Souls :

But the Harmony of Angels is not here meant, but of the

Orbs. Noi are we to think, that here the Poet alludes to

the Notion, that each Orb has its Intelligence or xAngcl to

direct it 5 for then with no Piopriety cculd he fay, the Orb

fung like an ^Angel: he ihould rather have faid, the Angel in

the Orb fung. We muft therefore correct the Line thus*

% Such Harmony is in immortal Sounds :

?. /. in the Mufick of the Spheres, Mr, Warl*rt*n,

• 7<f-
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Jef. I'm never merry, when I hear fweet mufick.

{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 ears,

You fhall perceive them make a mutual ftand ;

Their favage eyes turn'd to a model! gaze,

By the fweet power of mufick. Therefore, the Poet

Did feign that Orpheus drew trees, ftones, and floods j

Since nought fo ftockifh, hard and full of rage,

But mufick for the time doth change his nature.

The man that hath no mufick in himfelf,

Nor is not mov'd with concord of fweet founds,

Is fit for treafons, itratagems, and fpoils ;

The motions of his fpirit are dull as night,

And his affections dark as Erebus :

Let no fuch man be truited— Mark the mufick.

Enter Portia and Neriffa.

Per. That light we fee, is burning in my hall :

How far that little candle throws his beams

!

So mines a good deed in a naughty world.
Ner. When the moon fhone, we did not fee the

candle.

Tor. So doth the greater glory dim the lefs ;

A fubftitute mines brightly as a King,
Until a King be by ; and then his ftate

Empties it felf, as doth an inland brook
Into the main of waters. Mufick, hark f \Muficfy

Ner. It is the mufick, Madam, of your houfe.

Par. Nothing is good, I fee, without refpedt

:

Methinks, it founds much fweeter than by day.
Ner. Silence bellows the virtue on it, Madam.
Por. The crow doth fmg as fweetly as the lark,

When neither is attended ; and, I think,

The nightingale, if fhe Ihould fmg by day,

When
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When every ecofe is cackling, would be thought
No better a mufician than the wren.
How many things by feaibn .eafordd are

To their right praide, and true perfection ?

Peace! how the mcon f.eers v::h
And would not be awaked ! [Mmficl ceafcs.

Lor, That is the voice,

Or I am much deee:\ 'a. c: ?: :: :.

F:r. He knows me. as the bhr.d man knows the

cackow,
By the bad voice.

. Dear lacy, welcome home.
P:r. W e have been praying for our husbands' healths*.

^' hich freed, v. e hope, the be::er for our wcrdf.
Are they return'd ?

Lcr. Airdam. they are ret yet:
But there is come a meflenger e^rore,

Tc fgnif.e their ccmiag.
Per. Go, 2'ir;f]i,

Give order to my dervr.r.t?. that they take

No r.c:e ;: ?.!: ;/ c -r bdr~ ah "en: hence ;

Nor ycu. I. . : : T:^ V.. . ner you. 1ATu:kit /cukJs.

d. - Vcur husband :s at hand. I hear his trumpet :

We arc bo idtaales, Madam, fear you not.

Par. This night, methinks, is but the day-light lick ;

It Looks a link paler ; a day,
Such a? the dry is when the fun is hid.

Enter Baifanic, Anthonio, Gratiano, and theirJb/lrwers*

Bag. We fhould hold day with the Antipoles,

Ifyoi would walk in abfence of the fun.

For. Let me give light, but let me not be light ;

Fur a light wife doth make a heavy husband ;

And never be Bajfanio fo from me ;

But Gcd fort all ! you're welcome home, my lord.

BgJT. I thank you, Madam : give welcome to my friend;

This is the man, this is Antkonio,

To whom I am fo infinitely bound.

For. You would in all ienfe be much bound to kim ;

Fcr. : hear, he v> t : much bcund lcr ycu.
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Antb. No more than I am well acquitted of.

For. Sir, you are very welcome to our houfe ;

It mult appear in other ways than word: ;

Therefore I leant this breathing courtefie.

Gra. By yonder moon, I fwear, you do me wrong ;

In faith, I gave it to the judge's clerk. [To Neriffa.

Would he were gelt that had it, for my part,

Since you do take it, love, fo much at heart.

For. A quarrel, ho, already ! what's the matter ?

Gra. About a hoop of gold, a paltry ring,

That me did give me, whofe poefie was
For all the world like cutler's poetry

Upon a knife ; Love me, and leave 7ne not.

Ner. What talk you of the pcene, cr the value ?

You. fwore to me, when I did give it you,

That you would wear ifc'till your hour of death,

And that it mould lye with you in your grave :

Tho' not for me, yet for your vehement oaths,

You mould have been refpeclive, and have kept it.

Gave it a Judge's clerk ! but well 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 ;

A prating boy, that begg'd it as a fee :

I could not for my heart deny it him.
For. You were to blame, I mud be plain with you>

To part fo (lightly with your wife's firft gift

;

A thing ftuck on with oaths upon your ringer,

And riveted with faith unto your Rtth.

I gave my love a ring, and made him fwear
Never to part with it ; and here he ftands,

I dare be fworn for him, he would not leave it,

Nor pluck
7
it from his ringer, for the wealth

That the world mailers. Now, in faith, ^Gratiano%
You give your wife too unkind a caufe of grief;

An 'twere to me, I mould be mad at it.

Bajf% Why, I were belt to cut my left hand off,

And
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And fwear, I loft the ring defending it. r^>

G/*r My lord Baffanio gave his ring away
1 7

tntotne Judge that begg'd it, and, indeed,
JJe.erv d it too ; and then the boy, his clerk,
J hat took fome pains in writing, He begg'd mine

;

And neither man, nor maf.er, would takfauX
-out the two rings. b

Por What ring gave you, my lord ?

p ^at
rA

hcp^ W^ch
-

vou receiv
'

d ^ me.
Bajjr If r could add a lie unto a fault,

1 would deny it ; but you fee my finger
ttatn not the ring upon it, it is gone.

Por. Even fo void is your falfe heart of truthBy heaven, I will ne'er come in your bed
until I fee the ring.

Nej*u Nor I in yours, %
'Till I again fee mine.

fftf^! Sweet Portia,
If you did know to whom I gave the ring,
If you did know for whom I gave the ring,And would conceive for what I gave the ring,And how unwillingly I left the ringM hen nought would be accepted but the ring,
* ou would aoate the ftrength of your di'fpleaTure.

^ fir! y °uhadknown th^ virtue of the ring,
Or half her worthinefs that gave the ring,
Or your own honour to retain the rino-,
Y ou would not then have parted witlTthe ring.
VV bat man is there fo much unreafonable,
If you had pieas'd to have defended it
V> ith any terms of zeal, wanted the xnodefty
To urge the thing held as a ceremony >

herijfa teaches me what to believe ;

1'JJ die for/t, but fome woman had the ring.
Baff. No, by mine honour, Madam, by my foul,No woman had it, but a Civil DoOor,

v\ho did refufe three thoufand ducats of me,
And begg'd the ring ; the which I did deny him,
And fuller d him to go difpleas'd away ;

Ev'r he, that did uphold the very life

Of
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Of my dear friend. What fliould I fay, fvveet lady ?

I was enforced to fend it after him ;

I was befet with fharne and courtefie ;

My honour would not let ingratitude

So much befmear it. Pardon me, good lady,

And by thefe blefled candles of the night,

Had you been there, I think, you would have begg'd

The ring of me, to give the worthy Doctor.

Por. Let not that Doctor 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,

I

No, not my body, nor my husband's bed ;

Know him I fhal!, I am well fure of it.

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 Doctor 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 f

i

For if I do, I'll mar the young clerk's pen.

Ant. I am th' unhappy fubject of thefe quarrels.

For. Sir, grieve not you ; you are welcome, notwith-

landing.

Bajf, Portia, forgive me this enforced wrong.

And in the hearing of thefe many friends,

I fwear to thee, ev'n by thine own fair eyes,

I

Wherein I fee my felf—

—

Por. Mark you but that

!

In both mine eyes he doubly fees himfelf

;

In each eye, one ; fwear by your double felf,

And there's an oath of credit

!

Bajf. Nay, but hear me :

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 Fortia.

Had
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Had quite mifcarry'd. I dare be bound again,

My foul upon the forfeit, that your lord

Will never more break faith advifedly.

For. Then you mall be his furety ; give him this,

And bid him keep it better than the other.

Ant. Here, lord BaJTanio, fvvear to keep this ring.

Bajf. By heav'n, it is the fame I gave the Doclor.

For. I had it of him: pardon me, Bajfanio;

For by this ring the Doclor lay with me.
Ner. And pardon me, my gentle Gratiano,

For that fame fcrubbed boy, the Do&or'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 ?

For. Speak not fo grofsly ; you are all amaz'd

;

Here is a letter, read it at your leifure ;

It comes from Fadua, from Bellario :

There you mall find, that Portia was the Do&or ;

Nerifja there, her clerk. Loren^o^ here,

Shall witnefs I fet forth as foon as you,

And even but now return 'd : I have not yet

Entered my houfe. Anthonio, you are welcome;

And I have better news in flore for you,

Than you expert ; unfeal this letter foon,

There you mall find, three of your Argofies

Are richly come to Harbour fuddenly.

You fhall not know by what flrange accident

I chanced cn this letter.

Ant. I am dumb.

Baff. Were you the Do£tor, 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.

Dajf. Sweet Doctor, you fhall be my bedfellow ;

WT

hen I am abfent, then lye with my wife.

Ant. Sweet lady, you have giv'n me life and living ;

For here I read for certain, that my mips

Arefafely come to road.

For. How now, Lorenzo ?
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My cleik hath fome good comforts too for you.

Ner. Ay, and I'll give them him without a fee.

There do I give to you and Jeffica,

From the rich Je<w9 a fpecial Deed of Gift,

After his death, of all he dies pofTefs'd of.

Lor. Fair ladies, you drop Manna in the way
Of ltarved people.

Por. It is almoft morning,

And yet, I'm fure, you are not fatisfy'd

Ofthefe events at fall. 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 Nerijfa mall he fworn on, is,

Whether 'till the next night me had rather ftay,

Or go to bed now, being two hours to day.

But were the day come, I mould wifh it dark,
9
Till I were couching with the Do&or's clerk.

Well, while I live, I'll fear no other thing

So fore, as keeping fafe Nerijfus ring.

[Exeunt omnes>

Love's









Love's Labour's loft.
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COMEDY.
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Dramatis Perfoim

FERDINAND, King of Navarre.

Lon^aville ?•
i^ree Lords, attending upon the King in his

t>
&<

•

9
\ retirement.

Dumain, J

M^rd ^
Lords, attending upon the Princefs ofFrance*

Don Adriano de Armado, afantafical Spaniard.

Nathaniel, a Curate.

Dull, a dnftable.

Holofernes, a Schoo/majier.

Coftard, a C/oivn.

Moth, Page to Don Adriano de Armado.
A Forejler.

Princefs of France.

Rofaline, 1
Maria, > Ladies attending on the Princefs.'

Catharine, 3
jaquenetta, a Country Wench.

Officers, and others, Attendants upon the King and
Princefs.

SCENE, the King of Navarre'* Palace, and the

Country near it.

Lo v z's
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A C T I.

SCENE, Tie Palace.

Enter the King, Biron, Longaville and Dumain.

King.
ET Fame, that all hunt after in their lives.

Live reglftred upon our brazen tombs

;

And then grace us in the difgrace ofdeath :

When, ipight of cormorant devouring
time,

TV endeavour of this prefent breath may
buy

That honour which mall 'bate his fcythe's keen edge ;

And make us heirs of all eternity.

Therefore, brave Conquerors ! for fo you are,

That war againft your own Affections,

And the huge army of the world's defires

;

Our late edicl fell flrongly Hand in force.

Navarre mail be the wonder of the world ;

Our Court mail be a little academy,
Sail and contemplative in living arts.

You three, Biron, Du?nain 9 and Longaville,

Have fworn for three years' term to live with me,

My fellow Scholars ; and to keep thofe Statutes,

H z That
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That are recorded in this fchedule here.

Your oaths are pail, and now fubfcribe your names

:

That his own hand may ftrike his honour down,
That violates the fmalieft branch herein :

It 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 fall

;

The mind mail banquet tho' the body pine ;

Fat paunches have lean pates ; and dainty bits

Make rich the ribs, but barikerout the wits.

Dum. My loving lord, Dnmai?i is mortify 'd :

The groiler 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. I can but fay their protection over,

So much (dear liege) I have already fworn,

That is, to live and ftudy here three years

:

But there are other ftri& obfervances ;

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 beHde ;

The which, I hope, is not enrolled there.

And then to deep 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 day ;)

Which, I hope well, is not enrolled there.

O, thefe are barren tasks, too hard to keep ;

Not to fee ladies, ftudy, faft, not fleep.

King. Your Oath is pafs'd to pafs away from thefe.

Biron. Let me fay, no, my liege, an' if you pleafe ;

I on'y fwore to ftudy with your Grace,
And ftay here in your Court for three years' fpace.

Long. You fwore to that, Biron, and to the reft.

Biron. By yea and nay, Sir, then I fwore in jeft.

What is the end of ftudy ? let me know ?

King. Why, that to know, which elfe we fliould not

know.
Biron.
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Biron. Things hid and barr'd (you mean) from com-

mon fenfe.

King. Ay, that is ftudy's god-like recompence.
Biron. Come on then, I will fwear to lludy fo,.

To know the thing I am forbid to know ;

As thus ; to lludy where I well may dine,

When I to feaft exprefly am forbid ; ( 1

)

Or fludy where to meet fome miftrefe fine,

When miflrefles 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,

Study knows that, which yet it doth not know

;

Swear me to this, and I will ne'er fay, no.

King. Thefe be the flops, that hinder lludy quite

And train our Intellects to vain delight.

Biron. Why, all delights are vain ; but that moil vain,

Which, with 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, feekiag light, doth light of light beguile^
So, ere you find where light in darknels lies,

Your light grows dark by lofmg of your eyes.

Study me how to pleafe the eye indeed,

By fixing it upon a fairer eye

;

Who dazling fo, that eye fhall be his heed,

And give him light, that it was blinded by.

Study is like the Heaven's glorious Sun,

That will not be deep fearch'd with fawcy looks ;

(1) When I to faft exprefly am forbid.} This is the Reading'
of all the Copies in general ; but I would fain ask our accu-

rate Editors, if Biron ftudied where to get a good Dinner, at a

time when he was forbid to fa.fi-> how was This ftudying to

know what he was forbid to know ? Common Senfe, and the

whole Tenour of the Context require us to read, either as 1

have reftor'dj or to make a Change in the laft Word of the

Verfe, which will bring us to the fame Ivleaning j

When I to faft exprefly am fore-bid 5

i. e. when 1 am enjoin'd beforehand to faft,

H 3 Small
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Small have continual plodders ever won,
Save bafe authority from others' books.

Thefe earthly godfathers of heaven's lights,

That give a name to every fixed ftar,

Have no more profit of their lhining nights,

Than thofe ti.at walk and wot not what they are.

Too much to know, is to know nought but fame ;

And every godfather can give a name.

King. How well he's read, to reafon againft reading I

Dum. Proceeded well, to flop all good proceeding.

Long. He weeds the corn, and Hill lets grow the
weeding.

Biron. The fpring is near, when green geefe are a
breeding.

Bum. How follows that ?

Bircn, Fit in his place and time.

Dum. In reafon nothing.

Biro?:. Something then in rhime.

Long. Biron is like an envious {neaping froir,

That bites the firft-born infants of the fpring.

Biron. Well ; fay, I am ; why mould proud fummcr
boaft,

Eefore the birds have any caufe to fing ?

Why mould I joy in an abortive birth ? (2)

At

(2) Why ftould I joy in an Abortive Birth 5

^At Chriftmas / no more defire a T{ofi,

Than wifr a Snow in May'* new-fangled Shows:

But like of each Thing, that in Seafon grows.'] As the

greareft part of this Scene (both what precedes and follows 5)

is fhi&iy in Rhymes, either fuccejpve, alternate, or triple 5 I am
perfwaded, the Copyifts have made a flip here. For by making
a Triplet of the three laft Lines quoted, Birth in the Ciofe of
the hilt Line is quite deftitute of any Rhyme to ir. Befides,

what a difpleafing Identity of Sound recurs in the Middle

and Clofe of this Verfe?

Than wi/b a Snow in May'j new-fangled Shows,

Again; new-fangled Shows feems to have very little Propriety.

The Flowers are not new-fangled; but the Earth is new-fangled

by the Piofuficn and Variety of the Flowers, that fpring on

its Bofom in May, I have thexefoie ventui'd to fubftitute,

Earthy
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At Chriftmas I no more defire a rofe,

Than wifti a {now in May's new-fangled Earth :

But like of each thing , that in feafon grows.

So you, to ftudy now it is too late,

Climb o'er the houfe t'unlock the little gate.

King. Well, fit you out— Go home, Biron : Adieu!
Biron. No, my good lord, I've fworn to liay 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 fame ; y
And to the ftricVft decrees I'll write my name. C

King.How well this yielding refcues thee from fliame f j
Biron, Item, That no woman fhall come within a

mile of my Court, \rtading%

Hath this been proclaimed \

Long. Four days ago.

Biron. Let's fee the penalty.

On pain of lofing 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 penalty.

Biron. A dangerous law againft gentility ! (3)

Iteniy

£arth 9 in the Clofe of the 3d Line, which reftores the alter'

nate Meafure. It was very eafy for a negligent Tranfcriber to

be deceiv'd by the Rhyme immediately preceding, fo miftake
the concluding Word in the fequent Line, and corrupt it into

One that would chime with the Other.

(3) sA dangerous Law againft Gentility.] I have ventur'd to

prefix the Name of Biron to this Line, it being evident, for

two Reafons, that it, by fome Accident or other, flipt out of
the printed Books. In the firft place, Longaville confefies, he
had devis'd the Penalty: and why he fhould immediately ar-

raign it as a dangerous Law, feems to be very inconfiftent. In
the next place, it is much more natural for Biron to make
this Reflexion, who is cavilling at every things and then for

him to purfue his reading over the remaining Articles.

—

H 4. As
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Item, \reading\. If any man be feen to talk with a
woman within the term of three Years, he lhall endure
fuch publick fhame as the reft of the Court can poflibly

d^yife.

This article, my liege, your felf muft break;

For, veil vcr; know, here comes in embaiTy

The Trencrj King1
daughter with your feif to fpeak,

A maid of grace and compleat majefty,

About Surrender up of Aquitain

To her decrepit, fick, 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 for*

got.

Birc7:, So fludy evermore is cveriTiot

;

While it doth fludy to have what it would,
It doth forget to do the thing it mould :

And when it hath the thing it hunteth moft,

'Tis won, as towns with Fire ; fo won, fo loft.

King. We muft of force, difpenfe with this decree,

She muft lye here on mere necelftty.

Biron. Necelhty will make us all forfworn

Three thoufand times within this three years' fpace ;

For every man v/ith his affects is born

:

Not by might mailer'd, but by fpecia! grace.

If I break faith, this word lhall fpeak for me :

I am forfworn on meer necelhty.

So to the laws at large I write my name,

And he, that breaks them in the leaft degree,

Stands in Attainder ofeternal fhame.

Saggeftions are to others, as to me ;

But, 1 believe, although I feem fa loth,

1 am the laft that will laft keep his oath.

As to the Word Gentility, here, it does not tlgnify that Rank
of People call'd, Gentry, but what the French exprefs by, genti-

UJfes, i. e. elegantia, urbanitas. And then the Meaning is this.

Such a Law, lor banilhing Women from the Court, is dange-

ious, or injurious, to P*litemfs 9 Urbanity, and the more rerin'd

Pleafures of Life. Foi Men without Women would turn brutal,

and favage, in theii Natures and Behaviour.
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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 famicn planted,

That hath a mint of phrafes in his brain :

One, whom the mufick of his own vain tongue

Doth ravifti, like inchanting harmony :

A man of complements, whom right and wrong
Have chofe as umpire of their mutiny.

This child of fancy, that Armado hight,

For interim to our Studies, mail relate

In high-born words the worth of many a Knight

From tawny Spain, loft in the world's debate*

How you delight, my lords, I know not, I ;

But, I proteft, I love to hear him lie

;

And I will ufe him for my minftrelfie.

Biron. Armado is a moll illuftrious wight,

A man of fire-new words, fafhion's own Knight.

Long. Coftard the fwain, and he, mail be our fport ;

«

And, fo toitudy, three years are but fhort.

Enter Dull and Coftard with a letter.

Dull. Which is the King's own perfoh ? (4)

Biron. This, fellow ; what would'ft ?

Dull: I my felf reprehend his own perfon, for I ami
his Grace's

,
Tharborough : but I would fee his own t

perfon in flefh and blood.

Biron. This is he.

Dull. Signior Anne, Arme— commends you*
There's villany abroad ; this letter will tell you more.

Cofl. Sir, the Contempts thereof are as touching me,
King. A letter from the magnificent Armada.

(4) Dull, which is the Duke's own Perfon The King of Na-
varre is in fcveral Paflages, thro' all the Copies, call'd the

Duke: but as this muft have fprung rather from the Inadver- -

tence of the Editors, than a Forgetfulnefs in the Poet, I have j

eveiy whcie, to avoid Confufion, tetioi'diO^ to the Text.

H 5 Biron, .
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Bircn. How low foever the matter, I hope in God
for high words.

Long. A high hope for a low having ; Gcd grant us

patience ! (5)

Biron. To hear, or forbear hearing ?

Long. To hear meekly, Sir, to laugh moderately, or

to forbear both.

Biron. Well, Sir, be it as the Stile mall give us caufe

to climb in the merrinefs..

Cofi. The matter is to me, Sir, as concerning Ja-
qnenetta.

The manner of it is, I was taken with the manner.

Biron. In what manner ?

Cofi. 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-; for the form,

in fome form.

Biron. For the following, Sir ?

Cofi. As it mall follow in my correction; and God
defend the right

!

King. Will you hear the letter with attention ?

Biron. As we would hear an oracle.

Cofi. Such is the ftmplicity of man to hearken after

the flefh.

(5) *A high hope for a low heaven ; ] A l$w heaven, fure, is *

very intricate Matter to conceive. But our accurate Editors

leem to obferve the Rule of Horace, whenever a moot Point

ftaggers them, dignus vindice nodus j ana>where they cannot

overcome a Difficulty, they bring in Heaven to untie the Knot.

As God grant us Patience immediately follow'd, they thought,

Heaven of Confequence muft be coupled with it. But, I dare

warrant, I have retriev'd the Poet's true Reading ; and the

Meaning is this. " Tho' you hope for high Words, and fhould
H have them, it will be but a low Acquifition at beft". This

our Poet calls a low Having : and it is a Subftantive, which

he lifes in feveial other Paiftges,

King
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King, Reat deputy, the welkin's vicegerent, and
reads. VJ Jole eliminator of Navarre, my JouVs earth?

s

God, and bodf s fojiring patron

Coji. Not a word of Coftard yet.

King. So it is

Coji. It may be fo; but if he fay it is fo, he is, iir

telling true, . but fo.

King. Peace

Coji. Be to me, and every man that dares not fight

!

King. No words —

—

Coji. Of other men's fecrets, I befeech you.

King. So it is, Bejieged with fable- coloured melancho-

ly, I did commend the black opprejfing humour to the moji

wholejome phyfick of thy health-giving air ; and as lam
a gentleman, betook my felf to walk : The time, when?
about thefixth hour, when beafts moji graze, birds befl

peck, and men fit down to that nourijhment which is

called Jupper : Jo much for the time, when. Now for
the ground, which: which, I mean, 1 walkt upon ; it

is ycleped, thy park. Then for the place, where ;

.

where, I mean, I did encounter that obfeene and moji

prepojierous event, that draweth from my Jnow- white
pen the ebon- colour 'd ink, which here thou vieweji, be-

holdejl, Jurveyeji, or Jeeji. But to the place, where ;
-

It Jiandeth north-north- eaji and by eaji from the weJ
corner of thy curious-knotted garden. There did I Jee

that low-JpiritedJwain, that baje minow of thy ?nirth*

.

\
Coji. Me ? ) that unletteredJmall-knowing foul, (

Coji.

Me ? ) that Jballow vajfal,
(
Coji. Still me ? ) which,

as 1 remember, bight Coilard ; (
Coji. O me ! ) forttd

and conjorted, contrary to thy ejiablijhed proclaimed edict

and continent canon, with, with, —— O with,— but-

with this Ipajfion to Jay wherewith :

Coji. With a wench.
King. With a child of our grandmother Eve, a fe-

male; or for thy more underjianding, a woman', him*
I [as my ever-ejleemfd duty pricks me on) have Jent to

thee, to receive the ?need of punijh?nent % by thy jweet
Grace's officer, Anthony Dull, a man of good repute ,

carriage, bearing and ejlimation.
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Dull. Me, an't mall pleafe you : I am Anthony Dull.
King. For Jaquenetta, [fo is the weaker vejfel call d)

which I apprehended with the afore/aid/wain, I keep

her as a vaffal of thy law's fury, andJhall at the leaft

of thy fweet notice bring her to tryal. Thine in all com-
plements 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. Ay ; the bell for the worft. But, firrah, what
fay you to this ?

Coft. Sir, I confefs the wench.
King. Did you hear the proclamation ?

Coft. I do confefs much of the hearing it, but little of
the marking of it.

King. It was proclaim'd a year's imprifonment to be

taken with a wench.

Coft. I was taken with none, Sir, I was taken with
a damofel.

King, Well, it was proclaimed damofel.

Coft. This was no damofel neither, Sir, fhe was a
virgin.

King. It is fo varied too, for it was proclaim'd virgin.

Coft. 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 lliall faft

a week with bran and water.

Coft. 1 had rather pray a month with mutton and

porridge.

King. And Don Armado mail be your keeper. My
lord Biron, fee him deliver'd o'er.

And go we, lords, to put in practice that,

Which each to other hath fo ftrongly fworn. [Exe.

Biron. I'll lay my head to any good man's hat,

Thefe oaths and laws will prove an idle fcorn.

Sirrah, come on.

Coft. I fuffer for the truth, Sir : for true it is, I was

taken
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taken with Jaquenetta, and Jaquenetta is a true girl

;

and therefore welcome the four cup of profperity : af-

fliction may one day fmiie again, and until then, fit

thee down, forrow. [ExeunA

SCENE changes to Armado'j Houfe.

Enter Armado, and Moth.

Arm. O Y, what fign is it, when a man of great

ffj fpirit grows melancholy ?

Moth. A great fign, Sir, that he will look fad.

Arm. Why, fadnefs is one and the felf-fame thing,

dear imp.

Moth. No, no ; O lord, Sir, no.

Arm. How can'il thou part fadnefs and melancholy,

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? why, tender Juve-
nile ?

Arm. I fpoke it, tender Juvenile, as a congruent

epitheton, 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 faying

apt ? or I apt, and my faying pretty ?

Arm. Thou pretty, becaufe little.

Moth. Little ! pretty, becaufe little ; wherefore apt ?

Arm. And therefore apt, becaufe quick.

Moth. Speak you this in my praife, mailer ?

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
Jieat'ii my blood. .

Moth,
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Moth. I am anfwer'd, Sir.

^r^. I love not to be croft.

Msth. He ipeaks the clean contrary, crofTes love no!

him.
Arm I have promis'd to ftudy three years with the

King.
iVib/A. You may do i: in an hour, Sir.

Arm. Impcluble.

Moth. How many is one thrice told ?

Arm. I am ill a; reckoning, i: fits the fpirit of t

tapper.

M»tb. Vcu are a gentleman, and a gamerter.

Arm, I ccnfefs both ; they are both the varnifh of a

com pleat man.
Moth. Then, I am fare, you know how much the

grofs fam 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
bm?a three kud:ed ere you'll thrice Brink; and how
eafie it is to put years to the word three, and ftudy

three years in two words, the cancing-hcrfe will tell

you.

Arm. A moft fine figure.

Moth. To prove you 2 cypher.

Arm. I will hereupon confefs, I am in love ; and, as

it is bale for a feldier to love, fo I am in love with a

bafe wench. If drawing my fword againft the humour
of afYection would deliver me from the reprobate

thought of it, I would take Deiire priibner ; and ran-

fom him to any French courtier for a new devis'd cart'fie.

I think it fcorn to f:gh ; methinks, I mould out-fwear

Cupid. Comfort me, boy ; what great men have been

in love ?

Moth. Hercules, mafter.

Ar?n. Moft lweet Hercules ! More authority, dear

boy, name more ; and, fweet my child, let them be

men of good repute and carriage.

Mtfb* Samp/on, matter; he was a man of good car-

riage ;
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riage ; great carnage ; for he carried the town- gates on
his b?.ck like a porter, and he was in love.

Arm. O well-knit Sampfon, ftrong-jointed Samp/on f

I do excel thee in my rapier, as much as thou didit me
in carrying gates. I am in love too. Who was Snmf>~

fen's love, my dear Moth ?

Moth. A woman, matter.

Arm. Of what complexion ?

Moth. Of all the four, or the three, or the two, or

©ne 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, Sampjon had
fmall reafon for it. He, furely, affected her for her

wit.

Moth. It was fo, Sir, for me had a green wit.

Arm. My love is molt immaculate white and red.

Moth. Moll maculate thoughts, matter, are mask'd
under fuch colours.

Arm. Define, define, well-educated infant.

Moth, My father's wit, and my mother's tongue, af-

fitt me

!

Arm. Sweet invocation of a child, moll pretty and
pathetical \

Moth. If me be made of white and red,

Her faults will ne'er be known ;

For blulhing cheeks by faults are bred,

And fears by pale-white mown ;

Then if fhe fear, or be to blame,

By this you mall not know ;

For ftill her cheeks poflefs the fame,

Which native Ihe doth owe.

A dangerous rhime, matter, againtt the reafon of white
and red.

Arm. Is there not a ballad, boy, of the King and the

Beggar ?

Moth. The world was guilty of fuch a ballad fome
three
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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.

Arm. I will have that fubjedl newly writ o'er, that

I may example my digreflion by fome mighty presi-

dent. Boy, I do love that country girl, that I took

in the park with the rational hind Cojfard; ille deferves

well

Moth. To be whipp'd and yet a better love than my
mafter.

Arm. Sing, boy ; my fpirit grows heavy in love.

Moth. And that's great marvel, loving a light wench,
Arm. I fay, fing.

Moth. Forbear, 'till this company is part.

Enter Coflard, Dull, Jaquenetta a Maid.

Dull. Sir, the King's pleafure is, that you keep Co-

Jlard fafe, and you mull let him take no delight, nor

no penance ; but he muft fall three days a week. For

this damfel, I mufl keep her at the park, me is allow'd

for the day-woman. Fare you well.

Arm. I do betray my felf with bluftiing : maid,—
Jaq. Man,—

—

Arm. I will vifit thee at the lodge.

Jaq. That's here by.

Arm. I know, where it is fituate*

Jaq. Lord, how wife you are !

Arm. I will tell thee wonders.

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. (6)

[Exeunt Dull and Jaquenetta.

Arm.

(6) Maid. Fair Weather after you. Come, Jaquenetta, aivay.]

Thus all the printed Copies: but the Editors have been guilty

of much Inadvertence. They make Jayucnetta, and a Maid
enter t
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Arm. Villain, thou malt faft for thy offence, ere thou

be pardoned.

Coft. Well, Sir, I hope, when I do it, I mall do it

on a full itomach.

Arm. Thou {halt be heavily punifh'd.

Coft, I am more bound to you, than your followers

;

for they are but lightly rewarded.

Arm. Take away this villain, ITiut him up.

Moth. Come, you tranfgreffing flave, away.

Coft. Lcc me no: be pent up, Sir ; I will faft, being

looi'e.

Moth. No, Sir, that were fait and loofe ; thou malt

to prifon.

Coft. Well, if ever I do lee the merry 'days of def-
lation that I have ken, fone (nail fee

Moth. What mail fome fee ?

Coft. Nay, nothing, mailer Moth 9 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 affect the very ground (which is bafe)

where her (hoe (which is bafe:) guided by her foot

(which is bafeft) doth tread. I fhall be forfworn, which
is a great argument of falfhccd, if I love. And how
can that be true love, which is falfly attempted ? 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 excel-

lent itrength ; yet was Salomon fo (educed, and he had
a very good wit. Cupids but-fnaft is too hard for Her-
cules' s club, and therefore too much odds for a Spaniard^
rapier ; the firft and fecond caufe will not ferve my

enter: whereas Jacjuenetta is the only Maid intended by the

Poet, and who is committed to the Cuftody of Dull, to be
convey'd by him to the Lodge in the Park. This being the

Cafe, it is evident to Demembration, that Fair Weather

After you muft be fpoken by Jaqmnetta\ and then that

Dull fays to her, Come, Jaqueuetta, aw*}, as I have iegula:ed

the Text.

turn?.
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turn; the Paffado he refpetts not, the Duello he re~

gards not ; his difgrace is to be call'd boy ; but his glo-

ry is to fubdue men. Adieu, valour ! ruft, rapier ! be
ftill, drum ! for your manager is in love ; yea, he loveth.

Affift me, fome extemporal God of rhime, for, I am
fure, 1 mall turn fonnet. Devife wit, write pen, for I
am for whole volumes in folio. [Exit.

II.

SCENE, be/on the King of Navarre**

Palace.

Enter the Princefs of France, Rofaline, Maria, Catha*

rine, Boyet, Lords and other attendants.

B o y e t.

NOW, Madam, fummon up your deareft fpirits ;

Connder, whom the King your father fends

;

To whom he fends, and what's his embafly.
Tour felf, held precious in the world's efleem,

To parley with the fole inheritor

Of all perfections that a man may owe,
Matchlefs Navarre ; the plea, of no lefs weight
Than dquitain, a dowry for a Queen.
Be now ae 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 Boyet, my beauty, though but mean^
Needs not the painted flourifh of your praife

;

Beauty is bought by judgment of the eye,

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 ; good Boyety
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You are not ignorant, all- telling fame

Doth uoife abroad, Navarre hath made a vow,
'Till painful ftudy mail 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 worthinefs, we fingle you
As our belt-moving fair follicitor.

Tell him, the daughter of the King of France,

On ferious bufinefs, craving quick difpatch,

Importunes perfonal conference with his Grace.

Hafte, fignirie fo much, while we attend,

Like humble-vifag'd fuitors, his high will.

Boyet. Proud of imployment, willingly I go. [Exift

Prin. All pride is willing pride, and yours is fo

;

Who are the votaries, my loving lords,

That are vcw-feliows with this virtuous King ?

Lord. Longa-jille is one.

Prin. Know you the man ?

Mar. I knew him, M x)am > at a marriage-feaft,

Between lord Perigort and the beauteous heir

Of J'aques Paulconbridge folemnized.

In Normandy faw I this Longaville,

A man of lovereign parts he is efteem'd ;

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,

(If virtue's glofs will ftain with any foil,)

Is a fharp wit, match'd with too blunt a will

;

Whoie edge hath power to cut, whofe will ftill wills

It mould fpare none, that come within his power.

Prin. Some merry-mocking lord, belike; is'tfo?

Mar. They fay fo moil, that moft his humours
know.

Prin. Such fhort-liv'd wits do wither as they grow.
Who are the reft ?

Cath. The young Dumain, a well-accomplifh'd youth,

Of all that virtue love, for virtue lovM.

Moil power to do moft harm, leaft knowing ill

;

For
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For he hath wit to make an ill fhape good,
And lhape to win grace, tho' he had no wit.
I faw him at the Duke Alanfin** once,

And much too little of that gocd I faw,

Is my report to his great worthiness.

Ro/a. Another of thefe ftudents at that time
Was there with him, as I have heard a truth ;

Bison they call him ; but a merrier man,
Within the limit of becoming mirth,

I never fp.°nt an hour's talk withal.

His eye begets cccanon for his wit

;

For every object, that the one doth catch,

The other turns to a mirth-moving jeft

;

Which his fafr tongue (conceit's expofitor)

Delivers in fuch apt and gracious words,

That aged ears play truant at his tales

;

And younger hearings are quite raviihed ;

So fweet and voluble is his difecurfe.

Prin. God blefs my ladies, are they all in love.

That every one her own hath garniihed

With fuch bedecking ornaments of praife

!

Mar. Here comes Boyet.

Enter Boyet.

Prin. Now, what admittance, Lord?
Boyet. Ka-arre had notice cf your fair approach \

And he and his competitors in oath

Were all addreii to meet you, gentle lady,

Before I came : marry, thus much I've learnt,

He rather means to lodge you in the field,

Like one that comes here to beliege his Court,

Than feek a difpenfation for his oath,

To let you enter his unpeopled houfe.

Here comes Navarre.

Enter the King, Longavillc, Dumain, Biron, and

Attendants.

Kite. Fair Princefs, welcome to the Court of Na-
a

<varre. T

Prin. Fair, I rive ycu back again ; and welcome 1

~ have
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have not yet : the roof of this Courtis too high to be

*yours ; and welcome to the wide fields, too bale to be
mine.

King. You mail be welcome, Madam, to my Court.

Prin. I will be welcome then ; conduct me thither.

King. Hear me, dear lady, I 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 fhall break its will, and nothing
elfe.

King. Your Iadyfhip is ignorant what it is.

Prin. Were my Lord fo, his ignorance were wife,

Where now his knowledge mult prove ignorance.

I hear, your Grace hath fworn out houfe-keeping

:

- 'Tis deadly fin to keep that oath, my Lord ;

And 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 refolve me in my fuit.

King. Madam, I will, if fuddenly I may.
Prin. You will the fooner, that I were away ;

For you'll prove perjur'd, if you make me ftay.

Biron. Did not I dance with you in Brabant once ?

Rof. Did not I dance with you in Brabant once ?

Biron. I know, you did.

Rof. How needlefs was it then to ask the queltion ?

Biron. You muft not be fo quick.

Rof. 'Tis long of you, that fpur me with fuch

quefticns.

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 mould ask.

Biron, Now fair befall your mask

!

Rof Fair fall the face it covers

!

Biron, And fend you many lovers

!

Rof. Amen, fo you be none !

Biron. Nay, then will I be gone.
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King. Madam, your father here doth intimate

The payment of a hundred thoufand crowns 3

Eeing but trT one half of an intire fum,
Disburfed by my father in his wars.

But fay, that he, or we, as neither have,

Receiv'd 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 1

If then the King your fother will reftore

But that one half which is unfatisfy'd,

We will give up our right in Aquitain,

And hold fair friendfhip with his Majefly :

But that, it feems, he little purpofeth,

For here he doth demand to have repaid

An hundred thoufand crowns ; and not demands, (7)

On payment of an hundred thoufand crowns,

To have his title live in Aquitain ;

Which we much rather had depart withal,

And have the mony by our father lent,

Than Aquitain fo gelded as it is.

Dear Princefs, were not his requefts fo far

From reafon's yielding, your fair felf fhould make

(7) <And not demands

One payment of an hundred thoufand Crowns,

To have his Title live in Aquitaine.]

The old Books concur in this Reading, and Mr. Pope has em-

braced it ; tho', as I conceive, it is ftark Nonfenfe, and repug-

nant to the Circumftance fuppos'd by our Foet. I have, by

reforming the Pointing, and throwing out a iingle Letter, re-

flor'd, I believe, the genuine Senfe of the PalTage. ^uitam
was pledg'd, it feems, to Navarre's father, for 2cccco Crowns.

The French King pretends to have paid one Moiety of this

Debt, (which Navarre knows nothing of,) but demands this

Moiety back again : inftead whereof (fays Navarre) he fhould

rather pay t;ie remaining Moiety, and demand to have ^Aqui-

tain redelivei'd up to him. This is plain and eafy Keafoning

upon the Patt fuppos'd; and Navarre declares, he had rather

receive theKelidue of his Debt, than detain the Province mort-

gag'd for Secuiity of it,

A
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A yielding 'gainft feme reafon in my breafl

;

And go well fatisfied to France again,

Prin. You do the King my father too much wrong,
And wrong the reputation of your name,
In fo unfeeming 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 up dquitain.

Prin. We arrefl your word :

Soyety you can produce acquittances

For fuch a fum, from fpecial officers

Of Charles his father.

King. Satis fie me fo.

Toxet. So pleafe your Grace, the packet is not come;
Where that and other fpecialties are bound :

To morrow you mall have a figh t of them

.

King. It fhall fufEce me ; at which interview,

All liberal reafon I 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 mail deem your felf ledg'd in my heart,

Tho' fo deny'd fair harbour in my houfe :

Your own good thoughts excufe me, and farewel

;

Prin. Sweet health and fair defires confort your
Grace !

King. Thy own Wifh wifli I thee, in every place.

Biron. Lady, I will commend you to my own heart,

Rof. I pray you, do my commendations

;

would be glad to fee it.

Biron. I would, you heard it groan.

Rof Is the fool fick ?

Biron. Sick at the heart.

Rof Alack, iet it blood.

Biron. Would that do it good ?

To morrow we fhall vifit

[Exit.

Rof
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Rof. My phyfick fays, ay.

Biron. Will you prick't with your eye ?

Rof. No, poynt, with my knife.

Blrzn. Now God lave tny life I

Rcf. And yours from long living !

Biron. I cannot Hay thankfgiving. [Exit.

Dum. Sir, I pray you a word : what lady is that

fame

:

Boyet. The heir of Alanfen , Rofaline her name.

Dum. A gallant lady ; Monneur, fare you well.

[ Exit.

L:-'ig. I befeech ycu, 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 her felf; to defire That,
were a fhame.

L:?:g. Pray you, Sir, whole daughter ;

B'y.et. Her mother's, I have heard.

Long. G:d's bleiTmg on your beard !

Boyet. Good Sir, be not offended.

She is an heir of Taul:abridge.

Long. Nay, my choiler is ended :

She is a moil fweet lady.

Boyet. Not unlike, Sir ; that may be. [Exit Long.
Biro*. What's her name in the cap ?

Boyet. Catharine, by good hap.

Biron. Is fr.e wedded, or no :

Boyet. To her will, Sir, or fo.

Biron. You are welcome, Sir : adieu !

Boyet. Farewel to me, Sir, and welcome to you.

[Exit Biron."

Mar. That laft is Biron, the merry mad-cap lord ;

Not a word with him but a jeft.

Boyet. And every jell but a word.

frin. It was veil dene of you to take him at his

word.

Bo-,et. I was as willing to grapple, as he was to board.

Mar. Two hot Iheeps, marry,
Boyet.
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Boyet. And wherefore not fhips ?

No fheep, (fweet lamb) unlefs we feed on your lips.

Mar. You iheep, and I pafture, mall that finifh the

jeft?

So you grant pafture for me.

Mar. Not fo, gentle beait

;

My lips are no common, though feveral they be.

Boyet. Belonging to whom ?

Mar. To my fortunes and me.

Prin. Good wits will be jangling ; but, gentles,

agree.

This civil war of wits were much better us\i

On Navarre and his book-men ; for here 'tis abus'd,

Boyet. If my obfervacion, (which very feldom lies)

By the heart's frill rhetorick, difclofed with eyes,

Deceive me not now, Navarre is infected.

Prin. With what ?

Boyet. With that which we lovers intitle affected.

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 exprefTed :

His tongue, all impatient to fpeak and not fee,

Did Humble with hafte in his eye-fight to be

:

All fenfes to that fenfe did make their repair,

To feel only looking on faireft of fair ;

Mechought, all his fenfes were leck'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 paft.

His face's own margent did quote fuch amazes,
That all eyes faw his eyes inchanted with gazes

:

I'll give you Anuitain, and all that is his,

An' you give him for my fake but one loving kifs.

Prin. Come, to our pavilion : Boyet is difpos'd—
Boyet. But to fpeak that in words, which his eye

hath difclos'd ;

VO L. II. I
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I only have made a mouth of his eye,

By adding a tongue which I know will net lie.

Rof. Thcu 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, fcr her father

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 too hard for me. (8) [Exeunt.

SCENE, the Park; near the Palace.

Enter Armado and Moth.

Arm. TT7Arb!e, child; make pafiionate my fenfe of

Yy hearing.

Moth. Concolinel [SIrgzng.

Arm. Sweet Air ! go, tendernefs of years ; take this

key, give inlargement to the fvvain ; bring him +
tili-

nately hither: 1 mull employ him in a letter to my
love.

Moth. Matter, will you win your love with a French

brawl ?

Arm. How mean'ft thou, brawling in Trench?

(S) Boyet. Tott are too hard for me.} Here, in all the Books,

the 2d Aft is made to end ; but in my Opinion very mifbken-

ly. I have ventured to vary the Regulation of the four laft

Afts from the printed Copies, for thele Reafons. Hitherto,

the 2d Aft has been of the Extent of 7 Tar;es; the 3d but

of 5 ; and the 5th of no lefs than 29. And this Difpropor-

tion of Length has ciouded too many Incideius into fome

Afts, and left the others quite barren. I have now reduced

them into a much better Equality 5 and diftributed the Buli-

aefs likewife, (fuch as it is,) into a mote uniform Caft.

Moth%
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Moth. No, my compleat mailer (9) ; but to jig off a

tune at the tongue's end, canary to it wifn y ;ur reer,

humour it with turning up your eyelid- ; figh a note

and fing a note ; fome:imes through the throat, as if

you fwailow'd love with fingirglove ; fometimes through
the nofe, as if you fnuft up "love by fmelling love; with
your hat penthoufe-like, o'er the (hop of your eyes ;

with your arms croft on your thin belly doublet, like a
rabbet on a fpit ; or your hands in your pocket, like a
man after the old painting; and keep no: too long in

one tune, but a (hip and away : thefe are complements,
thefe are humours; thefe betray nice wenches that

would be betray'd without thefe, and make the men of

note (10) : do you note men, that are moil affected to

thefe?

Arm. How haft thou purchas'd this experience ?

Moth. By my pen of obfervation.

Arm. But O, but O
Moth. The hobby-horfe is forgot. (11)

Arm.

(9) Moth. No, my compleat Mafter, &c] This whole Speech

has been fo terribly confufed in the Pointing, through all the

Editions hitherto, that not the leaft glimmering of Senle was

to be pick'd out of it. As I have regulated the PalTage, I

think, Moth delivers both good Senfe and good Humour.

(10) thefe betray nice Wenches, that -would be betray'

d

•withoHt thefe, and make them Men of Note.] Thus all the Edi-

tors, with a Sagacity worthy of Wonder. But who will ever be-

lieve, that the odd Attitudes and AfFe&ations of Lovers, by
which they betray young Wenches, ihould have power to make
thofe young Wenches Men of Note? This is a Transformation,

which, I dare fay, the Poet never thought of. His Meaning is,

that they not only inveigle the young Girls, but make the Me*
taken notice of too, who affe& them.

(11) Arm. But O, but O
Moth. The Hobby-horfe is forgot.} The Humour of this

Reply of Moth's to ^Armado, who is lighing in Love, cannot
be taken without a little Explanation: nor why there ftiould

be any room for making fuch a Reply. In the Rites formerly
«bferv*d for the Celebration of M^day, befides thofe now

I z iWi
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Arm. Call' ft thou my love hobby -horfe ?

Moth* -No, mailer j the hobby-horfe is but a colt,

and your love, perhaps, a hackney : but have you for-

got your love ?

Arm. TUmcft I had.

Moth. Negligent ftudent, learn her by heart.

Arm. By heart, and in heart, boy.

Moth. And cut of heart, mailer : all thofe three I

will prove.

Arm. What wilt thou prove ?

Moth. A man, if I live : And this by, in, and out

of, upon the iniiant : 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 ; and cut cf heart

you love her, being out of heart that you cannot en-

joy her.

Arm. I am all thefe three.

Moth. And three times as much more ; and yet no-

thing at all

Ar?n. Fetch hither the fwain, he muft carry me a

letter.

Moth. A meiTage well fymfathiz'd ; a horfe to be

embafiador for an afs.

Arm. Ka, ha; what fay 'it thou ?

Moth. Marry, Sir, you mud fend the afs upon the

horfe, for he is very flow- gated : but I go.

US*d of hanging a Pole with Garlands, and dancing round it,

a Toy was dreft up reprefenting Tvlaid Marian^ another, like

a Fryar-, and another rode on a Hobby-horfe, with Bells jing-

ling, and pointed Streamers. After the \efoim<xtion took

place, and Pretifidns multiplied, thefe latter Rites were Jook'd

upon to favour of Pa« ntjn 5 and then Maid Marian, thef ryar9

and the poor rhbby-horfe were turn'd out of the Gaines. Some,

who were not fo wifely precife, but regretted the Difufe of the

Hoiby-borje, no doubt, fatiriz'd this Sufpicion of idolatry, and

archly rote the Epitaph above alluded to Now Moth, hearing

lArmado groan ridiculoufly, and cry out, But oh ! but M
tumoiftdufly pieces out his Exclamation with the SequcJ of

this Epitaph: which is putting his Maftei's Love F^Jjion, and

the Lofs of the lloiby-horjc, on a footing,

Artn.
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Arm. The way is but fhort; away.

Moth. As fwift as lead, Sir.

Ar?n. Thy meaning, pretty ingenious ?

Is not lead a metal heavy, 'dull and flow ?

Moth. Minime, honelt mailer ; or rather, matter, no.

Arm. I fay, lead is flow.

Moth. You are too fwift, Sir, to fay fo.

Is that lead flow, Sir, which is hVd from a gun ?

Arm. Sweet fmoak of rhetorick !

He reputes me a cannon ; and the bullet, that's he

:

I fhoot thee at the iwain.

Moth. Thump then, and I fly. \_Exif.

Arm. A moil acute Juvenile, voluble and tree of

grace ;

By thy ravour, fvveet welkin, I mud figh in thy face.

Moft rude melancholy, valour gives thee place.

My herald is ret urn'd.

Re-enter Moth and Coftard.

Moth. A wonder, mailer, here's a Coftard broken in

a (hi::,

Arjn. 60m. - enigma, fome riddle; come, thy Penvoy
begin.

Coft. No egma, no riddle, no Venvoy ; no falve in the

male, Sir. O Sir, plantan, a plain plan tan ; no V en-

voy, no P'envoy, or falve, Sir, but plantan.

Arm. By vertue, thou en:orce;t laughter ; thy filly

thought, my fpleen ; the heaving of my lungs pro-

vokes me to ridiculous fniiling : O pardon me, my
ftars ! doth the inconsiderate take falve for Penvoy, and
the word Penvoy ior a falve ?

Moth. Docli che wife think them other? is not Pen-

voy a falve ?

Arm. No, page, 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 yoar mural, and
do you follow with my Penvoy.
The fox, the ape, and the humble-bee, •

Were Mill at odds, being but three*

I 3 There's
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There's the moral, now the Venvoy.
" Moth. I will add the Penvoy ; fay the moral agam.
Arm. The fox, the ape, and the humble-bee,

Were ftrll at odds, being but three.

Mcth. Until the goofe came out of door,
And ftay'd the odds by adding four.

A good Penvoy, ending in the goofe ; would you defire

more ?

Coft. The boy hath fold him a bargain ; a goofe,

that's flat

;

Sir, your penny-worth is good, an' your goofe beiat»
To fell a bargain well is as canning as fail and loofe.

Let me fee a fat PeMn/oy ; I, that's a fat goofe.

Arm. Come hither, come hither ;

Kow did this argument begin ?

Moth. By faying, that a Cojlard was broken in a filing

Then call'd you for a Penvoy.
Coft. True, and I for a plantan ;

Thus came the argument in ;

Then the boy's fat Penvoy, the goofe that you bought,
And he ended the market.

Arm. But tell me ; how was there a Coftard broken
in a fhin ?

L':cth. I will tell you fenfibly.

Coft. Thou haft no feeling of it, Moth,
I wii fpeak that Penvoy.

C oftard running out, that was fafely within,

Fell over the threfhold, and broke my fhin.

Arm. We will talk no more of this matter.

Coft. 'Till there be mere matter in the Ihin.

Arm. birrah, Coftar.d, I will infranchife thee.

Cuf\ O, marry me to one Francis ; I fmell fome
tentyoy, fome goofe in this.

Arm. By my fweet foul, I mean, fetting thee at li-

berty ; ^r.
r~LcJoming thy perfon ; thou wert immur'd,

1 eil rained, p t i v a ted , ...bound

.

£oft\ rue, true, and now you will be my purga-

tion, and let mc Ioofe.

Arm. 1 give thee thy liberty, fet thee from durance,

and, in lieu thereof, impofe on thee nothing but this

;

bear
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bear this fignificant to the country-maid Jaquenetta

;

there is remuneration; for the bed ward of mine ho-

nours is rewarding my dependants. Moth, follow,

[Exit.

Moth, Like the fequel, I. Signior Coftard> adieu.

{Exit.

Coft. My fweet ounce of man's flefn, my in-cony

yezv ! Now will I look to his remuneration. Remune-
ration ! O, that's the Latin word for three farthings

:

three farthings remuneration : What's the price of this

incle ? a penny. No, I'll give you a remuneration :

why, it carries it. Remuneration !—why, it is a fairer

na:ne than a French crown (12). I will never buy and
fell out of this word.

Enter Biron.

Biron. O my good knave Coftxrd, exceedingly well

met.

Coft. Pray you, Sir, how much carnation ribbon may
a man buy for a remuneration ?

Biron. What is a remuneration ?

Coft. Marry, Sir, half-penny farthing.

Biron. O, why then three farthings worth of filk.

Coft. I thank your worfhip, God be with you.

Biron. O ftay, flave, I muf! employ thee :

As thou wilt win my favour, my good knave,

Do one thing for me that I fhall intreat.

Coft. When would you have it done, Sir ?

Biron. O, this afternoon.

Coft. Well, I will do it, Sir : fare you well.

Biron. O, thou knoweft not what it is.

Coft. I fhall know, Sir, when I have done it*-

Biron. Why, villain, thou mull know firft.

(12) No) 2
9
11 give you a Remuneration : W»y ? It carries its

l^em'Aneration. V/hy ? It is a fairer Name than a French Crown.]
Thus this PafTage has hitherto been writ, and pointed, with-

out any Regard to Common Senfe, or Meaning. The Reform,
that 1 have made, flight as it is, makes it both intelligible

dud humourous.

I 4 Coft.
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Coft. I will come to your wormip to morrow morn-
ing.

Biron. It mult 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 ;

When tongues fpeak fweetly, then they name her name,
And Rojaline they call her ; ask for her,

And to her fweet hand fee thou do commend
This feaPd-up counfel. There's thy guerdon ; go.

Cofi, Guerdon, O fweet guerdon ! better than re-

muneration, eleven pence farthing better : moft fweet
guerdon ! I will do it, Sir, in print. Guerdon, remu-
neration. \Exit>

Bircn. O ! and I, forfooth, in love

!

I, that have been love's whip ;

A very beadle to a humorous ligh :

A critick ; nay, a night-watch conflable f
A domineering pedant o'er the boy,

Than whom no mortal more magnificent.

This whimpled, whining, purblind, wayward boy,

This Signior junto's giant-dwarf, Dan Cupid, (13)

Regent

(13) This Signior Junio'j giant-dwarf, Dan Cupid.] It was

^ome time ago ingenioufly hinted to me, (and I readily came
into the Opinion; ) that as there was a Contraft of Terms in

tUnt- dwarf, fo, piobably, there (hould be in the Words im-

mediately preceding them ; and therefore that we fliould re-

ilore,

This Senior- junior, giant-dwarf, Dan Cupid,

i.e. this old, young Man. And there is, indeed, afterwards

in this Play, a Defcription of Cupid, which forts very aptly

with fuch an Emendation.

That was the way to make his Godhead wax,

For he hath been five thoufand years a Boy.

The Conjecture is exquifitely well imagin'd, and ought by all

means to be embrae'd, unlets there is reafon to think, that,

in the former Reading, there is an Allufion to fome Tale, or

Character in an old Play. I have not, on this Account, ven-

tured to diftuib the Text, becaufe there fcems to me fome rea-

fon
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Regent of love-rhimes, lord of folded arms,

TV 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, (14)

And wear his colours ! like a tumbler, lloop !

What ? I love ! I fue ! I feek a wife !

A Woman, that is like a Gtrman clock,

Still a repairing ; ever out of frame,

And never going aright, being a watch,

But being watch
T
d, that it mr.y flill go right t

{

Nay, to be rerjur'd, which is wont of all :

And, among three, to love the worn1 of all

;

A wliitely wanton with a x^elvet brow,

With two pitch balls {luck in her face for eyes

;

Ay, and by heav'n, one that will do the deed,

Tho' Argus were her eunuch and her guard ;

fan to fufpe&
5 that our Author is here alludfng to Beaumont-

and Fletcher's Bonduca. In that Tragedy there is the Chara&er

of one Junius, a Roman Captain, who falls in Love to Piftrac-

tion with one of Bonduca's Daughters; and becomes an

rant whining Slave to this Pafilon. He is afterwards cnr'd of
his Infirmity, and is as abloline a Tyrant againft the Sex.

Now, with regard to thefe two Extremes, Cupid might very

properly be ftiled Junius'* giant-dwarf: a Giant in his Eye,

while the Dotage was upo^ him; hut ihrunk into a Dwarf, fa

foon as he had got the beire*- of it.

(14) *And I to be a Corporal of bis Field,

And wear bis Colours like a Tumbler's hoop ! ]

A Corporal of a Field is quite a new reira : neither did the

Tumblers ever adorn their Hoops with Ribbands, that I can
learn: for Thofc were not carried in Parade about with them,
as the Fencer carries his Sword : Nor, if they were, is the Si-

militude at all pertinent to the Cafe in hand But to ftip like

a Tumbler agrees not only with that Profeffioa, and the ferviJe
;

Condefcenfions of a Lover, bur with what follow* in the Con-
text. What milled the wife Tranfcribers at tuft kerns This:
When once the Tumbler appeai'd, they thought, his Hoop muft
uot be far behind. Mi, Warbunon.

I S And



202 L o v e 's Labour's left.

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 neglect

Of his almighty, dreadful, little, Might.
Well, I will love, write, figh, pray, fue and groan :

Some men mufc love my lady, and feme Joan. [Exit.

ACT III.

SCENE, a Pavilion in the Park near

the Palace.

Enter the Princefs, Rofaline, Maria, Catharine,

Lords, Attendants, and a Forejler.

Princess.

WAS that the King, that fpurr'd his horfe fo

hard

Againlt the fteep uprifing of the hill ?

Boyet. I know not ; but, I think, it was not he.

Prin. Who e'er he was, he (hew'd a mounting mind,

Weil, lords, to day we fliall have our difpatch;

Or. Saturday we will return to France.

Then Forefter, my friend, where is the bum,
That we niuft Hand and play the murtherer in ?

Fcr. Here by, upon the edge of yonder coppice ;

A ftand, where you may make the faireft moot.

Pi hi. I thank my beaaty, I am fair, that moot

:

And thereupon thou fpeak'il the faireit (hoot.

For. Pardon me, madam : for I meant not fo.

Prin. What, what ? fiift praiie me, then again

fay, no ?

O ftxort-liv*d pride! not feirj alack, for wo!
For. Yes, madam, fair.

Prin. Nay, never paint me now ;

V. here :;ir u nor, praifc cannot mend the brow. *

Here,
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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.

Frin. See, fee, my beauty will be fav'd by merit

O herefie in fair, fit for thefe days!

A giving hand, though foul, mall have fair praife!

But come, the bow ; now mercy goes to kill,

And mooting well is then accounted ill.

Thus will I fave my credit in the (hoot,

Not wounding, Pity would not let me do't

:

If wounding, then it was to mew my Skill ;

That more for praife, than purpofe, meant to kill*

And, out of quefiion, fo it is fome times ;

Glory grows guilty of detefted crimes

;

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.

Coft. God dig-you-den all ; pray you, which is the

head lady ?

Prin. Thou malt know her, fellow, by the reft

that have no heads.

Coft. Which is the greateft lady, the higher! ?

Prin. The thickeii: and the tailelt.

Coft. The thickeii and the talleft ? it is fo, truth is

truth.

An' your wafle, miftrefs, were as (lender as my wii,

One o' thefe maids girdles for your wafte ihcuM be fit.

Are not you the cnief woman ? you are the d ickeft

here.

Prin. What's your will, Sir ? what's ycur wiil ?
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CoJI. I have a letter from Monfieur Biron, to one
lady Rofaline.

Vrin, O thy letter, thy letter : he's a good friend of

mine.

Stand afide, good bearer.— Boyet, you can carve ; (15}

Break up this capon.

Boyet. I am bound to ferve.

This letter is miftook, it importeth none here ;

It is writ to J'aquenetta.

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 mo ft infallib
1
e ;

true, that thou art beauteous ; truth it felf, that

thou art lovely ; more fairer than fair, beautiful than

beauteous, truer than truth it felf ; have commifera-
tion on thy heroical vaffal. The magnanimous and
molt illuilrate King Cophttua fet eye upon the pernici-

ous and indubitate beggar Zenelopbon ; and he it was
that might rightly fay, <veni 9 <vidi, <vici ; which to a-

natomize in the vulgar, (O bafe and obfeure vulgar !

)

^videlicet, he came, faw, and overcame ; he came, one ;

faw, two; overcame, three. Who came ? the King.

Why did he come ? to fee. Why did he fee ? to o-

vercome. To whom came he ? to the beggar. What
faw he? the beggar. Who overcame he ? the beggar.

The conclufion is victory; on whofe fide ? the King's

;

the captive is inrich'd : on whofe fide ? the beggar's.

1 he cataftrophe is a nuptial : on whofe fide ? the

(15) Boyet, yon can carve:

Brea\ up this Capon.] i. e. open this Letter.

Our Poet ufes this Metaphor, as the French do their Poulet %

which {ignifies both a young Fowl, and a Love-letter. Poulet,

*ma:ori* Litter* ; fay* TUcheJet t and quotes from VoitHrc, Re-

fovdre an plui obligtsnt Poulet du M*nde\ To reply to the moft

obliging Letttr in the World. The Italians ufe the fame man-
ner of Expieffion, when they call a Love-Epiftle, una Polli-

cet a amor 0fa. I ow'd the Hint of this equivocal ufe of the

Woid to my ingenious Friend Mr, £ijf.of>
J

King's

}
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King's ? no, on both in one, or one in both : I am
the King, (for fo ftands the comparifon) thou the

beggar, Tor fo witnefleth thy lowlinefs. Shall I com-
mand thy love ? I may. Shall I enforce thy love \ I

could. Shall I entreat thy love? I will. What malt
thou exchange for rags ? robes ; for tittles ? titles : for

thy felf? me. Thus expefting thy reply, I prophane
my lips on thy foot, my eyes on thy picture, and my
heart on thy every part.

Thine in the deareft defign of indujlry,

Don Adriano de Armado,

Thus dofl thou hear the Nemean lion roar
?Gainft thee, thou lamb, that ftandeft as his prey ;

SubmiiTive fall his princely feet before,

And he from forage will incline to play.

But if thou ftrive (poor foul) what art thou then ?

Food for his rage, repair ure 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 Armada is a Spaniard that keeps here in

Court,

A phantafme, a monarcho, and one that makes fport

To the Prince, and his book-mates^
Prin. Thou, fellow, a word :

Who gave thee this letter ?

Coft. I told you ; my lord.

Prin. To whom fhould'ft thou give it ?

Coji. From my lord to my lady.

Prin. From which lord to which lady ?

Cofl. From my lord Berouvn, a good mafler of mine,
To a lady of France, that he calPd Rofaline.

Prin. Thou haft miilaken his letter. Come, lords,

away.
Here,
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Here, fweet, put up this ; 'twill be thine another day.
[Exit Princefs attended.

Boyet. Who is the mooter ? who is the mooter ?

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 mooter.

Boyet. And who is your Deer ?

Rof. If we chufe by horns, your. felfY come not near.

Finely put on, indeed. -

Mar. You Hill wrangle with her, Boyet, and fhe

ftrikes at the brow.

Boyet. But me 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 little

boy, as touching the hit it ?

Boyet. So I may anfwer thee with one as old, that

was a wcman when Queen Guinover of Britain was a

little wench, as touching the hit it.

Rof. Thou can'ft not hit it, hit it, hit it. [Singing.

Thou can*ft not hit it, my good man.
Boyet. An* I cannot, cannot, cannot

;

An 1 I cannot, another can. \fExit Rof.

Coft. By my troth, moll pleafant ; how both did

fit it.

Mar. A mark marvellous well ihot ; 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 it

may be.

Mar. Wide o' th' bow-hand ; i'faith, your hand is

out.

Coft. Indeed, a' muft lhoot nearer, or he'll ne'er hit

the clout.

Boyet. An' if my hand be out, then, belike, your hand

is in, Coft.
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Coft. Then will me 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.

Bojet. I fear too much rubbing ; good night my
good owl. [Exeunt all but Coflard.

Coft. By my foul, a fwaln ; a moil fimple clown !

Lord, Lord ! how the ladies and I have put him down !

O' my troth, mofl fweet jells, moft in-cony vulgar wit,

When it comes fo fmoothly orF, fo obfcenely ; as it

were, fo fit.

Armado o' th' one fide,— O, a moil dainty man ;

To fee him walk before a lady, and to bear her fan.

To fee him kils his hand, and how moil fweetly he
will fwear :

And his Page o' t'other fide, that handful of Wit

;

Ah, heav'ns ! it is a moil pathetical Nit.

[Exit Coflard,

[Shouting within a

Enter Dull, Holofernes, and Sir Nathaniel.

Natb. Very reverend fport, truly ; and done in the

tellimony of a good Conicience.

Hoi. The deer was (as you know) Janguis, 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 Terra, the foil,

the land, the earth.

Natb. Truly, mafler Holofernes, the epithets are

fweetly varied, like a fcholar at the leafl : but, Sir, I

allure ye, it was a buck of the firfl head.

Ho/. Sir Nathaniel, baud credo.

Dull. 'Twas not a baud credo, 'twas a pricket,

Hoi. Moil barbarous intimation ; yet a kind of inli-

nuation, as it were in <via, in way of explication ; fa-
cere, as it were, replication ; or rather, oftentare, to

mow, as it were his inclination ; after his undreffed, un-

poiifhed, uneducated, unpruned, untrained, or rather

unlet-
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unlettered, or. rathereft unconfirmed fafhion, to infert
again my baud credo for a deer.

Dull. I faid, the deer was net a baud credo ; 'twas a
pricket.

ILL Twice fed fimplicity, his coBus ; O thou mon-
ger ignorance, how deformed doft thou look ?

Natb. Sir, he hath never fed on the dainties that
are bred in a book. He hath not eat paper, as it

were ; he hath rot drunk ink. His intellect is not re-
plenimed. He is only an animal, only feiifible in the
duller parts ; (16) and fuch barren plants are fct before
us, that we thankful (hpula be fcr thofe parts, (which
we tafle and feel, ingradare) that do fru&ify in us, more
than He.
For as it would ill become me to be vain, indifcreet, or

a fool ; |

So were there a patch fet on learning, to fee him in.

a fchool.

But omne bene, fay I ; being of an old father's mind,
Many can brook the weather, that Icve not the wind/

Dull. You two are book-men ; can you tell by your
wit,

What was a month old at Cairfs birth, that's not five

weeks old as yet ?

Hoi, Diclynna, good-man Dull y Dyclinna, good-man
Dull.

(16) ^4nd fmh barren Plants are fet before us, that we
thankful footdd be-, which we tafte, and feeling are for thofe

Parts that do fruttify in us more than he.] If this be not a (tuba
born Piece of Nonfenfe, 1*11 never venture to judge of common
Senfe, That Editors ftould take fuch PaiTages upon Content,
is, finely, furprifing. The Words, 'tis plain, have been iidi-

culouOy, and ftupidiy, tranfpos'd and corrupted. The Emen-
dation I have orTet'd, I hope, reftorcs the Author: At le;ift,

J am hue, it gives him Senfe and Grammar : and anfwers ex-
tremely weU to his Metaphors taken from planting Ingra-
dare, wirh the Italians, lignifies, to life higher and higherj
trndart dt grade in grado, to make a Progreffion ; and fo at

length come to fwfftfji as the Poet exprelfes it.

Mr, Warlurton,

Dull.
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Dull. What is Diclynna ?

Nath. A title to Pbcebe, to Luna, to the Moon.

Hof. The moon was a month old, when Adam was

no more : tit. * c «

And rought not to five weeks, when he came to nve-

Th'aUufion holds in the exchange

'Tistrue, indeed; the colluhon holds in the

CX
iS

g
God comfort thy capacity ! I fay, the aUufion

holds in the exchange.
.

£W/ And I fay, the pollution holds m the exchange ;

for the moon is never but a month old ; f^lM be-

fide that 'twas a pricket that the Pnncefs kid d.

Jfc/ Sir Nathaniel, will you hear an extemporal e-

pitaph on the death of the deer ? and to humour tne

ignorant, I have calPd the deer the Pnncefs kill d, a

^Nath. Perge, good mafter Holofernes, perge ; fo it

Ih*ll pleafe vou to abrogate fcurrility.

'Hoi. I will fomething affed the letter ; for it argues

facility.

The praifeful Princefs pierc'd and prickt

A pretty pleajing pricket

;

Some fay, a fore ; but not a fore,^

"Till now ?nade fore nxith footing*

The dogs did yell ; put L to fore,

Then forel jumpt from thicket

;

Or pricket fore, or elfe forel,

The people fall a hooting.

Iffore be fore, then L to fore

Hakes fifty fores, O forel !

Of one fore I an hundred ?nake>

By adding but one more L.

Nath. A rare talent !

Dull. If a talent be a claw, look how he claws him

gvith a talent . .

Hoi. This is a gift that I have, fimple, fimple ;
a

foolilh extravagant fpirit, full of forms, figures, lhapes,
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objeas, ideas, apprehenfions, motions, revolution!Theft are begot in the ventricle of memory, nl Sn the womb of>« mater, and deliver'd u4,n the me!lowing of occafiouj but the gift is goodT Aofe
1"

whom it is acute, and I am thankful for it

T»r;£ ' } Fu
ife l

r
he l0rd for

>
ou

>
and '<° may mypanlhioners

;
for their fons are well tutor'd by you: 25their daughters profit very greatly under you^ou area good member cf the common-wealth

Jaquer.etta, W Coflard.

Z
a
/'S°a

gi
n
e >

r°
u good morrow

> rafter Parfon.k?^^^^011. And if one mould
be pierc d, wmch is the one ?

^
C0j

l' ^ar7' mafler fch°oI-mafier, he that is likeft
to a hcginead.

Of piercing a hogflusd, a good Luftre of con-
ceit m a turf of earth, fire enough for a flint, pearlenougn tor a nvine : 'Tis pretty, if is well.

F

Jaq. Good mafter Parfon, be fo good as read metms letter
j it was given me by Cojlard, and font mefrom Don Armatho ; I befeech you, read it.

Hoi. Faufte, precor, gelidd (i 7) quando tecus omne
Jut? umbra

Ruminat, and fo forth. Ah, good old Mantuan, I may

(17) Nath. Faufte, precor, g,i,d^ Tho' all the Editions con-cur to give this Speech to Sit Nathanhl, yet, as Dr. Thirlky
ingen.onfly obferv'd to me, it is evident, it muft belong To

h£w"' Th\Curate is employ'd in reading the Letter to

IZa l'u"t w le hc is doin'S fo
>
that the Sta6e »*y not

In, T'c
H
'u

ftr
?'.

dther PU " S 0llt a Book
3 °'> "P«ting

chill c J
hea" ft0m M-<»»">»*>> comments upon the

Character of ,hat Poet. BHu,U Spwto, (firnamed Ma»r«-
from the Place of his Birth ,) was a voluminous Writer

Centur™
5
'

fiouxifl,
'

d towatd s latter End of the ijth

*fpeak



L o v e 's Labour's loft. 2

1

1

fl frcak of thee as the traveller doth of Venice-, ^tnegia

Vinezial qui non te <vedi, ei non te fregia (18). Old

Hantaan, old Hantaan ! Who underftandeth thee not,

loves thee not :- ut refol la mifa. Under pardon, Sir,

what are the contents ? or rather, as Horace fays in his

:

What I my foul! verfes ? (19)

Nath. Ay, Sir, and very learned.

Hoi. Let me hear a ftaff, a ftanza, a verfe 5 Lege,

D
°Natl'. If love make me forfworn, how mall I fwear

to love ? ,

,

Ah, never faith could hold, if not to beauty vow d ;

Though to my felf forfworn, to thee HI faithful

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 com-

prehend : - ~.

If knowledge be the mark, to know thee {hall iumce ;

Well learned is that tongue, that well can thee com-

mend. . , »

All ignorant that Soul, that fees thee without wonder :

Which is to me fome praife, that I thy parts ad-

mire ; . -

Thy eye Jove's lightning bears, thy voice his dread-

ful thunder; •

Which, not to anger bent, is mufick, and ivveet

fire.

(i&) Vencchi, venache a, qui non te vide, i non ufiaech.1 Thus

Mr. Howe, and Mr. Pope, from the old blundering Editions.

But that thefe Gentlemen, Poets, Scholars, and Linguilts,

could not afford to reflore this little Scrap of true Italian, is

to me unaccountable. Our Author is applying the Praifes of

Mantuanus to a common proverbial Sentence, faid of Venice.

Vinegia, Vinegia ! qui non te vedi, ei non te pregia.^ O Venice,

Venice, he, who has never feen thee, has thee not in Efteem.

(is>) Wheal my Soul\ Verfe*?} \s our Poet has mention d

Horace, I prefurae, he is here alluding to this PalTage in his

I. Sermon. 9. Quid agis, dulcijpme rerttm .?
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Celeflial as thou art, Oh pardon, love, this wrong,
That fmgs heavVs praife with fuch an earthly

tongue.

Hoi. You find not the Apoflropbes, and fo mifs the ac-

cent. Let me fupervife the canzonet (20). Here are

only numbers ratiiy'd (21); but for the elegancy, 'faci-

(20) Let me fupervife the Cangenet.] If the Edifors have

met with any fuch Word, it is more than I have done, or, I

believe ; ever Hi ill do. Our Author wrote Canzonet, from the

Italian Word Canz^onetto, a little Song.

(21) Nath. Here a*e only Numbers ratified;] Tho' this Speech

has been A\ along plac'd to Sir Nathaniel, 1 have ventui'd to join

it to the preceding Words of llolofernes 5 and not without

Keafon. The Speaker here is impeaching the Veries; but Sir

Nathaniel, a- it appears above, thought them learned ones:

betides, as Or. Jhirlby obferves, almoft every Word of this

Speech fathers itfelf on the Pedant So much for the Regula-

tion of it; now, a little, to the Contents.

iAnd why indeed Nafo, but for fuelling cut the odoriferous

Tlovers of Fancy? the jerks of Invention imitary is nothing.

Sagacity with a Vengeance ! 1 fhould be alham'd to own
my felf a p'ece of a Scholar, to pretend to the Task of an
Editor, and to pafs fuch Stuff as this upon the World for ge-

nuine. Who ever heard of Invention imitary ? Invention and
Imitation have ever been accounted two diftinft Things. The
Speech is by a Pedant, who frequently throws in a Word of

Latin amongft his Englifii and he is here rlourilning upon the

.Merit of Invention, beyond That of Imitation, or copying

after another. My Correction makes the Whole fo plain and
intelligible, that, 1 think, it carries Conviction along with it.

Again:

So doth the Hound his Mafier, the Ape his Keeper, the tired Horfe

his T^idcr.

The Pedant here, to run down Imitation, ihews that it is a Qua-
lity within the Capacity of Reads: that the Dog and the Ape
are taught to copy Tricks by their Matter and Keeper; and fo

is the tir'd Horfe by his Rider. This laft is a wonderful In-

flance ; but it happens not to be true. Mr. Warburton ingeni-

oufly faw, that the Author muft have wrote the tryed Horfe

his Rider,

i. e. One, exercised, and broke to the Manage: for he obeys

every .Sign, and Motion of the Rein, or of his Rider.

lity,
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*lity and golden cadence of pcefie, caret: O-vidius Nafo

was the man. And why, indeed, Najo ; but for fmel-

ling out the odoriferous flowers of fancy ? the jerks of

invention ? imitari, is nothing : fo doth the hound his

mailer, the ape his keeper, the try'd horie his rider :

But Damofelh Virgin, was this direftly to you ?

Jaq. Ay, Sir, frpm one Monfieur Biron y to one of

the ftrange Queen's Ladies.

Hoi I will overglance the foperfcnpt. To the /now-

white hand of the moft beauteous lady Rofaline. I will

look agxin on the intelled of the letter, for the no-

mination of the party writing to the perfon written

unto.

Tour Ladyjbifs in all defend employment^ Eiron.

This Biron is one of the votaries with the King ; and

here he hath fram'd a letter to a fequent of the Gran-

ger Queen's, which accidentally, or by the way of pro-

gression, hath mifcarry'd. Trip and go, my fweet;

deliver this paper into the hand of the King ; it may
concern much ; ftay not thy complement ; I forgive

thy duty : adieu.

Jaq. Good Coftard, go with me. Sir, God fave your

life.

Coft. Have with thee, my girl. [Exe. Coil, and Jaq.

Nath. Sir, you have done this m the fear of God,

very religioufly : and as a certain father -feith •

Hoi. Sir, teil not me of the father, I do fear co-

lourable-colours. But, to return to theverfes ; did they

picafe you, Sir Nathaniel ?

Nath. Marvellous well for the pen.

Hoi. 1 do dine to day at the father's of a certain pu-

pil of mine; where if (being repaft) it mail pleafe ydu

to gratifie the table with a grace, I will, on my pri-

vilege I have with the parents of the aforefaid child or

pupil, undertake your ben venuto ; where will I prove

thofe verfes to be very unlearned, neither favouring of

poetry, wit, nor invention. 1 befeech your fociety.^

Nath. And thank you too : for fociety (faith the

text) is the happinefs of life.
~ Hoi,
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Hoi. And, certes, the text moft infallibly concludes

it. Sir, I do invite you too ; [To Dull.] you fhall

net fay me, nay : Pauca 'verba. Away, the gentles

are at their game, and we will to our recreation.

[Exeunt.

Enter Biron, with a paper in bis hand, alone.

Bircn. The King is hunting the deer, I am courfirg

my ielf. They have pi tent a toil, I am toiling in a

pitch ; pitch, that defiles; defile! a foul word : well,

fet thee down, fcrrow ; for fo 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 as Ajax, 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 ; i'raith, 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 ?

ie in my throat. By heaven,

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, fhe hath one o' my fonnets al-

ready ; the clown bore it ; the fool fent it, and the lady

hath it : fweet clown, fweeter fool, fweetefr 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 ! [be fiaxds ajide.

Ent r the King.

King. Ay me !

Biron. Shot, by heav'n ! proceed, fweet Cupid; thou
hail 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 rofe,

As thy eye-beams, when their frelh rays have fmote

The night of dew, that on my cheeks down flows ;

Nor ftlines thefilvei n. n one half fo bright,

Through the tranfparei t bofom of the deep,

At doth thy face through tears of mine give light

;

Thou ihin'it in every tear that I do vveeo

;

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 g
]ory through my grief will Ihew ;

But do not love thy felf, then thou wilt keep

My tears for glafTes, and lliil make me weep.

O Queen of Queens, how far doft thou excel !

No thought can think, no tongue of mortal tell.—

—

How lhall (he know my griefs ? I'll drop the paper ;

Sweet leaves, fhade folly. Who is he comes here ?

[The King Jleps ajtde.

Enter Longaville.

What ! Longaville ! and reading ! Men, ear.

Biron. Now in thy likenefs one more fool appears.

Long. Ay me! I am forfworn.

Biron. Why, he comes in like a Perjure, wearing
papers.

King. In love, I hope ; fweet fellowfliip in lhame.

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 ;

Thou mak'ft the triumviry, the three- corner- cap of

fociety,

The fhape of love's Tyburn, that hangs up fimplicity.

Long, I fear, theie ftubhorn 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 Cupid's hofe :

Disfigure not his flop. (22)

Long.

[22] O/j, %hymts are Guards on wAnton Cupid'.? Hofe ;

r>nfi?ure not his Shop ] All the Editions happen to concur in

this E.ror $ but what Agreement in Senfe is there berwixt Cu-

pid's Hofe and his Shop? Or, what Relation can thofe two

Terms have to one another \ Or, what, indeed, can be under-

ftood
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Long, The fame fhall go. \he reads the fonnet.

Did not the heavenly rhetorick of thine eye

(^Gainft whom the world cannot hold argument)
Perfwade my heart to this falfe perjury

,

Vows, for thee broke, deferve notpunijhment

:

A vjoman 1forfwore ; but I will prove,

Thou being a gcddefs, Iforfwore not thee.

My vow was earthy, thou a heavenly love :

Thy grace, being gained, cures all difgrace in me.

Vovjs are but breath, and breath a vapour is ;

Then thoufairfun, vjhich cn my earth doftfhiney

ExhaPft this vapour-vow ; in thee it is ;

If broken then, it is no fault of mine ;

If by me broke, vjhat fool is not fo wife
To lofe an oath to vjin a Paradife ?

Biron. This is the liver-vein, which makes fleih a

deity ;

A green goofe a go.Mefs : pure, pare idolatry.

God amend us, God amend, we are much out o
1

th' way.

Enter Dumain.

Long. By whom fhall I fend this ? company ?

ftay.

Biron. Ail hid, all hid, an old infant play >

Like a deiuy-god, here fit I in the sky,

And wretched fools' fecrets headfully o'er-eye :

More lacks to the mill ! O heav'ns, I have my wifti

;

Dumain transform'd ? four woodcocks in a diiri ?

Dum. O moil divine Kate f

Biron. O moil prophane coxcomb ! [aftde.

flood by CupiePs Shop* It muft undoubtedly be corrected, as I

fcave reform'd the -ext. £ ps are large and wide kneed

Breaches, the Gar: in Fafhion in our Author's Days, as we
may obferve from old Family Pi&ures * but they are now
worn only by H oi i and ea faring Men : and we have Dealers

whole lole Biulnefs u is to furnifli rhe Sailors with Shirts,

Jackets, who are call'd, Stop-men; and theix Shops, Slop-

{bopi%

l)um>
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Dum. By heav'n, the wonder of a mortal eye !

Biron. By earth, Ihe is but corporal ; there you lie. (23)

\kfide.

Dum. Her amber hairs for foul have amber coted.

Biron. An amber-colour'd raven was well noted.

h
;

\afidex

Dum. As upright as the cedar.

Biron. Stoop, I fay ;

Her moulder is with child. \afide.

Dum. As fair as day.

Biron. Ay, as fome days ; but then no fun mull

mine. \ajide.

Dum. O that I had my wifh f

Long. And I had mine ! \afide.

King. And mine too, good Lord ! \ajide.

Biron, Amen, fo I had mine 1 Is not that a good
word 1 \ajide.

Dum. I would forget her, but a fever Ihe

Reigns in my blood, and will remembred be.

Biron. A fever in your blood! why then, incifon

Would let her out in fawcers, fweet mifprifion. \afide.

Dum. Once more I'll read the ode, that I have writ.

Biron. Once more I'll mark, how love can vary wit.

{afide.

Dumain reads his fonnet.

On a day, (alack, the day ! )
Love, <whofe month is ever May,

(23) By Earthy /he is net, corporal, there you lie.) DumAine^
Cne of the Lovers in fpite of his Vow to the contrary, think-

ing himfelf alone here, breaks out into fhort Soliloquies of
Admiration on his Miftrefs ; and Biron, who ftands behind as

an Eves-dropper, takes Pleafure in contradicting his amorous
Raptures. But Dumaine was a young Lord: He had no Sort

of Poll: in the Army: What Wit, or Allufion, then, can there

We in Biron's calling him Corporal? I dare warrant, I have re~

ftor'd the Poet's true Meaning, which is this, Durr.aixe calli

his Miftrefs divine, and the Wonder of a mortal Eye $ and
Biron in flat Terms denies thefe hyperbolical Praifes. I fcarcs

need hint, that our Poet commonly ufes corpora^ as cQ*p»ren!.

. Voi. II, K Stfd
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Spfd a blojfom faffingfair,
Playing in the wanton air :

Through the velvet leaves the wind,
All unfeen,

ygan pajfage find ;

That the lover, feck to death,

Wijfrd him/elf the heaven* s breath,

Air, (quoth he) thy cheeks may blow ;

Air, would I might triumph fo f

But, alack, my hand is fworn,
Ne^er to pluck thee from thy thorn :

V?w, alack, for youth unmeet,
Youth fo apt to pluck a fweet.
Do not call it fen in me,
That Iam forfworn for thee :

Thou, for vjhom ev*n Jove would fwear,
Juno but an Ethiope were ;

And deny himfelffor Jove,
Tur?iing mortalfor thy love.

This will I fend, and fomething eife more plain,

That fhall exprefs my true love's fafting 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.

Long. Dumain, thy love is far from charity,

That in love's grief dehVft fociety : [coming forward.
You may look pale ; but I mould blufh, I know,
To be o'er-heard, and taken napping fo.

King. Come, Sir, you blufh ; as his, your cafe is fuch ;

[coming forward.
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 bum,
And markt you both, and for you both did blufh.

I heard your guilty rhimes, obl'erv'd your fafhion ;

Saw fighs reek from you, noted well your paffion.
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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 mall hear

A faith infringed, which fuch zeal did fwear ?

How will he fcorn ? how will he fpend his wit ?

How will he triumph, leap, and laugh at it ?

For all the wealth that ever I did fee,

I would not have him know fo much by me.
Biron. Now ftep I forth to whip hypocrifie.

Ah, good my Liege, I pray thee, pardon me.
[comingforward*

Good heart, what grace haft thou thus to reprove

Thefe 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 ;

Turn ; none but minftrels like of fonnetting.

Bat are you not afham'd ? nay, are you not

All three of you, to be thus much o'er-fhot ?

You found his mote, the King your mote did fee :

But I a beam do find in each of three.

0, what a fcene of fool'ry have I feen,

Of fighs, of groans, of forrow, and of teen ?

O me, with what Uriel: patience have I fat,

To fee a King transformed to a Knot

!

To fee great Hercules whipping a gigg.

And profound Solomon tuning a jigg !

And Neftor play at pufh-pin with the boys,

And Critick Timon 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 breaft ?

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 betrayM by you.
1, that am honefl ; I, that hold it fin

To break the vow I am engaged in.

K 2 2



Z2Q Love'; Labour's loft.

I am betray'd by keeping company
With men, like men, of ftrange inconftancy.

When mail you fee me write a thing in rhime ?

Or groan for Joan ? or fpend a minute's time

In pruning me ? when fhall you hear, that I

Will praife a hand, a foot, a face, an eye,

A gate, a fiate, a brow, a breaft, a wafte,

A leg, a limb ?

King. Soft, whither away fo faft ?

A true man or a thief, that gallops fo ?

Biron. I poll from love ; good lover, let me go.

Enter Jaquenetta and Coftard.

Jaq. God blefs the King !

King. What Prefent haft thou there ?

Coft. Some certain Treafon.

King. What makes treafon here ?

Coft. Nay, it makes nothing, Sir.

King. If it mar nothing neither,

The treafon and you go in peace away together.

Jaq, I befeech ycur Grace, let this letter be read,

Our Parfon mifdoubts it : it was treafon, he faid.

King. Biron, read it over. [He reads the letter.

Where hadft thou it ?

Jaq. Of Coftard.

King. Where hadil thou it ?

Coft. Of Dun Adramadio, Dun Adramadio.

King. How now, what is in you ? why doll thou

tear it ?

Biron. A toy, my Liege, a toy : your Grace needs

not fear it.

Long. It did move him to paflion, 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 fhame. [To Coftard.

Guilty, my lord, guilty : I confefs, I confefs.

King. What?
Biron. That you three fools lack'd me fool to make

up the mefs.
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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 mail tell you more,

Dum. Now the number is even.

Biron. True, true; we are four:

Will thefe turtles begone ?

King. Hence, Sirs, away.

Coji. Walk afide the true folk, and let the traitors ftay,

'

\Exeunt Coll. and Jaquen.
Biron, Sweet lords, fweet lovers, O, let us embrace :

As true we are, as flefh and blood can be.

The fea will ebb and flow, heaven will Ihew his face

:

Young blood doth not obey an old decree.

We cannot crofs the caufe why we were born :

Therefore of all hands mull we be forfworn.

King. What, did thefe rent lines fnew fome love of
thine ?

Biron. Did they, quoth you ? Who fees the heavenly

Rofaline,

That (like a rude and favage man of Inde,

At the fir ft opening of the gorgeous eaft)

Bows not his vaffal head, and, ftrucken blind,

KifTes the bafe ground with obedient breail ?

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 thee

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 culi'd Sovereignty

Do meet, as at a Fair, in her fair cheek

;

Where feveral worthies make one dignity ;

Where nothing wants, that want it felf doth feelc.

Lend me the flourifh of all gentle tongues

;

Fie, painted rhetorick ! O, fhe needs it not

:

To things of fale a feller's praife belongs

:

She pafles praife ; the praife, too ihort, doth blot.

K 3 A
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A wither'd hermit, fivefcore winters worn,
Might make off fifty, looking in her eye :

Beauty doth varnifh Age, as if new-born,

And gives the crutch the cradle's infancy ;

O, 'tis the fun, that maketh all things mine.

King. By heav'n, thy love is black as ebony.

Bit on. Is ebony like her ? O wood divine \ (24}
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 ; (25)

And beauty's crefl becomes the heavens well.

Biron. Devils fooneft tempt, refembling fpirits of

light :

O, if in black my lady's brow be deckt,

It mourns, that Painting and ufurping Hair

Should ravifh doters with a falfe afpecl; :

And therefore is fhe born to make black fair.

Her Favour turns the fafhion of the days,

For native blood is counted painting now ;

And therefore red, that would avoid diipraife,

Paints it felf 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 Etbiops of their fweet complexion crack.

(24) Is Ebsny like her ? O Word divine!} This is the Read'

ing of all the Editions that I have feen : but both Dr. Thirlby

and Mr. IVarburton concurr'd in reading, (as I had likcwifc

conje&uc'd.) 0 Wood divine

i

(25) blacky is the bxdge of Hell;

The hue of dungeons , and the School of Night.] Black, being the

School of Night, is a Piece of Myftery above my Compre-

henfion. I had guefs'd, it (hould be, the Stole of Night but I

have preferred the Conjefture of my Friend Mr. Warbvrton, as

it comes nearer in Pronunciation to the corrupted Reading,

as v?dl as agrees better with the other Images.
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Bum. Dark needs no candles now, for dark is light.

Biron. Your miftreffes dare never come in rain,

For fear their colours mould be waih'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 ihe.

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 ftreets were paved with thine eye-

Her feet were much too dainty for' fuch tread.

Dum. O vile ! then as Ihe goes, what upward lies

The ftreet mould fee as fne walkt over head.

King . But what of this, are we not all in love }

Biron. Nothing fo fure, and thereby all forfworn

King. Then leave this chat ; and, good Biron. now
prove

Our loving lawful, and our faith riot torn.

Dum. Ay, marry, there ; feme 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, Affection's Men at arms

:

Confider, what you firll did fwear unto :

To faft, to ftudy, and to fee no woman ;

Flat treafon 'gainft the kingly ftate of youth,

Say, can you faft ? your ftomachs are too young :

And abstinence ingenders maladies.

And where that you havevow'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 ?

From womens eyes this do&rine I derive

;

They arc the ground, the book, the academies,

K 4 From
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From whence doth fpring the true Promethean fire:

Why, univerfal plodding prifons up
The nimbie fpirits in the arteries ;

As motion and long- during A&ion tires

The finewy Vigour of the traveller.

Now, for not locking on a woman's face,

You have in That forfworn the ufe of eyes ;

And Study too, the caufer of your vow.
For where is any author in the world,
Teaches fuch beauty as a womanVs eve?
Learning is but an adjunct to our felf,

And where we are, our Learning likewifc is.

Then, when our felves we fee in ladies eves,

Do we not likewife fee our Learning there ?

O, we have made a vow to iiudy, lords ;

And in that vow we have forfworn our books :

For when would you, my liege, or ycu, or you.
In leaden contemplation have found out

Such fiery numbers, as the prompting eyes

Of beauty's -tutors have en ich/d you with ?

Other £ow arts entirely keep the brain ;

And therefore finding barren pradtifers.

Scarce mew a harveit of their heavy toil.

But love, firit 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 :

A Lver's eyes will gaze an eagle blind

!

A lover's ear will hear the loweft Sound,

When the fufpicious head of thrift is ilopt. (26)

Love's

(26) yA "Lover* s E.ir -will hear the lovjefh Sounds

When the fufpicious Head of Theft is ftop'd.]

I have vcntm'd to fubftiture a Word here, againft the Au-
thority of all the printed Copies. There is no Contraft of

Terms betwixt a Lover and a Thief: but betwixt a. Lover and

a Msm of Thrift there is a remarkable Antithefii. Nor is it true

in



Love^ Labour's loft. 22$

Love's Feeling is more (oft and fenfible,

Than are the tender horns of cockled {hails.

Love's Tongue proves dainty Bacchus grofs in Tafte

For Savour, is not Love a Hercules,

Still climbing trees in the Hefperides? (27)
Subtle as Sphinx ; as fweet and muflcal

As bright Apollo's lute, ftrung with his hair :

And when Love fpeaks the voice of all the Gods, (28)

Mark, Heaven drowfie with the harmony

!

in Fa&, I believe, that a Thief* harden' d to the Profeflion, is

always fufpicious of being apprehended j bur He may ileep as

found as an honefter Man. But, according to the Ideas we
have of a Mifer, a Man who makes Lucre and Pelf his fole

Objed and Purfuit, his Sleeps are broken and difturb'd with per-

petual Apprehenftons of being robb'd of his darling Trea-

lure : confequently, his Ear is upon the Attentive Bent, even

when he fleeps belt.

(27) For Valour is not Love a Hercules,

Still climbing Trees in the Hefperides 2]

I have here again ventui'd to tranfgrefs againft the printed

Books. The Poet is here obferving how all the Senfes are re-

fin'd by Love. But what has the poor Senfe of Smelling done,,

not to keep its Place among its Brethren ? Then Hercules's Va~

lour was not in climbing the Trees, but in attacking the Dra-
gon gardant. I rather think, the Poet meant, that Hercules

was allured by the Odour and Fragrancy of the golden Apples,

(28) iAnd when Love fpeaks the Voice of nil the Gods,

Make Heaven drowfie with the Harmony.]

As this is wrir and pointed in all the Copies, there is neither

Senfe* nor Concord', as will be obvious to every underftanding

Reader. The fine and eafy Emendation, which I have inferted

in the Text, I owe to my ingenious Friend Mr. Warbartonm

His Comment on Heaven being drowfie with the Harmony is.

no lefs ingenious 5 and therefore, I'll fubjoin it in his own
Words. " Mufick, we muft obferve, in our Author's time
** had a very different Ufe to what it has now. At prefent,
" it is only employ'd to raife and inflame the Paffionsj then, to
* c calm and allay all kind of Perturbations. And, agreeable to
'* this Obfcrvation, throughout all Shakefpeare's Plays, where

jf! Mufick is either actually ufed, or its Power defcrib'd, 'tis

^ always laid to be tot thefe Ends.

K 5 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 ravifh favage ears,

And plant in tyrants mild humility. -

From womens eyes this doctrine I derive :

They fparkle Hill the right Promethean fire,

They are the books, the arts, the academies,

That (hew, 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, that loves all men ;)

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 charity ?

King. Saint Cupid, then? and, foldiers, to the field?

Biron. Advance your ftandards, and upon them,
Lords ;

Pell-mell, down with them ; but be firft advis'd,

In conflict that you get the fiiii of them.

tlwg. Now to plain-dealing, lay thefe glozes by ;

Shall we refolve to woo thefe girls of France P

King. And win them too ; therefore let us devife

Some entertainment for them in their Tents.

Biron. Firft, from the Park let us conduct them thi-

ther ;

Then homeward every man attach the hand
Of his fair miftrefs ; in the afternoon

We will with fome ftrange paflime folace them,

Such as the fhortnefs of the time can fhape:

For revels, dances, masks, and merry hours,

Forerun fair love, ftrewing her way with flowers.

King. Away, away ! no time mall be omitted,

That will be time, and may by us be fitted.

Biron,
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BiroH. Allans ! Allons f fown Cockle reap'd no

corn ; (29)
And juftice always whirls in equal meafure ;

Light wenches may prove plagues to men forfworn ;

If fo, our copper buys no better treafure. [Exeunt*

ACT IV.

SCENE, the Street.

Enter Holofernes, Nathaniel and Dull.

HOLOFERNES.
SAtis, quodfufficit.

Natb. I praife God for you, Sir, your reafons at

dinner have been fharp and fententious ; pleafant with-

out Scurrility, witty without affectation, audacious with-

out Impudency, learned without opinion, and ftrange

without herefy : I did converfe this quondam-day with a,

companion of the King's, who is entituled, nominated 2

or called, Don Adriano dc Armado.
Hoi. AW* hominem, tanquam te. His humour is

lofty, his difcourfe peremptory, his tongue filed, his eye
ambitious, his gate majeftical, and his general behaviour

vain, ridiculous, and thrafonical. He is too piqued, too

fpruce, too affected, too odd, as it were ; too peregri-

nate, as I may call it.

Nath. A moil fmgular and choice epithet.

[draws out his table-book*

(19) Alone, alone, foufd Cockrel,] The Editors, fure, could

have no Idea of this Paflfage. Biron begins with a repetition

in French of what the King had faid in Englifl)\ *A-way* away /

and then proceeds with a proverbial Expreflion, inciting them
to what he had before advis'd, from this Inference} if We
only fovj Cockle, we fljall never reap Corn. i. e. If we don'c

take the proper Meafures for winning thefe Ladies, we ihall

never atchieve them. Mr, Wariwrton*

Boh



228 Lo v e's Labour's left.

fnffh^th/ftT'rT
the thread of his verbofity

fcner than cne ftaple of his argument. I abhor fuch phi-

would call abhommable : feoj it infinuateth me of In-

Sick?
tnte"'S^ Nomine, to make frantick, lu-

Nath. Laus deo, bone, intelligo.

fcS^Ifov^ *****

2**r Armado, Moth *WCoftard.
Nath. Videfne quzs <venit?
Hoi. ^/V^, &f gaudeo,
drm. Chirra.

Hoi. Quare Chirra, not Sirrah ?
'

(30) /* infinuateth me of infamy : Ne intelliVfc rv*^-
to makj frantic^ lunatuhj

^tciligis, Doming.

»4f*. Laus Deo, inrdligo.
tfc/. Borne boon for boon Prefcisn • a ft«i/i c £ . .

be explains by makingfiwe<, lunatu(? xrifpWn ,ndobvious that the Poet intended, the Pedant rtl.M
conth arfefted Word here, jfllK*£3 ^Then, wnat a Piece of unintelligible Jargon have theft ulZi

Nath. -Diftf, bone, imeiiigo

a&»r * ~'—^fitsa
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Arm. Men of Peace, "well encountred.

HoL Moil military Sir, falutation.

Moth. They have been at a great feaft 01 languages,

and itole the {"craps.

Co/? O they have liv'd long on tne Alms-basket ot

words ' I marvel, thy mailer hath not eaten thee for a

word ; for thou art not fo long by the head as honor

fcabilitudinitatibus; thou art eafier fwallow'd than a

flap-dragon.

Moth. Peace, the peal begins.

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 nead ?

HoL Ba, pueritia, with a horn added.

Ba, molt filly fheep, with a horn. \ ou hear

his learning.

Hoi. 9uis, quis, thou, confonant I

Moth. The third of the five vowels, if you repeat

them ; or the fifth, if I. (ji)

HoL I will repeat them, a, e, I. •

g

Moth. The fheep ; the other two concludes it, o, u.

Arm: Now by the fait wave of the Mediterranean,

a fweet touch, a quick venew ©f wit ; fnip, fnap, quick,

and home ; it rejoiceth my intelled; true wit.

Moth. Offer'd by a child to an old man
:
which is

wit-old.
. c .

Hoi. What is the figure ? what is the figure f

Horns. i« • Ji

flb/. Thou difputeft like an infant ; go, whip thy

I Moth^Lend me your horn to make one, and I will

whip

(31) The laft of the five Vowels, if yoti repeat them* or the

fifth if I:

Hoi. I will repeat them, a, e, I.

Moth. The Sheep : the other two concludes it out.] Wonder-

ful Sagacity again! All the Editions agree in this Readings

but is not the Ufi, and the fifth, the fame Vowel? Tho my

Coire&ion reftores but a poor Conundmm, yet if it rert ores the

Iceji's Meaning, it is the Duty of an Editor to trace him m
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whip about your infamy (32) circum circa ; a gigg of a
cuckold's horn.

Coji. An' I had but one penny in the world, thou
fhouldit, have it to buy ginger-bread ; hold, there is

the very remuneration I had of thy matter, thou half-

penny purfe of wit, thou pidgeon-egg of difcretion.

O, that the heav'ns were fo pleafed, that thou wert but

my baftard! what a joyful father wouldft thou make
me ? go to, thou haft it ad dunghill ; at the fingers*

ends, as they fay.

Hoi. Oh, I fmell falfe latine, dunghill'for unguem.

Arm. Arts-man, praamhula ; we will be fingled from
the barbarous. Do you not educate youth at the charge-

houfe on the top of the mountain ?

Hoi. Or, Mons the hill.

Arm. At your fweet pleafure, for the mountain.

Hoi. I do, fans queftion.

Arm. Sir, it is the King's molt fweet pleafure and
affeclion, to congratulate the Princefs at her Pavilion,

in the pofteriors of this day, which the rude multitude

call the afternoon.

Hoi The pofterior of 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 allure,

you, Sir, I do alTure.

Arm. Sir, the King is a noble gentleman, and my fa-

miliar ; I do allure ye, my very good friend ; for what
is inward between us, let it pafs I do befeech thee,

remember thy curtefie > I befeech thee, apparel thy

head, and among other importunate and moft ferious

defigns, and of great import indeed too but let that

pafs : for I mull: tell thee, it will pleafe his Grace

his loweft Conceits. By, O, U, Moth would mean — Oh, You.

— i. c. You are the Sheep ftill, either way j no Matter, which

of Us repeats them.

(32) / -will whip about your Infamy unum cita; ] Here again

all the Editions give us Jargon inftead of Latine. Eut Moth

would certainly mean, circum circa: i. e. about and about;

iho' it may be defign'd, he fhould miftake the Terms.
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(by the world) fometime to lean upon my poor moulder,

and with his royal finger thus dally with my excrement,

with my muftachio ; but fweet heart, let that pafs. By
the world, I recount no fable ; fome certain fpecial ho-

nours it pleafeth his Greatnefs to impart to Armado, a
foldier, a man of travel, that hath feen the world ; but

let 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 de-

lightful oftentation, or mow, or pageant, or antick, or

fire-work. Now, underftanding 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 afliftance.

Hoi. Sir, you fhall prefent before her the nine Wor-
thies. Sir, as concerning fome entertainment of time,

fome mow in the pofterior of this day, to be rendred

by our affiftants at the King's command, and this moffc

gallant, illuftrate and learned gentleman, before the

Princefs : I fay, none fo fit as to prefent the nine

Worthies.

Natb. Where will you find men worthy enough to

prefent them ?

Hoi. Jojbua, your felf ; this gallant man, Judas Ma-
cabeus ; this fwain (becaufe of his great limb or joint)

fhall 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 endr

of his club.

Hoi. Shall I have audience > he fhall prefent Hercules

in minority : his Enter and Exit fhall be ftrangling a

fnake ; and I will have an apology for that purpofe.

Moth. An excellent device : for if any of the au-

dience hifs, ycu may cry ; " well done, Hercules, now
" thou cruiheft 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 -

Hoi. I will play three my felf.

Moth. Thrice-worthy gentleman I

Arm. Shall I tell you a thing ?

Hoi
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Hoi. We attend.

Arm. We will have, if this fadge not, an Antick.

\ I befeech you, follow.

Hoi. Via ! good-man Dull, thou haft fpoken no word
all this while.

Dull. Nor underftood none neither, Sir.

Hoi. Allons; we will employ thee.

Dull. I'll make one in a dance, or fo : or I will

play on the taber to the Worthies, and let them dance

the hay.

Hoi. Moll dull, honeft, Dull, to our Sport away.

[Exeunt.

SCENE, before the Princefs's Pavilion.

Enter Princefs, and Ladies,

Prin. OWeet hearts, we mail 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 ia

rhyme,

As would be cram'd up in a fheet of paper,

Writ on both fides the leaf, margent and all

;

That he was fain to feal on Cupid's name.

Rof. That was the way to make his God- head wax,
Jor he hath been five thoufand years a boy.

Cath. Ay, and a Ihrevvd unhappy gallows too.

Rof You'll ne'er be friends with him ; he kilFd

your filler.

Cath. He made her melancholy, fad and heavy,

And fo fhe died ; had {he been light, like you,

Of fuch a merry, nimble, dining fpirit,

She might have been a grandamere (he dy'd.

And fo may you ; for a light heart lives long.

Rof What's your dark meaning, moufe, of this

light word ?

Cath. A light condition,, in a beauty dark.

Rof
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Rof We need more light to find your meaning out.

Cath. You'll marr the light, by taking ic in fnuff

:

Therefore Til darkly end the argument.

I
Rof. Look, what you do ; and do it frill i'th' dark.

Catb. So do not you, for you are a light wench.

Rof. Indeed, I weigh not you ,* and therefore light.

Cath. You weigh me not ; O, that's, you care not
for me.

Rof. Great reafon ; for pall: Cure is dill paft Care. (33)
Prin. Well bandied both ; a fet of wit well play'cL

Bat, Rofaline, you have a Favour too :

Who lent 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 fhis.

Nay, I have verfes too, I thank Biron.

The numbers true ; and were the numbring too,

I were the faireft Goddefs on the ground.

I am compar'd to twenty thoufand fairs.

O, he hath drawn my picture in his letter.

Prin. Any thing like ?

Rof Much in the letters, nothing in the praife.

Prin. Beauteous as ink ; a good conclufion.

Catb. Fair as a text B in a copy-book.

Rof Ware pencils. How ? let me not die your
debter,

My red dominical, my golden letter.

O, that your face were not fo full of Oes

!

Catb, Pox of that jeft, and I belhrew all fhrews : (34)

(3 3/ f° r Paft c * re m AM Paft Cure.] The Tranfpofition

which I have made in the two Words, Care and Cure, is by the

Direction of the ingenious Dr. Thirbly. The Reafon fpeaks fox

it felf.

(34) Prin. Pox of that jeft y and I beflorevj all Shrews.

As the Princefs has behav'd with great Decency all along hi-

therto, there is no Reafon to be aflign'd why foe ftould ftarc

all at once into this courfe Dialed. But I am perfwaded, the

Editors only have made her go out of Character. In ihort,

\ofaline and Catharine are rallying one another without Re-
fervej and to Catharine this flift Line certainly belong'd,
and therefore I have veutui'd once more to put her in PofTelfion,

of it, Prim
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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 lover.

A huge tranflatton of hypocrifie,

Vildly compiPd, profound fimplicity.

Mar. This, and thefe pearls, to me fent Longa<ville ;

The letter is too long by half a mile.

Prin. I think no lefs ; doll thou not wifh in heart,

The chain were longer, and the letter fhort ?

Mar. Ay, or I would thefe hands might never part.

Prin. We are wife girls, to mock our lovers for't.

Rof. They are worfe fools to purchafe mocking fo.

That fame Biron Til 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 with jefts

:

So Pedant-like would I o'erfway his ftate, (35)
That he mould be my fool, and I his fate.

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

;

And wit's own grace to grace a learned fool.

Rof. The blood of youth burns not in fuch excefs,

As gravity's revolt to wantonnefs.

(35) So perl-aunt like would I o'erfway his State,] If the Edi-

tors are acquainted with this Word, and can account for the

Meaning of ir, their Induftry has been more fuccefsful than

mine, for I can no where trace it. So pedant like, as I have

ventur'd to replace in the Text, makes very good Senfe, i. e. in

£ich lordly, controlling, manner would I bear Myfelf ovex

him, &c. What Biron fays of a Pedant, towards the Conclufioa

of the 2d Aft, countenances this Conjecture.

*A domineering Pedant o'er the boy,

T/Mn whom no Mortal mort magnificent.

Mar.
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Mar. Folly in fools bears not fo ftrong a note,

As fooPry in the wife, when wit doth dote :

Since all the power thereof it doth apply,

To prove, by wit, worth in fimplicity.

Enter Boyet.

Prin. Here comes Boyet, and mirth is in his face.

Boyet. O, I am ftab'd with laughter ; 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 made of a fycamore,

I thought to clofe mine eyes fome half an hour

;

When, lo ! to interrupt my purposed Reft,

Toward that made, I might behold, addrcft

The King and his companions ; warily

I Hole into a neighbour thicket by ;

And over-heard, what you mail over- hear:

That, by and by, difguis'd they will be here.

Their Herald is a pretty knavifli Page,

That well by heart hath conn'd his embaffage*

Aclion and accent did they teach him there ;

Thus mult thou fpeak, and thus thy body bear t

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 mould have fear'd her, had me been a Devil.—

—

With that all laugh'd, and clap'd him on the moulder^
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.r
Ano
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Another with his finger and his thumb,
Cry'd, <via! 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,
1 hat in this ipleen ridiculous appears,

To check their folly, pafiion's folemn tears.

Prin. But what, but what, come they to vifit us ?

Boyet. They do, they do ; and are apparell'd thus,
Like Mofcovites, or Ruffians, as I guefs.

Their purpofe is to parky, court and dance ;

And every one his love-feat will advance
Unto his fevVaJ miftrefs ; which they'll know
By Favours fev'ral, which they did bellow.

Prin. And will they fo ? the gallants mall be taskt

;

For, ladies, we will every one be maskt

:

And not a man of them fhall have the grace,
Defpight of fuite, to fee a lady's face.

Hold, Rcfaline ; this Favour thou (halt wear,
And then the King will court thee for his Dear ;

Hold, take you this, my fweet, and give me thine *

So fhall Biron take me for Rofaline.
And change your Favours too ; fo (hall your Loves
Woo contrary, deceiv'd by thefe removes.

Rof. Come on then, wear the Favours moil in fight.

Cath. But in this changing, what is your intent £

Prin. Th' efFecl 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 fhall

% 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.

Boyet. Why, that contempt will kill the Speaker's

heart,

ArA
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And quite divorce his memory from his Part.

!
Prin. Therefore I do it ; and I make no doubt,

The reft will ne'er come in, if he be out.

There's no fuch Sport, as Sport by Sport o'erthrown

;

To make theirs ours, and ours none but our own ;

So lhall we ftay, mocking intended game ;

And they, well mockt, depart away with mame. [Sound.

Boyet. The trumpet founds; be maskt, the maskers

come.

Enter the Ring, Biron, Longaville, Dumain, and at-

tendants, difguisd like Mofcovites ; Moth with
Mufick, as for a mafquerade.

Moth. All hail, the richejl beauties on the earth /

Boyet. Beauties, no richer than rich taffata. (36J
Moth. A holy parcel of the fairejl 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

Biron, True; out, indeed.

Moth. Out ofyour favours, heavenly Spirits, vouchfafe

Not to behold.

Biron. Once to behold, rogue.

Moth. Once to behold with your fun-beamed eyes

Withyour fun-beamed eyes

Boyet. They will not anfwer to that epithete

;

You were beft call it daughter-beamed eyes.

Moth. They do not mark me, and that brings me
out.

(36) Biron. Beauties, no richer than rich Taffata.] i. t. The
Taffata Masks they wore to conceal Themfelves. All the Edi-

tors concur to give this Line to Binn* but, fureiy, very ab-

furdiy : for he's One of the zealous Admirers, and hardly would
make fuch an Inference. Boiet is fneering at the Parade of
their Addrefs, is in the fecret of the Ladies' Stratagem, and
makes himfelf Sport ar the Abfurdity of their Proem, in com-
plimenting their Beauty, when they were mask'd. It thercfojc

comes from him with the utmoft Propriety.

Bircn.
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Biron. Is this your perfe&nefs ? be gone, you rogue,

Rof What would thcfe Grangers ? know their minds,
Boyet.

If they do fpeak our language, 'tis our Will
That fome plain man recount their purpofes.

Know, what they would.

Boyet. What 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. Why, That they have; and bid them fo be
gone.

Boyet. She fays, you have it ; and you may be gone.

King. Say 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 with you on this grafs.

Rof. It is not fo. Ask them, how many inches

Is in one mile : if they have meafur'd many,
The meafure then of one is eafily told.

Boyet. If to come hither you have meafur'd miles,

And many miles ; the Princefs bids you tell,

How many inches doth fill up one mile ?

Biron. Tell her, we meafure them by weary fteps,

Boyet. She hears her felf.

Rof How many weary fteps

Of many weary miles, you have o'ergone,

Are number'd in the travel of one mile ?

Biron. We number nothing that we fpend for you ;

Our duty is fo rich, fo infinite,

That we may do it ftill without accompt.

Vouchfafe to fhew the funmine of your face,

That we (like favages) may worfhip it.

Rof My fice is but a moon, and clouded too.

King. Bleffed are clouds, to do as fuch clouds do.

Vouchfafe, bright moon, and thefe thy liars, to mine

(Thofe clouds remov'd) upon our watery eyne.

Rof O vain petitioner, beg a greater matter;

Thou now requelt'ft but moon-ihine in the water.

King.
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King. Then in our meafure vouchfafe but one
change

;

Thou bid'ft me beg, this begging is not ftrange.

Rof Play, mufick, then ; nay, you muft do it foon.

Not yet ? no dance ? thus change I, like the moon.
King. Will you not dance ? how come you thus

eftrang'd ?

Rof. You took the moon at full, but now Ihe's

chang'd.

King. Yet (till me is the moon, and I the man.
The mufick plays, vouchfafe fome motion to it.

Rof. Our ears vouchfafe it.

King. But your legs Ihould do it.

Rof. Since you are ftrangers, and come here by
chance,

We'll not be nice; take hands ; we will not dance.

King. Why take you hands then !

Rof. 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.

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 ;

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 bed pleas'd with That.

Biron. White-handed miilrefs, one fweet word with
thee.

Prin. Honey, and milk, and fugar, there is three.

Biron. Nay then, two treys ; and if you grow fo

nice,

Methegline, wort, and malmfey ; well run, dice

:

There's half a dozen fweets.

Prin. Seventh fweet, adieu

;

Since you can cog, i'J play no more wich you.
Biron. One word in iecret.

Prin.
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Prin. Let it not be fweet.

Biron. Thou griev'fl my gall.

Prin. Gall ? bitter. —
Biron. Therefore meet.
•Dum. Will you vouchfafe with me to change a word I

Mar. Name it.

Dum. Fair lady, y .

Mar. Say you fo ? fair lord :

Take that for your fair lady.

Dum. Pleafe it you

;

As much in private ; and I'll bid adieu.
Cath. What, was your vifor made without a tono-ue
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 ; is not veal J

calf?

Long. A calf, fair lady ?

Cath. No, a fair lord calf.

Long. Let's part the word.
Cath. No, I'll not be your half;

Take all, and wean it ; it may prove an ox.
Long. Look, how you butt your felf in thefe fhard

mocks

!

Will you give horns, chafte lady ? do not fo.

Cath. Then die a calf, before your horns do grow.
Lang, One word in private with you, ere 1 die.
Cath. 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 (enfe, fo fenfible

Seemeth their conference, their conceits have wings ;

Fleeter than arrows, bullets, wind, thought, fwifter
things.

Rof. Not one word more, my maids ; break eft,

break off.

Biron. By heaven, all dry-beaten with puze feoff. —

-
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King, Farewell, mad wenches; you have fimple wits.

n . rp ,.
[Exeunt King and Lords.

rnn. Twenty adieus, my frozen Mufcoxites.
Are thefe the Breed of wits fo wondred at ?

I Boyet. Tapers they are, with your fweet breaths
putt out.

Rof
'{J

d
tt
mn% wits the/ have; grofs

' ^ofs;

Prin. O poverty in wit, kingly poor flout

'

i Will they not (think you) hang themfelves to' night*
Or ever, but in vizors, mew their faces?

.
This pert Biron was out of count'nance quite.

'

rpu V- ° ''
they were a11 in lamenta°le cafes!

The King was weeping-ripe for a good word.
Prin. Biron did fwear himfelf out of all Yuit.

[
Mar. Dumain was at my fervice, and his fw'ord •

(iNo, point quoth I ; my fervant ftrait was mute
Lath. Lord Lmga-ville faid, I came o'er his heart •

And, trow you, what he call'd me ?
Prin. Qualm, perhaps.
Cath. Yes, in good faith.

Prin. Go, ficknefs as thou art f

,
Pof

:
Well, better wits have worn plain flatute-cans

But will you hear ? the King is my love fworn
P

Prin And quick Biron hath plighted faith tome.

\f k L°»g"<vilk was for my fervice born.
,

Mar. Dumain is mine, as fure as bark on tree
1

Boyet. Madam, and pretty miltreffes, give ear :
Immediately they will again be here
In their own lhapes ; for. it can never be,
They will digeft this harlh indignity.
Prm. Will they return ?

Boyet. They will they will, God knows;And leap for joy, though they are lame with blows •ft Favours; and, when they repS/Blow, like fweet rofes, in this fummer air

fto"d.

W' bI°W? h°W
'

bl°W? fP«* *> be under.

Boyet. Fair ladies, maskt, are rofes in their bud

;

Vol. II. t
Or
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Or angel-veiling clouds ; are rofes blown,

Difmaskt, their damask fweet Commixture (hewn.

Prin. Avaunt, perplexity ! what lhall we do,

If they return in their own mapes to woo ?

Rof. Good Madam, if by me you'll be advis'd,

Let's mock them Hill, as well known, as difguis'd;

Let us complain to them what fools were here,

Difguis'd, like Mufco-vites, in fhapelefs 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 prelented. 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, before the Princefs's Pavilion

Enter the King, Biron, Longaville, and Dumain,
in their own habits ; Boyet, meeting them.

King.

FAIR Sir, God fave you ! Where's the Princefs

Boyet. Gone to her Tent.

Pleafe it your Majefty, command me any fervi

to her ?

King. That me vouchfafe me audience for one word.
Boyet. I will ; and fo will me, I know, my lord. [Exi
Biron. This fellow picks up wit, as pidgeons peas

;

And utters it again, when Jo<ve doth pleafe :

He is wit's pedlar, and retails his wares

At wakes and waffals, meetings, markets, fairs

:

And we that fell by grofs, the Lord doth know,
JLive not the grace to grace it with fuch fliow.
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[
This Gallant pins the wenches on his fleeve ;

Had he been Adam, he had tempted E<ve.

He can carve too, and lifp : why, this is he,

I That kift away his hand in courteiie ;

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 moft mainly; and, in umering,

I
Mend him who can ; the ladies call him fweet

;

The flairs, as he treads on them, kifs his feet.

This is the flower, that fmiles on every one,

To Ihew his teeth, as white as whale his bone.

And confciences, that will not die in debt,

Pay him the due of honey-tongued Boyet.

King. A blifler on his fweet tongue with my heartr
That put Armada s Page out of his Part

!

Enter the Princefs, Rofaline, Maria, Catharine,

Boyet, and attendants.

Biron. See, where it comes ; behaviour, what wert
thou,

'Till this man lhew'd thee ? and what art 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 vvifh me better, I will give you leave,

King. We come to vifit you, and purpofe now
To lead you to our Court ; vouchfafe it then.

Prin. This field mail 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

;

The vertue of your eye muft break my oath.

Prin. You nick-name virtue ; vice you mould have
fpoke :

For virtue's office never breaks mens' troth.

Now, by my maiden honour, yet as pure
As the unfully'd filly, I proteft,

A world of torments though I mould endure,

I would not yield to be your houfe's gueft :

L 2
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So much I hate a breaking 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.

Trin. Not fo, my lord ; it is not fo, Ifwear;
We have had paftirnes here, and pleafant game.

A mefs of Ruffians left us but of late.

King. How, Madam? Ruffians?
. Prin. Ay, in truth, my lord

;

Trim gallants, full of courtlhip, and of flate.

Rof Madam, fpeak true. It is not fo, my lord

:

M[y lady (to the manner of the days)

Iri couYteiie gives undeferving praife.

We four, indeed, confronted were with four

In Ruffian habit : here they ftay'd an hour,

And talked apace ; and in that hour, my lord,

They did not blefs us with one happy word.

I dare not call them fools ; but this I think,

When they are thirfty, fools would fain have drink.

Biron. This jeft is dry to me. Fair, gentle, fweet,

Your wit makes wife things foolim ; when we greet

With eyes bell feeing heaven's fiery eye,

By light we lofe light ; your capacity

Is of that nature, as to your huge ftore

Wife things feem foolim, 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 poffefs.

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 ; they'll mock us now down-
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Dum. Let us confefs, and turn it to a jeft.

/V/#. Amaz'd, my lord ?. why looks your Highnefs

fad?

Rof Help, hold his brows, he'll fwoon : why look

you pale ?

Sea-lick, I think, coming from Mufcovy.

Biron. Thus pour the liars down plagues for Perjury.

Can any face of brafs hold longer out ?

Here ftand I, lady, dart thy skill at me ;

Bruife me with fcorn, confound me with a flout, -

Thruft thy, lharp wit quite through my ignorance

;

Cut me to pieces with thy keen conceit

;

And I will wiih thee never more to dance,

Nor never more in Ruffian habit wait.

0 ! never will I trull to fpeeches pen'd,

Nor to the motion of a fchool-boy's tongue j

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 affe&ation,

Figures pedantical, thefe fummer- flies,

Have blown me full of maggot oftentation

:

1 do forfwear them ; and I here protefl,

By this white glove, (how white the hand, God
knows

!

)

Henceforth my wooing mind Ihall be exprefl

In rulfet yeas, and honeft kerfie noes :

And to begin, wench, (fo God help me, law f

)

My love to thee is found, fans crack or flaw •

Rof, Sans, fans, I pray you,

Biron. Yet I have a trick

Of the old rage : bear with me, I am fick.

Til leave it by degrees : foft, let us fee

;

Write, Lord ha^vs mercy on us, on thofe three y
They are infedled, in their hearts it lyes

;

They have the plague, and caught it of your eyes i

Thefe lords are vilited, you are not free ;

For the lord's tokens on you both I fee.

Prin. No, they are free, that gave thefe token*

to us.

L 3 Birom
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Biron. Our ftates are forfeit, feek not to undo us.

Rof It is not fo ; for how can this be true,

That you Hand forfeit, being thofe that fue ?

Biron. Peace, for I will not have to do with you.

Rof. Nor fhall not, if I do as I intend.

Biron. Speak for your felves, my wit is at an end.

King. Teach us, Tweet Madam, for cur rude tranf-

greMion

Some fair excufe.

Prin. The faireft is confeffion.

Were you not here, but even now, difguis'd ?

King. Madam, I was.

Prin. And were you well advis'd ?

Kin?. I was, fair Madam.
Prin. When you then were here,

What did ycu whifper in your lady's ear ?

King. That more than all the world I did refpec~iher.

Prin. When (he fhall challenge this, you will re-

ject her.

King. Upon mine honour, no.

Prin. Peace, peace, forbear :

Your oath once broke, you force not to fbrfwear.

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 dear

As precious eye-fight ; and did value me
Above this world ; adding thereto, moreover,

That he would wed me, or elfe die my lover.

Prin. Gcd give thee joy of him ! the noble lord

Moft honourably doth uphold his word .

|

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 I did give;

I knew her by this jewel on her fleeve.

Prin. Pardon me, Sir, this jewel did Are wear

:

And lord Biron, I thank him, is my Dear.

What? will you have me ? or your pearl again r

Biron,
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Biron. Neither of either : I remit both twain.

I fee the trick on't ; here was a con fent,

(Knowing aforehand of our merriment)

To dam it, like a Chrijlmas comedy.

Some carry-ta!e, fome pleafe-man, fome flight zany,

Some mumble-news, fome trencher-knight, fome Dicky

That fmiles his cheek in jeers, and knows the trick (37)
To make my lady laugh, when me's difpos'd,

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 Ihe 1

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 [To BoyeU
Foreilal 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 ftand between her back, Sir, and the fire,

Holding a trencher, jelling merrily ?

You put our Page out : go, you are allow'd $
*

Die when you will, a fmock (hall 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.

Biron. Lo, he is tilting ftrait. Peace, I have done,

Enter Coftard.

Welcome, pure wit, thou parteft a fair fray.

Coft. O lord, Sir, they would know
Whether the three Worthies mall come in, or no,

Biron. What, are there but three ?

Coft. No, Sir, but it is vara line ;

For every one purfents three.

(37) That fmiles his Cheel^in years.] Thus the whole Set of
lmpreflions : but I cannot for my Heart comprehend the Senfe

of this Phrafe. I am perfuaded, I have reftor'd the Poet's

Word and Meaning. Boyet's Character was That of a Fleerer,

ieerer, mocker, carping Blade.

L 4 Biron.
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Biron. And three times three is nine ?

m
Coft Not fo, Sir, under corredion/sir ; I hop* id

is not fo. * 9

You cannot beg us, Sir; I can affure you, Sir, we know
what we know : I hope, three times thrice, Sir—

Biron. Is not nine.

Coft. Under corredion, Sir, we know where until it
at h amount.
&ron.Ey Jove, I always took three threes for nine.
Loft. O lord, Sir, it were pity you mould get your

living by reckoning, Sir.
-

Biron. How much is it ?

c-
C'A ° lord

' ?
ir

>
the Parties themfelves, the a&ors,

bir, will mew whereuntil it doth amount ; for my own
part, I am, as they fay, but to perfed one man in one
poor man, Pompion the Great, Sir.

Biron. Art thou one of the worthies ?

Coft. It pleafed them to think me worthy of Pompion
the Great

: for mine own part, I know not the degree
of the Worthy ; but I am to Hand for him.

Biron. Go bid them prepare.

Coft. We will turn it finely off, Sir, we will take fome
care.

King. Biron, they will mame us ; let them not ap-
proach. [Exit Coft

Biron. We are fhame-proof, my lord ; and 'tis fome
policy

To have one Show worfe than the King's and his Com*
pany.

King. I fay, they mall not come.
Prin. Nay, my good lord, let me o'er- rule you now }

That fport bed pleafes, that doth leaft know how.
Where zeal ftrives to content, and the contents
Dies in the zeal of that which it prefents

;

Their form, confounded, makes molt form in mirth ;When great things, labouring, perifh in their birth/
Biron. A right defcription of cur fport, my lord.

Enter
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Enter Armado.

'Arm. Anointed, I implore fo much expence of thjr

royal fweet breath, as will utter a brace of words.

Prin. Doth this man ferve God ?

Biron. Why ask you ?

Prin. He fpeaks not like a man of God's making.

Arm. That's all one, my fair, fweet, honey monarch $

for, I proteft, the fchoolmafter is exceeding fantaftical ^

too, too vain ; too, too vain : but we will put it, as-

they fay, to fortuna de la guerra. I wifti you the peacer

of mind, moll royal coupplement.

King. Here is like to be a good prefence of Wor-

thies : he prefents Heclor of Troy ; the fwain, Pompey the

Great ; the parim-curate, Alexander ; Armada's page,

Hercules ; the pedant, Judas Machabeus.

And if thefe four Worthies in their firft Show thrive,

Thefe four will change habits, and prefent the other five.

Biron. There are five in the firft Show 0

King. You are deceived, 'tis not fo.

Biron. The pedant, the braggart, the hedge-priefV

the fool, and the boy.

A bare throw at Novum, 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 a *

main.

Enter Coftard for Pompey,

.Coft. /Pompey am
Boyet. You lye, you are not. he-.,

Cbft. /Pompey am
Boyet. With Libbard*s head on knee* *

Biron, Well faid, old mocker : I muft needs be

friends with thee.

Coft. I Pompey amy
Pompey furnanfd the Big.

Dum. The Great.

Coft. It is Great, Sir ; Pompey, furnam'd the Great i

Thai oft in field, with targe andJhield>

Did make my foe to fiweat :

• * L 5 - A&d'
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And travelling along this coaft, I here am come h
chance ;

'

And lay my arms before the legs of this fiveet Lafs of
France.

If your ladyfliip would fay, « thanks,—Pompey, I had
done.

Prin. Great thanks, great Pompey.
Coft. 'Tis not fo much worth ; but, I hope, I was*?

perfedl. I made a little fault in great.
Biron. My hat to a half-penny, Pompey proves the.

Deft Worthy.

Enter Nathaniel for Alexandef.

Nath. When in the world I litfd, Iwas the world's
Commander ;

By eaft, weft, north and fouth, I fpread my conquering
might

;

My 'Scutcheon plain declares, that I am Alifander.
Boyet. Your nofe fays, no, you are not ; for it ftands

too right.

Biron. Your nofefmells, no, in this, moll tender fmel-
ling Knight.

Prin. The Conqueror is difmaid : proceed, good
Alexander.

* Nath. When in the world Iliv'd, Iwas the world's
Commander.

Boyet. Moil true, 'tis right ; you were fo, Alifander.
Biron. Pompey the Great,

Coft. Your fervant, and Coftard.
Biron.' Take away the Conqueror, take away Ali-

fander.

Coft. O Sir, you have overthrown Alifander the Con-
queror, [to Nath.] You will be fcraped out of the paint-
ed cloth for this; your lion, that holds the poll-ax fit-

ting on a clofe-flcol, will be given to Ajax ; he will
be then the ninth Worthy. A Conqueror, and afraid to
fpeak ? run away for fhame, Alifander. There, an't
fhall pleafe you ; a fbolim mild man; an honeir. man,,
look you, and foon dauYd. He is a marvellous good
neighbour, infooth, and a very good bowler ; but for

Alifander;
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Atifander, alas, you fee, how 'tis a little o'er-parted :

b7fi are Worthies a coming will fpeak their mind

in fome other fort.

Biron. Stand afide, good Pompey.

Enter Holofernes for Judas, W Moth>* Hercules.'

fiW Great Hercules is preferred by this imp,

Whofe club kill'd Cerberus, that three-headed rfffitf-Si

And when he was a babe, a child, a Ihrimp,

Thus did he ftrangle ferpents in his manus

:

Quoniam, he feemeth in minority ;

tWj I come with this apology. - 1

,

K;fp fomeTate in thy 5 vanifh. Moth.

Hoi Judas /

Bum. A 7*<&i /"

Ho/. Not Jfcarioty Sir ;

Tudas I am, ycleped Machabeus.
J
D««. Judas Machabeus dipt, is plain 7*f^

• B*rL A kiffing traitor . How art thou prov d Judas B

Hoi. Judas lam.

Bum. The more mame for you, Judas.

Hoi. What mean you, Sir ?

B*y*f . To make Judas hang himfelf.

w>/ iWin Sir, you are my elder. ^

R/L Well foUowM ; JuL was hanged on an Elder,

Hoi I will not be put out of countenance.

Biron. Becaufe thou haft no face.

Hot. What is this ?

Boyet. A cittern head.

Dum. The head of a bodkin.

Biron. A death's face in a ring.

JW The face of an old Roman com fcarce feen,

gJt The pummel of Cafarh faulchion.

D«». The carv'd-bone face on a flask.

St. C^'shalf-cheeR-m a brooch.

D«m Av. and in a brooch of lead.

S« Ay and worn in the cap ofa tooth-drawer j

And nowXlard; for we have put thee m counter

^rTou have put me out of countenance,



252 Love 5
* Labour's loft.

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 fo,

Boyet. Therefore as he is an afs, let him go.

An fo adieu, fweet Jude ; nay, why doll thou flay r*

Dum. For the latter end of his name.
Biron. For the Afs to the Jude ; give it him. Jud-as>

away.
Hoi. This is not generous, not gentle, not humble.
Boyet. A light for monfieur Judas ; it grows dark,

he may Humble.

Brin* Alas! poor Machabeus, how he hath been baited

!

Enter Armado. •

Biron. Hide thy head, Achilles, here comes Heclor

in arms.

Dum. Tho' my mocks come home by me, I will

now be merry.

King. HeSior was but a Trojan in refpect of this.

Boyet. But is this Hedor ?

King. I think, Hedor was not fo clean-timber'd.

Long. His leg is too big for Heftor.

Dum. More calf, certain.

Boyet. No ; he is belt indu'd in the fmall.

Biron. This can't be HeSIor.

Dum. He's a God or a Painter, for he makes faces.

Arm. The armipotent Mars, of launces the Almighty3

Gave Hettor a gift,

Dum. A gilt nutmeg,

Biron. A lemon.

Long. Stuck with cloves.

Dum. No, cloven.

Arm. The armipotent Mars, of launces the Almighty,

Gave Hedlor a gift, the heir of Iliori ;

A man fo breath''d, that certain he ivouldfght ye
From fnorn ''till night, out of his pavilion.

J am that Flower.

Dum. That mint.

Long. That cullambine.

4?m. Sweet lord Longaville, rein thy tongue.

Long:
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Long. I mull rather give it the rein ; for it runs a-

gainft He8or.

Dum. Ay, and HeSior's 2l 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 ;

Sweet Royalty, bellow on me the fenfe of hearing.'

Prin. Speak, brave Heftor ; we are much delighted.

Arm. I do adore thy fweet Grace's flipper.

JBoyet. Loves her by the foot.

Dum. He may not, by the yard.

Arm. This He£torfar furmounted Hannibal.

Coft. The Party is gone, fellow Heftor, fhe is gone %

(he is two months on her way.

Arm. What mean' ft thou ?

Coft. Faith, unlefs you play the honeft Trojan, the

poor wench is caft away ; lhe's quick, the child brags

in her belly already. 'Tis yours.

Arm. Doft thou infamonize me among Potentates ?

Thou malt die.

Coft. Then mail Hecior be whipt for Jaquenetta, that

is quick by him ; and hang'd for Pompey, that is dead

by him.

Dum. Moft rare Pompey !

Boyet. Renowned Pompey !

Biron. Greater than great, great, great, great Pompey!

Pompey the huge

!

Dum. HeSlor trembles.

Biron. Pompey is mov'd ; more Ates, more Ates ; ftir

them on, ftir them on.

Dum. HeSlor will challenge him.

Biron. Ay, if he have no more man's blood in's 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 flafh ; I'll do't by the Sword : I pray you, let me
borrow my arms again.

Dum. Room for the incenfed Worthies.

Coft. I'll do't in my fhirt.

Dum t Moft refolute Pompey !

Moih %
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Moth. Mailer, let me take you a button-hole lowers

Do ye not fee, Pompey is uncaring for the combat : what
mean you ? you will lofe your reputation.

Arm. Gentlemen, and foldiers, pardon me; I will-

not combat in my fhirt.

Dum. You may not deny it, Pompey, hath made the

challenge.

Ar?n. Sweet bloods, I both may and will.

Biron. What reafon have you for't ?

Arm. The naked truth of it is, I have no fhirt v I go

woolward for penance.

Bcyet. True, and it was enjoin'd him in Rome for

want of linnen ; fmce when, I'll be fworn, he wore ncne

but a dim-clout of Jaquenetta*sy and that he wears next

his heart for a Favour.

Enter Macard.

Mac. God fave you, Madam

!

Prin. Welcome, Macard, but that thou interruptefl

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 ; I

have feen the day of wrong through the little hole of
difcretion, and I will right my felf like a foldier.

{Exeunt Worthies.

King* How fares your Majefty ?

Prin. Boyet, prepare; I will away to night.

King. Madam, not fo ; I do befeech you, iiay.

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 oppoiition of our fpirits

;

If over-boldly we have borne our felves

In the converfe of breath, your gentlenefs

Was guilty of it. Farewell worthy lord ,
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An heavy heart bears not a nimble tongue : (38)
Excufe me fo, coming fo fhort of thanks,

For my great Suit fo eafily obtained.

King. The extreme part of time extremely forms
All caufes to the purpofe of his fpeed ;

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 ofTorrow juitle it

From what it purpos'd : Since, to wail friends loft,

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 bell pierce the ear of grief i.

And by thefe badges underftand the King.

For your fair fakes have we neglected 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,

As love is full of unbefitting flrains,

All wanton as a child, skipping in vain,

Form'd by the eye, and therefore like the eye,

Full of flraying fhapes, of habits, and of forms,

Varying in fubje&s as the eye doth rowl,

To every varied object in his glance :

Which party-coated pretence of loofe love

Put on by us, if, in your heav'nly eyes,

(3*) ^An heavy heart bears not an humble Tongue.] Thus all

the Editions 5 but, furely, without either Senfe or Truth.

None are more humble in Speech, than they who labour under
any Oppreu*ion. The Princefs is defiring, her Grief may apo-

logize for her not expreffing her Obligations at large; and
my Correction is conformable to that Sentiment. Befide-i,

there is an sAntithefis between heavy and nimble 3 but between

hdivy and humble 7 there is none.

Have
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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
Is likevvife yours. We to our felves prove falfe,

By being once falfe, for ever to be true

To thofe that make us both ; fair ladies, you :

And even that falmood, in it felf a fin,

Thus purifies it felf, and turns to Grace.
Prin. We have received your letters, full of love ;

Your Favours, the embaffadors of love :

And in our maiden council rated them
At courtfhip, pleafant jeft, and couitefie ;

As bumball:, and as lining to the time :

But more devout, than thefe are our refpecls,

Have we not been ; and therefore met your loves

In their own faftuon, like a merriment.

Dum. Our letters, Madam, fhew'd much more thaa
jeft.

Long. So did our looks.

Rof. We did not coat them^b.
King. Now at the lateft minute of the hour,

Grant us your loves.

Prin. A time, methinks, too fhort,

To make a world-without-end bargain in ;

No, no, my lord, your Grace is perjur'd much 5

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 ; but go with fpeed

.

To fome forlorn and naked Hermitage,

.Remote from all the pleafures of the world ;

There flay, until the twelve celeftial Signs

Have brought about their annual reckoning.

If this auftere infociable life

Change not your offer made in heat of blood ;

If frolls, and fafts, hard lodging, and thin weeds
Nip not the gaudy blolfoms of your love,

But that it bear this tryal, and laft love ;

Then, at the expiration of the year,

Come
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2ome challenge me ; challenge me, by thefe deferts $

And by this virgin palm, now kifling thine,

I will be thine ; and 'till that inftant fhut

My woful felf up in a mourning houfe,

[ Raining the tears of lamentation,

I

For the remembrance of my father's death.'

; If this thou do deny, let our hands part

;

Neither intitled in the other's heart.

King. If this, or more than this, I would deny,

To flatter 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.

Biron. (39) [And what to me, my love ? and what to

me ?

Rof. You muft be purged too, your fins are rank,

You are attaint with fault and perjury ;

Therefore if you my favour mean to get,

A twelve-month mall you fpend, and never reft,,

But feek the weary beds of people fick.]

Dum. But what to me, my love ? but what to me ?

Catb. A wife ! a beard, fair health and honefty £

With three-fold love I wiih you all thefe three.

Dum. O, mall I fay, I thank you, gentle wife I

(3$) Biron. C <And what to me, my Love > and what to me?
Rof. Tou muft be purged too : your Sins are rankj

You are attaint with Fault and Perjury.

Therefore if you my Favour mean to get,

*A Twelvemonth fiall you fpend, and never reft>

But feek the weary Beds of People fick<]

Thefe fix Verfes both Dr. Thirlby and Mr. Warburton concur to

think fliould be expung'dj and therefore I have put them be-
tween Crotchets: Not that they were an Interpolation, but as

the Author's firft Draught, which he afterwards rejected j and
executed the fame Thought a little lower with much more
Spirit and Elegance. Shakefpeare is not to anfwer for the pre-

fent abfurd repetition, but his Aftor-Editors ; who, thinking
%ofalindy

i Speech too long in the fecond Plan, had abridg'i
it to the Lines above quoted : but, in publifiiing the Play, ftu-

pidly printed both the Original Speech of Shakefpeare, and
their, own Abridgment of is.

Catb*
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Cath. 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.

Cath. Yet fwear not, left ye be.forfworn again.

Long. What fays Maria ?

Mar. At the twelve-month's end,

change my black gown for a faithful friend.

Long. I'll flay with patience ; but the time is long.

Mar. The liker you ; few taller are fo young.
Biron. Studies my lady ? miftrefs, look on me,

Behold the window of my heart, mine eye,

What humble Suit attends thy anfyver there ;

Impofe fome ferviceon me for thy love.

Rof. Oft have I heard of you, my lord Biron ,

Before I faw you ; and the world's large torgue

Proclaims you for a man replete with mocks

;

Full of comparifons and wounding flouts ;

Wr

hich you on all eftates will execute,

That lye within the mercy of your wit

:

To weed this wormwood from your fruitful braitt.

And therewithal to win me, if you pleafe,

(Without the which I am not to be won ;)

You (hall this twelve-month- term from day to day

Vifit the fpeechlefs Sick, and (till convert
With groaning wretches ; and your task mall be,

With all the fierce endeavour of year wit,

T' enforce the pained Impotent to fmile.

Biron. To move wild laughter in the throat of death

It cannot be, it is impoftible

:

Mirth cannot move a foul in agony.

Rof Why, that's the way to choak a gibing fpirit,

Whofe influence is begot of that loofe grace,

Which fhallow laughing hearers give to fools

:

A jell's profperity lies in the °ar

Of him that hears it, never in the tongue

Of him that mal es it : then, if fickly ears,

Dealt with the clamours of their own dear groans,

Will hear your idle fcorns ; continue then,
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Ld I will have you, and that fault withal

:

It if they will not, throw away that fount,

lid I ftiall find you empty of that fault,

ILht iovful of vour Reformation.

I fk>i*. A twelve-month ? well , befall, what will be-

fall,
. TT r 1

111 jeft a twelve-month in an Hefoital.

Erin. Ay, fweet my lord, and fo I take
j-g£g^

King. No, Madam; ^ will bring you on your way.

Biron. Our wooingdoth not end like an old Flay ,

hack hath not JMi thefe ladies* coortcfie

.light well have made our fport a Comedy

King. Come, Sir, it wants a twelve-month andao.y,

IKnd then'twill end.

Biron. That's too long for a Hay.

Enter Armado.

Arm. Sweet Majefty, vouchfafe me—
Erin. Was not that He3or ?

Dum. That worthy Knight of Trey.
r

Arm. I will kifs thy royal finger,

am a Votary ; I have vovv'd to J^V^t^i
plough for her fweet love three years u«u, mott

tireamefs, will you hear the dialog* that the two

learned men have compiled, in pra.fe »f

the cuckow I it mould have foliow'd in the end or our.

*
King. Call them forth quickly, we will do fo.

Arm. Hclla ! approach.

Enter all, fir the Song.

This fide is Hiems, winter.

This PVr, the fpring : the one maintain d by the owl*

The other by the cuckow.

Ver, begin.

The
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The SON G.

SPRING.
When dairies pied, and violets blue,

And lady-fmocks all filler white,
And cuckoo-buds of yellow hue.

Do paint the meadows with delight ;

The cuckow then on every Tree

Mocks married men ; for thus Jings he,

Cuckow !

Cuckow ! cuckow ! O word offear,
JJnpleafing to a married earl

When Jhepherds pipe on oaten Jiraws,
And merry larks are ploughmens* clocks :.

When turtles tread, and rooks and daws ;

And maidens bleach their fummer fmocks %

The cuckow then on every tree

Mocks married men ; for thus Jings he,

Cuckow!
Cuckow ! cuckow ! O word offear9
Vnpleajing to a married ear!

W I NT E R.

When ifcles hang by the wall,

And Dick the foepherd blows his nail

}

And Tom bears logs into the hall,

And milk comes frozen home in pail ;

When blood is nipt, and ways be foul,

Then nightly fings the faring owl
Tu-whit ! to-whoo t

A merry note.

While greafie Jone doth keel the pot,

When all aloud the wind doth blow,

And coughing drowns the Parfon's faw ;

And birds ft brooding in the fnow,
And Marian*; nofe looks red and raw ;

When
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When roafted crabs bifi i» the bowl,

Then nightly fings the flaring owl

fu-whit! to-'whoo!

A merry note,
'

While greafie Jone doth keel the pot.

Arm. The words of Mercury

Are harfti after the Songs of Apollo :

Sfou, that way ; we, this way.
mnes









you Like i

A

O M E D Y



Dramatis Perfonas.
DUKE.
Frederick, brother to the Duke',andufurper ofhis dukedoml
Amiens, -> Lords attending upon the Duke in his banijb-
Jaques, S ment. .

"

Le Beu, a courtier attending on Frederick.
Oliver eldejlfon to Sir Rowland de Boys, who -had for*

merly been afervant to the Duke.
Jaques, i ir
Orlando, S Iounger brothers to Oliver.

Adam, an oldfervant of Sir Rowland de Boys, now fol-
lowing thefortunes of Orlando.

Dennis, fervant to Oliver.

Charles, a wrejller, andfervant to the ufurping Duke
Frederick.

Touchftone, a clown attending on Celia and Rofalind.
Corin, ?
Sylvius, S fi'pheris.

A clown, in love with Audrey.
William, another clown, in love with Audrey.
Sir Oliver Mar-text, a country curate.

Rofalind, daughter to the Duke.
Celia, daughter to Frederick.
Phebe, a Jhepherdefs.
Audrey, a country wench.

Lords belonging to the two Dukes*, with pages,forejler*
and other attendants.

*

The SCENE /;w>JrJl, near Oliver'/ bmfii and
afterwards, partly in the Duke's Court ; and
partly in the Forejl of Arden.

A S
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A C T I.

SCENE, OLIVER'* Orchard.

Enter Orlando and Adam.

O R L A N DO.
S I remember, Adam> it was upon this

fkfhion bequeathed me by Will, but a
poor thoufand crowns ; and, as thou

fay'ft, charged my brother on his Blef-

fing to breed me well ; and there begins

my fadnefs. My brother Jaques he

keeps at fchool, and report fpeaks gol-

denly of his profit : for my part, he keeps me ruftically

at home ; or, (to fpeak more properly) flays me here

at home, unkept ; for call you that keeping for a gen-

tleman of my birth, that differs not from the flailing of

an ox ? his horfes are bred better ; for befides that they

are fair with their feeding, they are taught their ma-
nage, and to that end riders dearly hired : but I, his

brother, gain nothing under him but growth ; for the

which his animals on his dunghills are as much bound
to him as I. Befides this Nothing that he fo plenti-

fully gives me, the Something, that Nature gave me,
his countenance feems to take from me. He lets me
Vo l. II. M feed
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feed with his hinds, bars me the place of a brother,

and, as much as in him lies, mines my gentility with
my education. This is it, Ada?n y that grieves me ; 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.

Enter Oliver.

Adam. Yonder comes my mailer, your brother.

Orla. Go apart, Adam, and thou lhalt hear how he

will make me up.

Oli. Now, Sir, what make you here ?

Orla. Nothing: I am not taught to make any thing.

OH. What mar you then, Sir ?

Orla. Marry, Sir, I am helping you to mar That

which God made ; a poor unworthy brother of yours,

with idlenefs.

OH. Marry, Sir, be better employ'd, and be nought

a while.

Or/a. Shall I keep your hogs, and eat husks with

them ? what Prodigal's portion have I fpent, that I

fliould come to fuch penury ?

OIL Know you where you are, Sir?

Orla. O, Sir, very well ; here in your Orchard.

OH. Know you before whom, Sir?

Orla. Ay, better than he, I am before, knows me.'

I know, you are* my eldeft brother ; and in the gentle

condition of blood, you Ihould fo know me; the cour-

tefie of nations allows you my better, in that you are

the firft born; but the fame tradition takes not away

my blood, were there twenty brothers betwixt us. I

have as much of my father in me, as you ; albeit, I

confefs your coming before me is nearer to his reve-

rence.

Oli. What, boy!

Orla. Come, come, elder brother, you are too young

Ja this.

Oli. Wilt thou lay hands on me, villain ?

Or/tf t I am no villain : I am the youngeft fon of

Sir
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Sir Rowland de Boys ; he was my father, and he is thrice

a villain, that fays, fuch a father begot villains. Wert

thou not my brother, I would not take this hand from

thy throat, 'till this other had pull'd out thy tongue for

faying fo ; thou haft raiPd on thy felf.

Adam. Sweet mafters, be patient > for your father's

remembrance, be at accord.

O/i. Let me go, I fay.

Or/a. I will not, 'till I pleafe : you mall 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 qualities

;

the Spirit of my father grows ftrong in me, and 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 me by teftament ; with that I will go buy
my fortunes.

OH. And what wilt thou do? beg, when that is

fpent? well, Sir, get you in. I will not long be trou-

bled with you : you mall have fome part of your will,

I pray you, leave me.

Or/a. I will no further offend you, than becomes me
for my good.

O/i. Get you with him, you old dog.

Adam. Is old dog my reward ? moft true, I have loft

my teeth in your feryice. God be with my old mafter,

he would not have fpoke fuch a word.
\Exe. Orlando and Adam.

O/i. Is it even fo ? begin you to grow upon me ? I
will phyfick your ranknefs, and yet give no thoufand

crowns neither. Holla, Dennis!

Enter Dennis.

Den. Calls your Worfnip ?

O/i. Was not Char/es, the Duke's Wreftler, here to

fpeak with me ?

Den. So pleafe you, he is here at the door, and im-
portunes accefs to you.

O/i. Call him in ;
—— 'twill be a good way ; and to

morrow the wreftling is.

M z Enter
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Enter Charles.

• Cha. Good morrow to your Worfhip.

Oli. Good Mcnfieur Charles, what's the new news
at the new Court ?

Char. There's no news at the Court, Sir, but the old

news ; that is, the old Duke is banifh'd by his younger
brother the new Duke, and three or four loving lords

have put themfelves into voluntary exile with him;
whofe lands and revenues enrich the new Duke, there-

fore he gives them good leave to wander.

Oli. Can you tell, if Rofalindy the Duke's daughter,

be banifh'd with her father ?

Cha. O, no ; for the Duke's daughter her coufm fo

loves her, being ever from their cradles bred together,

that me would have followed her exile, or have died to

ftay behind her. She is at the Court, and no lefs be-

loved of her uncle than his own daughter ; and never

two ladies loved, as they do.

Oli. Where will the old Duke live ?

Cha. They fay, he is already in the foreft of Arden,

ard a many merry men with him ; and there they live

like the old Robin Hood of E?igland ; they fay, many
young gentlemen flock to him every day, and fleet the

time carelefly, as they did in the golden world.

Oli. What, you wreflie 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 under-

iland, that your younger brother Orlando hath a dif-

pofition to come in difguis'd againli me to try a Fall

;

tomorrow, Sir, I wreftle for my credit; and he, that

efcapes me without fome broken limb, mall 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 Ica'c to you, J came hither to acquaint you

withal ; that either you might ftay him from his intend-

ment, or brook fuch difgrace well as he fhall run into ;
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in that it is a thing of his own fearch, and altogether

againit my will.

Oli. Charles, I thank thee for thy love to me, which
thou malt find, I will mod kindly requite. I had my
felf notice of my brother's purpofe herein, and have by
under-hand means laboured to difluade him from it ; but

he is refolute. I tell thee, Charles, he is the lhibborneft

young fellow of France ; full of ambition, an envious

emulator of every man's good parts, a fecret and villa-

nous contriver again ft me his natural brother ; therefore

ufe thy difcretion ; I had as lief thou didft break his

neck, as his finger. And thou wert beft look to't ; for

if thou doft him any flight difgrace, or if he do not

mightily grace himfelf on thee, he will praclife a-

gainft thee by poifon ; entrap thee by fome treacherous

device ; and never leave thee, 'till he hath ta'en thy

life by fome indirect means or other ; for I aflure thee,

(and almoft with tears I fpeak it) there is not one fo

young and fo villanous this day living. I fpeak but bro-

therly of him ; but mould I anatomize him to thee as

he is, I mull blufh and weep, and thou muft look pale and
wonder.

Cha. I am heartily glad, I came hither to you : if he
come to morrow, I'll give him his payment ; if ever he
go alone again, I'll never wreftle for prize more ; and
fo, God keep your Worfhip. [Exit,

Oli. Farewel, good Charles. Now will I ftir this

gamefter : I hope, I mail fee an end of him ; for my
ioul, yet I know not why, hates nothing more than

he. Yet he's gentle ; never fchool'd, and yet learned ;

full of noble device, of all Sorts enchantingly be-

loved ; and, indeed, fo much in the heart of the world,
and efpecially of my own people who beft know him,
that I am altogether mifpriied. But it fhall not be fo,

long ; this wreiiler mail clear all ; nothing remains, but

that I kindle the boy thither, which now I'll go about.

SCENE
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SCENE changes to an Open Walk, before the

Duke's Palace.

Enter Rofalind and Celia.

Cel T Pray thee, Rofalind, fweet my coz, be merry.

X R°f* Dear Celia, I mow more mirth than I

am miftrefs of ; and would you yet I were merrier ? un-

lefs you could teach me to forget a banim'd father, you
mutt not learn me how to remember any extraordinary

pleafure.

Cel. Herein, I fee, thou lov'ft me not with the full

weight that I love thee. If my uncle, thy banimed
father, had banimed thy uncle the Duke, my father,

fo thou hadft been ftill with me, I' could have taught

my love to take thy father for mine ; fo would'fl thou a

if the truth of thy love to me were fo righteoufly tem-
per'd, as mine is to thee.

Rof. 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

malt be his heir ; for what he hath taken away from

thy father perforce, I will render thee again in affec-

tion ; by mine Honour, I will ; and when I break that

oath, let me turn moniler : 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 falling in love?

Cel. Marry, I pr'ythee, do, to make fport withal

;

but love no man in good earner!, nor no further in fport

neither, than with fafety of a pure blulh thou may'it in

honour come off again.

Rof What mall be our Sport then ?

Cel. Let us fit and mock the good houfewife Fortune

from her wheel, that her gifts may henceforth be be-

ftowed equally.

Rof I would, we could do fo ; for her benefits are

mightily mifplaced, and the bountiful blind woman doth

molt miftake in her gifts to women. Ceh
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Cel. ]Tis true ; for thofe, that me makes fair, me
Ifcarce makes honeft ; and thofe, that fhe makes hone£,
lihe makes very ill-favoured.

Rof. Nay, now thou goeft from fortune's office to

I nature's : fortune reigns in gifts of the world, not in the

I lineaments of nature.

Enter Touchftone, a Clown.

Cel. No ! when nature hath made a fair creature,

I

may (he not by fortune fall into the fire ? tho' nature

hath given us wit to flout at fortune, hath not fortune

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; who, perceiving our natural wits too dull

to reafon of fuch Goddeffes, hath fent this Natural for

our whetftone : for always the dulnefs of the fool is the

whetftone of the wits. How now, Wit, whither wan-
der you ?

Clo. Miftrefs, you muft come away to your father.

Cel. Were you made the meffenger ?

Clo. No, by mine honour ; but I was bid to come for
"

you.

Rof. Where learned you that oath, fool ?

Clo. Of a certain Knight, that fwore by his honour
they were good pancakes, and fwore by his honour the

muitard was naught : Now PU nand 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 chin.%

and fwear by your beards that I 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 ho-

M 4 nour.
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nour, for he mever had any ; or if he had, he had
fworn it away; before ever he law thofe pancakes or
that muflard.

Cel. Pr'ythee, who is that thou mean':: ;

Ck. (i) One, that old Frederick your father loves. 1
Cel. My father'-- !o\;e if enough ro honour him enough;

freak no nacre cf him. you'll oe whip: for taxation one.

cf rheie days.

Clo. The more pity, that fools may not fpeak wifely]

what wife men do foolimly.

Cel. By my troth, the a fay "ft true ; for face the lit-"

tic wit that fools have was filenc'd, the litrie fee! try
that wife men have makes a great Show : here cornea
Mgnfienr Le fie*.

inter Le Ecu..

Rpf, With his mouth full of news.
Cel. Which he will put on us, as picgeens feed their

young.

Ref, Then mall we be news-oram'd.

Cel. \\\ the better, we mail be the more marketable.
B a Momfiemr le Beu ; what news ?

Le Beu. Fair Princefs, you have left much good
Sport.

Cel Sport ; of what colour r

Le Beu. What colour, Madam? how fhall I anfwer
you ?

R:>\ A s w i t and fortune will

.

Clo. Or as the deftinies decree.

Cel. Well faid ; that was laid on with a trowel.

(i) Clo. One, that old Frederick )our fatf:er loves.

RoC Mj Father's Love is enough to honour him enou*b\] This
Reply to the Cloven is in all the Becks plac'd to RefaHmdi but

Frederick's not her Father, but Cel.a's: I have therefore ven-

tur'd to prefix the Name of Cti.a. There is no Countenance

from any Palfage in the Play, or from the Dramatis Porfoms%

to imagine, that Beth the Brother-Dukes were Narne&kes j

and One call'd the Old, and the Other the Younger FreaUricltj

and, without fome loch Authority, it would make Confuiloa

to furpofe it.
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I Clo. Nay, if I keep not my rank,

! Rof. Thou lofeft thy old fmell.

Le Beu. You amaze me, ladies ; I would have told

:qm of good wteftling, which you have loft the fight of.

Rof. Yet tell us the manner of the wreftling.

Le Beu. I will tell you the beginning, and, if it pleafe

-our Ladylhips, you may fee the end, for the belt is yet

o do ; and here where yoa are, they are coming to per-

form it.

Cel. Well, the beginning that is dead and buried.

Le- Beu. There comes an old man and his three

ferns,

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 : Be it knwn unto all

men by thefe prefents, —
Le Beu. The eldeft of the three wreftled with Charles

:he Duke's Wreftler; which Charles in a moment threw

tiim, and broke three of his ribs, that there is little hope
)f life in him : fo he ferv'd the Second, and fo the Third

:

ponder they lie, the poor old man their father making
fuch pitiful Dole over them, that all the beholders take

his part with weeping.

Rof. Alas!

Ch. But what is the Sport, Monfieur, that the ladies

lave loft ?

Le Beu. Why this, that I fpeak of.

Clo. Thus men may grow wifer every day \ It is

he firft time that ever I heard breaking of ribs was
"port for ladies.

Cel. Or I, I promife thee.

Rof But (2) is there any elfe longs to fet this broken.

munck

(2) Is there any elfe longs to fee this broken Mufick^ in his

Sidts?] This feems a ftupid Eiror in the Copies. They are

calking here of Some who had their Ribs broke in Wreftling

:

ind the Pleafantry cf Rofaiind's Repartee muft confift in the

Allufioa Shs makes to compofing in Mvfick* It neceffaiily fol-

M s lows
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muilck in his £ces ? is there yet another doot: upon
rib-bre.-.kir.g : ihall we fee this wreftlmg, Couftn :

Z:' Vcu muft if ycu (lay here, fcr here is the
i

place appointed for the wreftling ; and they are ready

to perform it.

Cel. Yonder, fure, they are coming; let us now ftajrr

sued fee it,

Ilruril. Enter Dub Frederick, Lord:, Orlando,

Ccar icj , and Attendants,

Duke. Come on. fmce the Youth will not be en-

treated : his own pe:i! en his forwardnefs.

R: 1 Is vender the man :

LeBeu. 'Even he. Madam.
Cel. Alas, he is too ycur.g ; ye: he leaks fnccefs-

fully.

Duh. How now, Daughter and Coufin ; are yoa
crept h::uer to fee the w reft ling ?

J?; . Ay, my liege, fo pleafe ycu give us leave.

Duke. Ycu v. ill take little delight in it, I can tell

you, there is foch odds in the man : in pity of thel

challenger
1

: youth, I would feign diuuade him, but

he will not be entreated. Speak to him, ladies, fee if

vcu car. mcve him.

Cel. Call hum hitker, geed Mcnfieur Le Beu.

Du ke. Do fo ; I'll not be by, [
Duke goes apcrt^

Le Beu. Monneur the Challenger, the Princeffes call

for you.

Or la. I attend them with all refpect and duty.

R:f. Young man, hove you challenged Charles the

wreftler :

Or/a. No, fa.irPrir.cefs ; he is the general challenger:.

I come but in, as ethers do, to try with him the

r.:-:ru'h cf rr ; yc uth

.

Oil. Young Gentleman, your fpirits are too bold for

your years : yoa have feen cruel proof of this man*sJ

ftrength. If
;
ou law your felf with your own eyes, or

lo-*s therefore, that the Pcct txocc— fit this broken Mufick

knew



As you Like it. 275

Lew your felf with your judgment, the fear of your

Sventure would counfel you to a more equal enter-

Life. We pray you, for your own fake, to embrace

iyour own fafety, and give over this attempt.

' *»„/• Do vounsSir; your reputation (hall not there-

foreL mi?pSfwe will make]t our fuit to the Duke,

that the wreftling might not go forward.

Orla I befeechyou, puniflx me not with your hard

thought wherein
7
! co&efe me much guilty to deny

fo fair and excellent ladies any thing. But let > our

fair eves and gentle wilhes go with me to my tryal,

wheSn if I be foil'd, there is but one fliam'd that

was neV gracious ; if kill'd but one dead that »

willing to be fo: I mail do my friends no wrong, for I

W none to lament me ; the world no injury, for in

itThave nothing; only in the world I fill up a place,

which miThe
g
better

y
fuPPlied when I have made it

tm
tlf. The little ftrength that I have, I would it were

with you.

Cel. And mine to eek out hers.
Ae„WA in

Rof. Fare you well ; pray heav'n, I be deceiv d in

J
°Orla. Your heart's defiles be wit* « —rr

. ,

Cha. Come, where is this young Gallant, that is 10

defirous to lie wich his mother earth I

Orla. Ready, Sir ; but has Will hath in it a more

modeft working,

Duke. You (hall try but one Fall.

CA«. No, I warrant your Grace, you fliaU not en-

treat him to a fecond, that have fo mightily perfuaded

him from a firft. . u
Or/«. You mean to mock me after; you Ihould not

have mockt me before ; but come your ways.

Rof. Now Hercules be thy fpeed, young man!

Cel. I would I were invifible, to eaten the ftrong

fellow by the legi
,

^bey weflle..

Rof. O excellent young man !
<

CJ. If I had a thunderbolt in mine eye, I car
1

tea

who mould down, kgg
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Duke. No more, no more. rCharl« a

Duke. How doft thou, Charles ?
Le feu He cannot fpeak, my Lord.

mm?''
3Way

-
What is th^ n^e, young

'
my lkge

'
th£^eft «» of Sir

ZW I would, thou hadft been fon to fome man elfe 1

BvlTS* ffmd^y Father honourable,
^

But I did find him ftill mine enemy •

Thou fliould'ft have better pleas'd me with this deedHadft thou def ded from^ HJJj*
deed,

But fare thee well, thou art a gallant youth •

I would, thou hadft told me ofanother Se'r. .

[Exit Duke, miitb bis train-,

Manent Celia, Rofalind, Orlando.
Cel. Were I my father coZ , would I do this ?Vrla. Iam more proud to be Sir Rowland1,6mHis yonngeft fon, and would not chan^£t cifeTo be adopted heir to Frederick ^ "g

.7„^ fa£h
ff

'ov'dSir Rowland as his foul

. I
1

?'TW Was of^ fath«'* mind
'

I ml Id nT "-"I
this

>'ou"g nran his fon,

Ere he IhonM S J
1™ ^ U!U° entreati«>i^re ne mould thus have ventur'd

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'dJf you do keep your promifes in love,

'^^^^^^
Rof. Gentleman,

r^fu0*-me; one out o[{̂ with fortune
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I Orla. Can I not fay, I thank you ? —— my better

parts

|\re all thrown down ; and that, which here Hands up,

fs but a quintaine, a meer lifelefs block.

Rof. He calls us back : my pride fell with my for-

tunes.

Nl ask him what he would. Did you call, Sir ?

5ir, you have wreflled well, and overthrown

^Eore than your enemies.

Cel. Will you go, coz ?

Rof. Have with you : fare you well.

[Exeunt Rof. and CeL
Orla. What paflion hangs thefe weights upon my

tongue ?

I cannot fpeak to her ; yet flie urg'd conference,

Enter Le Beu.

O poor Orlando ! thou art overthrown

;

Or Charles, or fomething weaker, mailers thee.

Le Beu. Good Sir, I do in friendlhip 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 fpeak of.

Orla*. I thank you, Sir ; and, pray you, tell me this ;

Which of the two was Daughter of the Duke
That here was at the w refiling ?

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 banifh'd Duke,
And here detain'd by her ufurping Uncle
To keep his daughter company ; whole loves

Are dearer than the natural bond of fillers.

But I can tell you, that of late this Duke
Hath ta'en difpleafure 'gainft his gentle Neice )

Grounded upon no other argument,

JBut that the people praife her for her virtues^
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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 fhall deiire more love and knowledge of you. [Exirl

'

Or/a. 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 :

Eat, heav'nly Rofalind! [Exit.)

SCENE changes to an Apartment in the Palace.

Re-enter Celia and Rofalind.

Cel. Why, Coufin; why, Rofalind ; Cupid have mer-

cy ; not a word !

Rof. Not one to throw at a dog.'

Cel. No, thy words are too precious to be call 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 mould be lam'd with Reafons, and the other mad
without any.

Cel. But is all this for your father ?

Rof No, fome of it is for my Child's father. Oh, how
full of briers is this working-day-world !

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.

Rof. I could fhake them off my coat ; thefe burs are

in my heart.

Cel. Hem them away.

Rof. I would try, if I could cry, hem, and have him*

Cel. Come, come, wreftle with thy affections.

Rof. O, they take the part of a better Wreiller than

my felf.

Cel. O, a good wifh upon you ! you will try in time,

in defpight of a Fall ; but turning thefe jells out of

fervice, i c uj talk in good earned: is it poifble on fuch

a fodder you mould fall iato fo flrong a liking with old

Sir Rvwlaufi youngeit fon I
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Rof The Duke my father lov'd his father dearly.

Cel. Doth it therefore enfue, that you mould love his

!fon deafly ? by this kind of chafe, I lhould hate him;
'for my father hated his father dearly ; yet I hate not

Orlando.

Rof No, faith, hate him not, for my fake.

Cel. Why mould I ? doth he not deferve well ?

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 fafefl halte,

And get you from our Court.

Rof. Me, Uncle !

Duke. You, Coulin.

Within thefe ten days if that thou be'ft found

So near our publick Court as twenty miles,

Thou dieft for it.

Rof I do befeech your Grace,

Let me the knowledge of my fault bear with me :

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

;

If their purgation did confifl in words,

They are as innocent as grace it felf

:

Let it fuffice thee, that I truft thee not.

Rof. Yet your miftruft cannot make me a traitor ;

Tell me wherein the likelihood depends.

Duke. Thou art thy father's daughter, there's endughv

Rof. So was I, when your Highnefs took his Duke-
So was I, when your Highnefs banilh'd him ; [dom,
Treafcn 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 liege, mjftake me. not fo much,
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To think mv poverty is treacherous

.

Cel. Dear Srvereigr. heir me fpeak.

D;^r. Ay. C;/;.:. we but iaid her for your fake ;

7; *- had me vs ith her fataer rarg'd along.

Cr/. I did ret then ertreat te have he: iay ;

It was your pleaicre, and year own remorfe j

I ws too young the: time to vake her; :

But now I know her : if the be a traitor,

Why fo am I ; we ilill have flept together,

Role at rr irirrt. learr'd. clav'd ear together ;

Are wherefce'er we went, iee l>V;;k Swarf,

Still we wer: ct rled. are intraraeie.

Duki^ She is too fubde for thee ; and her finoothre, s>

Her very filence and her patience,

Speak to the people, and they pity her

:

Th : e airef::!; fee r:h: tree :: thy raree.

Are thee wit :k:w mere :::ri.:, ere leem mote vir-

tUOUS,

When (he is gone; then open not thy lips :

Firm are irrevocable is my dc cm.

Which: I have pail upon her ; {he is baninVd.

C L Pronounce that lentence then on me, my Liege^ 1

I carrot live ce: cr re: cemrery.

D:'-£. Vce e:e e fe:l : yea. .\ eice. rrcvide your fdf\;

If vou out-flay the time, upon mine Honour,

Am- in the Grecrrei c: my word, yea die.

~i.Y:;. ;: Duke, LfV-

Cel. O my poor Rofalind ; where wilt thou go ?

Wilt thou change fathers \ I will give thee mine :

I charge thee, be not rhou more griev'd than I am.

R:
~

I rave m::e :a_.e.

Cel. Thou haft not, couiin ;

rV free, be cheerful ; know'il thou not, the Duke
Has banimM me his daughter ?

Rsf. That he hath not.

QiL No \ hath not ? (3} Refa/isdkcks then the Iovfj

Which

(3)_ Rofalind EflC^J then the I#tr,

W*uh te+cbrtb thec tktt th— snd J *m «e/] 4

Trhof
this be the Reading of all the primed Copies, 'tis er*Z

g-.-:
;

tr.c Poet »ictej
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'hich teacheth Me that thou and I am one

:

lall vve befundred? (hall we part, fweet Girl ?

o, let my father feek another heir,

herefore devife with me, how we may ny ;

Either to so, and what to bear with us

;

nd do not ieek to take your charge upon you,

b bear your griefs your felf, and leave me out

:

or by this heav'n, now at our forrows pale,

ay what thou can'ft, I'll go along with thee.

Rof. Why, whither mall we go ? . .

.

Cel To feek my Uncle in the foreft of Ardtn.

Rof. Alas, what danger will it be to us,

/laids as we are, to travel forth fo lar

ieauty provoketh thieves fooner than gold.

Cel I'll put my felf in poor and mean attire,

\nd with a kind of umber fmirch my face

The like do you; fo fhall we pafs along,

4nd never ftir affailants.

Rof. Were't not better,

Becaufe that I am more than common tall,

That I did fuit me all points like a man f

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 wUi)

We'll have a fwafhing and a martial outiide,

As many other mannilh Cowards have,

That do outface it with their femblances.

Cel. What fhall I call thee, when thou art a m,n ?

Rof. I'll have no worfe a name than Jove, o«n

AnddSfore, look, you call me Ganimed;

But what will you be call'd?

Cel. Something that hath a reference to my ltat. .

No longer Celia, but Aliena.

Which teacheth Me . , c.

for if B./W.W had learn'd to think Celia one Part of her oe f,

She could not lack that love which ^'^P1* 1?'^ 0^
,My Emendation is confiim'd bv what ah* fays when She hilt

tomes upon the Stage, ^ ^
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Rof Bat Coufin, what if we affaid to fteal

WouAr
1 '1

:?
01 outo/y°- Cher's Courf ?Would he not be a comfort to our travel ?

J
1 g° aIon§

°'er the wide world with meLeave me alone to woo him ; let's away,And get cur jewels.and our wealth together •

Devife the fitteft time, and fafcft way
6 '

To hide us from purfuit that will be made
Aftei my flignt : now go we in contentio Liberty, and not to Banilhment. \Exeunp

ACT II.

SCENE, Arden FOREST.
Enter Duke Senior, Amiens, and two or three Lor&

like Forejiers.

Duke fenior.NOW my co-mates, and brothers in exile,

TWrT 0l

r
Ca

-

&0n
\
made this life tout

More fW °-,
paifed PomP ? are not ^efe woodsMore free from peril, than the envious Court ?Here feel we but the penalty ofAdam, (A

lld fr^JenCe; as
'
theicie'phtng,And churlifh chiding of the winter's wind :

Fv. rl
611

.

i

f
bites and blows uPon my body,Evenki I ftrmk with cold, I fmife, and fay,This is no Flattery : thefe 9re Counfellors,

iJiat feelingly perfuade me what I am.

(4) Here fed we not the Venahy^ whaf was ,h p

ftince ofK £ /
°UI
IT ? ThC bdnS fenflbIe of the Di f-

of the Winter feelingly perfuade him what he is. How does he

Z\ iT/
Ct] Doubtkfs

' 'heTextmuftbereTor'd

No e ho'

0"6

/
1 ''1

"
1 an

,

d
' tis °bvi0lIS in the C°»<* »f thefe.

in our Author's former Editions,

Sweet
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Wet are the ufes of Adverfity,

^hich, like the toad, ugly and venomous,

Years yet a precious jewel in his head :

iknd this our life, exempt from pablick haunt,

rinds tongues in trees, books in the running brooks,

1 crmons in ftones, and good in every thing.

Ami. I wou^d not change it ; happy is your Grace,

fhat can tranflate the flubbornnefs of fortune

Into fo quiet and fo fweet a ftyle.

[ Duke Sen. Come, mall we go and kill us venifon ?

knd yet it irks me, the poor dappled fools,

IBeine native burghers of this defart city,

Should, in their own Confines, with forked heads

Have their round haunches goarM

1 Lord. Iadeed, my Lord,

The melancholy Jaques grieves at that

;

And in that kind fwears you do more ulurp

Than doth your brother, that hath banifli d you :

To day my Lord of Amiens, and my felf,

Did (leal behind him, as he lay along

Under an oak, whofe antique root peeps out

Upon the brook that brawls along this wood ;

To the which place a poor fequeftred ftag,

That from the hunters' aim had ta'en a hurt.

Did come to languifh ; and, indeed, my lord,

The wretched Animal heav'd forth fuch groans

That their difcharge did ftretch his leathern coat

Almoft to burfting ; and the big round tears

Cours'd one another down his innocent noie

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 Jaques ?

Did he not moralize this fpe&acle ?

1 Lord. O yes, into a thoufand fimihes.

Firft, for his weeping in the needlefs ftream ;

Poor Deer, quoth he, thou mak'ft a teftament

As worldlings do, giving thy fum of more

To that which had too much. Then being alone,
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The fi!, ,'4"m^v
US miler>' doth P«t

And never fkvs fn •
B * "™*

SJKLr Mam
- ^-.erefVe do vou look

Tcfripn- ;. and what's vvorfe,

In thefr Lfcdand^f ? ^ *-« «P
X< .^^g pace.

doai
>0n "we him in rhis contempi*.

Upon the fcbbmgdSf.
L:r4 "'eepinS and commentina

Dwk Sei,. Show ipe*d,e p] .

*W. PJI hr^g joatoiim^aighr. [£jttWgjSCENE c-^x to «fe Palace again.
Entir D: « Frederick with Lords.

CAN it be pofitble, that no man faw them i :a cannot be; fome villains of mv CourtAre of content and fufferance in tnis.
'

ni ••

7
'
I
,
canB* hear of any that did fee her

9,:: £^1 J ' er ^.dants of her chamber.»W her a-bed, and in the morning early

r

the
r

bed
,
"ntreafur'd of Their LltnA.

Your
7

'
the ro

-
vnilh CIown

>
at whom fo oft>Ou- Grace-was wont to laugh, is alfo miffing :

mri", the PrmceiV Gentlewoman,
B

Confeflfo, that fhe fecredy o'er-heard
l our Daughter and her Coofin much commendThe ram and grace, of the Wreuler,

"

That did but lately foil the Oncwv CM,'ar/es ;

And
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A ft e believes, where ever they are gone,

iat Youth is furely in their company

DuL>. Send to his brother, fetch that Gallant hither :

he be abfent, bring his brother to me,

1 make him find him ; do this fuddenly ;

id let not Search and Inquifition quail

) bring again thefe foolilh runaways. [Exeunt.

SCENE changes to Oliver'; Houfe.

Enter Orlando and Adam.

•la TTTHO's there ?

YV Adam. What! my young mailer? oh,

my gentle mailer,

h mv fweet mailer, °0 you memory

f 'old' Sir Rowland! why, what make you here ?

fhy are you virtuous \ why do people love you ?

nd wherefore are you gentle, ftrong, and valiant ?

7hy would you be fo fond to overcome

'he bonny Prifer of the humorous Duke ?

our Praife is come too fwiftly home before you.

jiow you not, mailer, to fome kind of men

?heir graces ferve them but as enemies ?

Jo more do yours ; your virtues, gentle mailer,

kre fan&ified and holy traitors to you.

)h, what a world is this, when what is comely

jyvenoms him that bears it

!

Orla. Why, what's the matter ?

Adam. O unhappy youth,

Jome not within thefe doors ; within this root

The enemy of all your graces lives

:

four brother — (no ; no brother ; yet the Ion, —
fet not the fon ; 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 he,

And you within it; if he fail of that,

He will have other means to cut you oft;

I overheard him, and his practices

:

This is no place, this houfe is but a butchery ;

Abhor
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Abhor it, fear it, do not enter it.

Orla. Why, whither, Adam, wouldit thou have me

Orla. What, wouldft thou have me go and beg- m V fnrvOr with a bafe, and boilterous fword enforc?
*

A thievim hvmg 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 fubjeft me to the malice
Of a diverted blood, and bloody brotherMam But

:

do not fo ; I have five hundred crowns,The thrifty hue I fav'd under your father
Which I did liore, to be my folter-nurfe

'

When fervice mould in my old limbs lie lameAnd unregarded age in coiners thrown ;
Take That

; and he that doth the ravens fe-d
Yea, providently caters for the fparrow' *

*

Be comfort to my age ! here is the gold,
All this I give ycu, let me be your fer'vant

;

Iho l look old, yet I am ftrong and lufty ;For in my youth f 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,

t^7, but kind '>^ let me go.with you ;
I 11 do the fervice of a younger man
In all your bufinefs and necefiities.

Or/a. Oh f good old man, how well in thee appearIne conllant fervice of the antique world ;When fervice fweat for duty, not for meed I

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 ;
Lut, poor old man, thou prun'it a rotten tree,
That cannot fo much as a blu/Tcm yield,
In hcu of all thy pains and husbandry

;

But ccme thy wa'ys, we'll go along together

;

And ere we have thy youthful wages fpent,

We'll
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Vll light upon Come fettled low Content.

Adam. Matter, go on ; and I will follow thee

0 the laft gafp with truth and loyalty.

rom feventeen years 'till now almoft fourfcore

^ere lived I, but now live here no more.

t feventeen years Many their fortunes feek ;

ut at fourfcore, it is too late a week ;

et fortune cannot recompence me better

"han to die well, and not my mailer's debtor. [Exe.

SCENE changes to the Forest of Arden.

Inter Rofalind in Bofs cloathsfor Ganimed, Celia drejl

like a Shefherdefsfor Aliena, and Clown.

W- ^\ Jupiter! how weary are my fpirits ? ($)

Vj CIo. I care not for my fpirits, if my legs

vere not weary.

Rof. I could find in my heart to difgrace my man s

apparel, and cry like a woman ; but I muft comfort the

weaker veffel, as doublet and hofe ought to mow it felf

courageous to petticoat ; therefore, courage, good Aliena.

Cel. I pray you, bear with me, I cannot go no further,

do. For my part, I had rather bear with you, than

bear you ; yet I mould bear no Crofs, if I 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 ;
wnen

1 was* at home, I was in a better place j but travellers

muft be content.

Rof Ay, be fo, good Toucbfone ; look you, who

comes here ; a young man and an old in folcmn talk.

(s) O Jupiter! how merry are my Spirits? ] And yet, with-

in the Space of one intervening Line, She fays, She could find

in her Heart to difgrace her Man's Apparel, and cry like a

Woman. Sure, this is but a very bad Sympto.11 of the BrUhpeJ*

of Spirits: rather, a direct Proof of the contra y Difpolmon.

Mr. Warburtcn and I, concur ^ In conjecturing ir fhould te,

as I have reform'd it in the Text: —-hew weary are my

rits ? And the Clown's Reply makes this Reading certain.

E?> ter
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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 Jove her'
Cor. I partly guefs ; for I have lov'd ere now. ;

s*t-
m

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 ;

But if thy love were ever like to mine,
(As, fure, I think, did never man love fo)
How many adtions moil ridiculous
Haft thou been drawn to by thy fantafie ?

Cor. Into a thoufand that I have forgotten.'
67/. O, thou didft then ne'er love fo heartily ;

If thou remember'ft not the ilighteft folly,
That ever love did make thee run' into ;

Thou haft not lov'd. — .

Or if thou haft not fate as I do now,
Wearying the hearer in thy miftrefs praife,
Thou haft not lov'd. -

Or if thou haft not broke from company,
Abruptly, as my paffion now makes me ;

Thou haft not lov'd.

0 Phebe ! Phebe ! Phebe f rfa;, g;j
Rof. Alas, poor Shepherd! fearching of thy wound!

1 have by hard adventure found my own.
Clo And I mine ; I remember, when I was in love,

1 broke my fword upon a ftone, and bid him take that
for coming a-nights to Jane Smile ; and I remember
the kiffing of her batlet, 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 weep-
ing tears, wear thefe for my fake. We, that are true
lovers, run mto ftrange capers ; but as all is mortal in
nature, fo is all nature in love mortal in folly.

Rof. Thou fpeak'ft wifcr, than thou art ware of.
Clo. Nay, I mall ne'er be ware of mine own wit, 'till

I break my Ihins ngaiuft it.

Rof. Jove! Jo^e! this Shepherd's paffion is much
upon my fafliion.
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Clo. And mine; but it grows fomething dale 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.

Clo. Holla; 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;

Here's a young maid with travel much opprefs'd,

And faints for fuccour.

Cor. Fair Sir, I pity her,

And wifti for her fake, more than 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 ; *
JVIy matter is of churlifti difpofition,

And little wreaks to find the way to heav'n

By doing deeds of hofpitality :

Befides, his Coate, his flocks, and bounds of feed

Are now on fale, and at our meep-coate now,

By reafon of his abfence, there is nothing

That you will feed on ; but what is, come fee ;

And in my voice moft welcome mall you be.

Rof. What is he, that fnall buy his flock and paf-

ture ?

Cor. That young fwain, that you faw here but e*e

while,

That little cares for buying any thing.

Rof. I pray thee, if it itand with honefly,

Buy thou the cottage, pafture, and the flock,

And thou malt have to pay for it of us.

Cel. And we will mend thy w^ges.

I like this place, and willingly could wailc

My time in it.

Vol. II. N C*r.
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Ccr. Afiuredly, the thing is to be fold

;

Go with me ; if you like, upon report,

The foil, the profit, and this kind of life, :

I will your very faithful feeder be ;

A*id buy it with your gold right fuddenly. [Exeunt, i

:SCENE changes to a defart Part of the '

Forest.
Enter Amiens, Jaques, and others.

SONG.
Under the green-wood tree f

Who lo<ves to h e with me,

And tune his merry note,

Unto the Meet bird's throat,

Come hither, come hither, come hither t

Here foall he fee
Na enemy.

But winter and rough weather.

^faq. More, more, I pr'ythee, more.

Ami. It will make you melancholy, Monfieur Jaques.

Jaq. I thank it ; more, I prVthee, more ; I can
fuck melancholy out of a Song, as a weazel fucks eggs :

more, I pr'ythee, more.

xi. My voice is rugged ; I know, I cannot pleafe

you

.

Jaq. I do not defire you to pleafe me, I do dcfire

you to fing ; come, come, another ftanzo > call you 'em
ltanzo's ?

Ami. What you will, Monf eur Jaques.

Jaq. Nay. I care not for their names, they owe me
|

nothing. Will you fing ?

Ami. More at your requeft, than to pleafe my felf.

Jaq. Well then, if ever I thank any man, Til thank
i

you ; but That, they call Compliments, is like the en-

counter of two cog-apes. And when a man thanks me
|

heartily, methinks, I have given him a penny, and he I

renders me the beggarly thanks. Come, fing; and you

that will not, hold your tongues—

•
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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. He
is too difputable for my company : I think of as many
matters as he, but 1 give heav'n thanks, and make no
boaft of them. Come, warble, come.

SONG.
Who doth ambition Jhun,

And loves to lye ftfr Sun,

Seeking the food he eats,

Andpleased with what he gets ;

Come hither, come hither, come hither ;

Here Jhall he fee
No enemy,

But winter and rough weather.

*Jaq. I'll give you a verfe to this note, that I made
yefterday in defpight of my invention.

Ami. And I'll iing it.

Jaq. Thus it goes.

If it do come to pafs,

That any man turn afs ;

Leaving his wealth and eafe

A ftubborn will to pleafe,

Ducdame, ducdame, duedame ;

Here Jhall he fee

Grcfs fools as he,

An if he will come to me.

Ami. What's that's ducdame ?

Jaq. 'Tis a Greek invocation, to Call fools into a

circle. I'll go to fieep if I can ; if I cannot, I'll rail

againtt all the firft-born of Egypt.

Ami. And I'll go feek the Duke : his banquet is pre*

par'd. [Exeunt, federally.

Enter Orlando and Adam.

Adam. Dear mailer, I can go no further ; O, I die

N z for
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for food ! here lie I down, and meafure out my grave.

Farewel, kind mailer.

Orla. Why, how now, Adam! no greater heart in

thee ? live a little ; comfort a little ; cheer thy felf a lit-

tie. If this uncouth Forelt yield any thing favage, I

will either be food for it, or bring it for food to thee

:

thy conceit is nearer death, than thy powers. For

my fake be comfortable, hold death a while at the

arm's end : I will be here with thee prefently, and
if I bring thee not fomething to eat, I'll give thee

leave to die. But if thou dieir. before I come, thou

art a mocker of my labour. Well faid, thou look'ft

cheerly. And I'll be with thee quickly ; yet thou lieft

in the bleak air. Come, I will bear thee to fome Ihel-

ter, and thou malt not die for lack of a dinner, if

there live any thing in this Defart. Cheerly, good
Adam, [Exeunt,

Enter Duke Sen. and Lords. [A Table fet out.

Duke Sen. I think, he is transformed into a beaft,

For I 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, compacl of jars, grow mufical,

We fhall have fhortly difcord in the fpheres

:

Go, feek him ; tell him, I would fpeak with him.

Enter Jaques.

i Lord. He faves my labour by his own approach.

Duke Sen. Why, how now, Monfieur, what a life is

this,

That your poor friends muft woo your company ?

What ! you look merrily.

Jaq . A fool, a fool ; I met a fool i
1
th' forefi,

A motley fool ; a miferable world !

|

As I do live by food, 1 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
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ICall me not fool, 'till heaven hath fent me fortune

;

And then he drew a dial from his poak,

And looking on it with lack-luftre eye,

iSays, very wifely, it is ten a clock

:

Thus may we fee, quoth he, how the world wags

:

j'Tis but an hour ago fmce it was nine,

And 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 moral on the time,

My lungs began to crow like chanticleer,

That fools mould be fo deep contemplative :

And I did laugh, lans intermiffion,

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 ftrange places cram'd

With cbfervaticn, the which he vents

In mangled forms. O that I were a fool

!

I am ambitious for a motley coat.

Duke Sen. Thou fhalt 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 muil: have liberty

Withal, as large a charter as the wind,
To blow on whom I pleafe ; for fo fools have

;

And they that are moil gauled with my folly,

They molt .muft laugh : and why, Sir, mull they fo ?

The why is plain, as way to parifh church

;

(6) He, whom a fool doth very wifely hit,

Doth

(6) He> whom a Fool doth very wifely hit.

Doth very foolifily, although he fmart,

N 3 Seem
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Doth very foolifhly, although he fmart,
Not to feem fenfelefs of the bob. If not,
The wife man's folly is anatomiz'd
Even by the fquandring glances of a fool.
Invert me in my motley, give me leave
To fpeak my mind, and I will through and through
Cleanfe the foul body of -th' infe&ed world,
Jf they will patiently receive my medicine

Duke Sen. Fie on thee ! I can tell what'thou wouldft
do.

Jaq. What, for a counter, would I do' but o-0od >

Duke Sen. Mofl
:
mifchicvous foul fin, in chiding fid i

For thou tny felt haft been a libertine,

As fenfual as the brutifh fting it felf

/

And all th' embofTed fores and headed evil?,
That thou with licence of free foot haft caught
Would*!! thou difgorge 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,
Till that the very very means do ebb'?
What woman in the city do I name,
When that I fay, the city-woman bears
The coil of Princes cn unworthy moulders f
Who can come in, and fay, that I mean her ;

When fuch a one as fhe, ' fuch is her neighbour i

Or what is he of bafeft function,

That fays, his bravery is not on my coft

;

Thinking, that I mean him ; but therein futes

His folly to the metal of my fpeech ?

There then ; how then ? what then ? let me fee wherein
My tongue hath wrorg'd him ; if it do him right,

Seem fenfelefs of the bob. If not, <£r<-.] Ecfidcs that the
third Verfe is defective one whole Foot in Meafure, the Tcncur
of what Js.ques continues to fay, and the Reafoningof the Taf-
fage, fhevv it is no lefs defeftive in the Scufe. There is no
doubt, but the two little MonofvilabJes, which I have fupply'd,
were either by Accident waatiag in the Manttfcrifi Copy, or by
Inadvertence weie left out at Ircfu

Then
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-hen he hath wrong'd himfelf 5 if he be free

Vhy, then my taxing, like a wild goofe, flies

I
Jnclaim'd of any man. But who comes here ?

Enter Orlando, with Sword dravjn.

I Orla. Forbear, and eat no more.

i 7as. Why, I have eat none yet.

Ort. Nor malt thou, 'till necefluy be ferv d

% of «Aat kind fnoald this Cock come ot ?

ftfcSltnthouLsbolden'd, man, by thy dif-

trefs J
,

Or elfe a rude defpifer of good manners,

That in civility thou feem'ft fo empty ?

Orla. You touch'd my vein at fiift , the tnorny y.

Of barediftrefs hath ta'en from me the mew

Of fmooth civility ; yet am I in-land bred,

,And know fome nurture: but foroear, I fay •

:He dies, that touches any of this truit,

'Till I and my affairs are anfwered.

Jag. If you will not

Be anfwered with reafon, I muft die
0.en ,lcner8

Duke Sen. What would you have? \ our gemlcne.s

{hall force, ,

More than your force move us to E«-^;
Orla I almoft die for food, ana let me have it.

Duke Sen. Sit down and feed, and welcome to our

0^.
ta

Spe'ak you fo gently ? pardon me, I pray you ;

I thought/that all things had been favage here ,

And therefore put I on the countenance

Of ftern commandment. But whate'er you are,

That in this delart inacceflible,

Under the lhade of melancholy boughs

Lofe and negled the creeping hours 01 time ;

If ever you have look'd on better days

;

If ever been where bells have knoll d to church ;

If ever fate at any good man's fecit ;

If ever from your eyelids wip'd a tear.

And know what 'tis to pity, and be pitied j

Let gentlenefs my ftrong enforcement be,

N 4
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In the which hope I blufti, and hide my fword.
Duke Sen. True is it, that we have feen better days 5

And have with holy bell been knoll'd to church ;

And late at good men's fealts, and wip'd our eyes

Of drops, that facred pity hath engender'd :

And therefore fit youdown in gentlenefs,

And take upon command what help we have,

That to your wanting may be miniftred.

Orla. Then but forbear your food a little while,

Whiles, like a doe, I go to rind my fawn,

And give it food. There is an old pcor man,
Who after me hath many a weary itep
Limp'd in pure love; 'till he be firft fufrlc'd,

Opprefs'd with two weak evils, age and hunger,

I will not touch a bit.

Duke Sen. Go find him out,

And we will nothing wafre till you return.

Or I. I thank ye ; and be blefs'd for your good com-
fort ! [Exit.

Duke Sen. Thou feeft, we are not all alone unhappy :

This wide and univerfal Theatre

Prefen ts more woful pageants, than the fcene

Wherein we play in.

Jaq. All the world's a Stage,

And ail the men and women meerly Players

;

They have their Exits and their entrances,

And one man in his time plays many parts

:

His a6ls being feven ages. At rirli the infant,

Mewling and puking in the nurfe's arms

:

And then, the whining fchool-boy with his fatchel,

And lhining morning -face, creeping like fnail

Unwillingly to fchool. And then, the lover;

Sighing like furnace, with a woful ballad

Made to his miftrefs
1

eye-brow. Then, a foldier ;

Full of ltrange oaths, and bearded like the pard,

Jealous in honour, fudden and quick in quarrel ;

Seeking the bubble reputation

3v. cn in the cannon's mouth. And then, the juftice

In fair round belly, with good capon lin'd,

With eyes levere, and beard of formal cut,

Full
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Pull of wife faws and modern inftances,

(And fo he plays his part. The fixth age ftiifts

t
Into the lean and flipper'd pantaloon,

.With fpe&acles on nofe, and pouch on fide ;

His youthful hofe well fav'd, a world too wide

For his fhrunk lhank ; and his big manly voice,

'Turning again toward childifh treble, pipes,

|And whittles in his found. Lail Scene of all,

That ends this ftrange eventful Hiftory,

Is fecond childimnefs, and meer oblivion,

Sans teeth, fans eyes, fans tafte, fans every thing-

Enter Orlando, with Adam.

Duke Sen. Welcome : fet down your venerable bur-

then,

And let him feed.

Orla. I thank you moft for him.
Adam. So had you need,

I fcarce can fpeak to thank you for my felf.

Duke Sen. Welcome, fall to : I will not trouble you>
As yet to queftion you about your fortunes.

Give us fome mufick; and, good coufin, fing,

SONG.
Blow, blow, thou winter wind*
Thou art not fo unkind

As man's ingratitude ;

Thy tooth is not fo keen*

Becaufe thou art not feen,

Altho* thy breath be rude.

Heigh ho ! Jing, heigh ho ! unto the green holly \

Moftfriendjhip is feigning ; moft loving meerfolly j

Then heigh ho, the holly !

This life is moft jolly.

Freeze, freeze, thou bitter sky>
That doft not bite fo nigh

As benefits forgot :

N 5 TAf
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tfhi? thou the waters ivarf ,

Thy fiing is not jb fliarp

Asfriend remembred not.

Heigh ho ! Jing) Sec.

Duke Sen. If that you were the good Sir RowlawTi
Son,

As you have whifper'd faithfully you were,

And as mine eye doth his effigies witnefs,

Moll truly limn'd, and living in your face,

Be truly welcome hither. I'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 mailer is

;

Support him by the arm ; give me your hand,
And let me all your fortunes underltand. \Exeiinu

A C T III.

SCENE, the PALACE*
Enter Duke, Lords, and Oliver.

Duke.

NOT fee him iince ? Sir, Sir, that cannot be :

But were I not the better part made mercp,
I mould 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 living in our territory.

Thy lands and all things that thou doft call thine,

Worth feizure, do we feize into our hands

;

'Till thou canft quit thee by thy brother's mouth,
Of what we think againft thee,

0//,
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Oli, 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 changes to the Fo RE s T.

Enter Orlando.

Or/a. TTAng there, my verfe, in witnefs of my loves-

JL A 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 Rofalind ! thefe trees lhall be my books,

And in their barks my thoughts I'll character

;

That every eye, which in this Foreft looks,

Shall fee thy virtue witnefs'd every where.
Run, run, Orlande, carve, on every tree,

The fair, the chafte, and unexpreffive She. [Exif r

Enter Corin and Clown.

Cor. And how like you this fhepherd's life, Mr. Touch*

fane f

Clo. Truly, fhepherd, in refpett of it felf, it is a
good life 5 but in refpett that it is a mepherd's life, it

is naught. In refpedl that it is folitary, I like it very

well ; but in refpett that it is private, it is a very vile

life. Now in refpect it is in the fields, it pleafeth me
well ; but in refped it is not in the Court, it is te-

dious. As it is a fpare life, look you, it fits my hu-
mour well ; but as there is no more plenty in it, it goes

much againft my ftomach. Haft any philofophy in theer
Ihepherd ?

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
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good friends. That the property of rain is to wet,
and fire to burn : that good pallure makes fat meep ;

and that a great caufe of the night, is lack of the Sun :

that he, that hath learned no wit by nature nor art,

may complain of good breeding, or comes of a very

dull kindred.

C/o. Such a one is a natural philofopher. Wail ever

in Court, fhepherd ?

Cor. No, truly.

C/o. Then thou art damn'd.
Cor. Nay, I hope —
C/o. Truly, thou art damn'd, like an ill-roafted egg,

all on one fide.

Cor. For not being at Court ? your reafon.

C/o. Why, if thou never waft at Court, thou never

faw'ft good manners;, if thou never faw'ft good man-
ners, then thy manners muft be wicked ; and wicked-
nefs is fin, and fin is damnation : thou art in a parlous

ftate, fhepherd.

dr. Not a whit, Touchftone : thofe, that are good
manners at the Court, are as ridiculous in the Coun-
try, 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 uncleanly, if Courtiers were fhepherds.

C/o. Inftance, briefly ; come, inftance.

Cor. Why, we are ftill handling our ewes; and their

fels, you know, are greafie.

C/o. Why, do not your Courtiers hands fweat ? and

is not the greafe of a mutton as wholfome as the fweat

of a man? mallow, mallow ;
• a better inftance, I

fay : come.
Cor. Befides, our hands are hard.

C/o. Your lips will feel them the fooner. Shallow

gain : a more founder inftance, come.

Cor. And they are often tarr'd over with the furgery

of our Iheep ; and would you have us kifs tarr ? the

Courtier's hands are perfumed with civet.

C/o. Moft fhallow man ! thou worms-meat, in re-

fpeA of a good piece of fiefh, indeed ! learn of the

wife
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i wife and perpend ; civet is of a bafer birth than tarr

;

J

the very uncleanly flux of a cat. Mend the inflance,

! fhepherd.

Cor. You have too courtly a wit for me ; I'll reft.

Clo. Wilt thou reft damn'd ? God help thee, mallow
man ; God make incifion in thee, thou art raw.

Cor. Sir, I am a true labourer, I earn that I eat ; get

that I wear ; owe no man hate, envy no man's happi-

I nefs ; glad of other men's good, content with my harm;
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 ; and to offer to get yo^r
living 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'ft not damn'd for

this, the devil himfelf will have no fhepherds ; I can-
not fee elfe how thou fhould'ft 'fcape.

Cor. Here comes young Mr. Ganimed, my new mif-
trefs's brother.

Enter Rofalind, with a paper*

Rof. From the eafi to wefern Inde,

Nojewel is like Rofalind.

Her worth, being mounted on the wind,
Through all the world hears Rofalind.

All the pidures, faireji lin'd,

Are hut black to Rofalind ;

Let no face be kept in mind,

But the face of Rofalind,

Ch. I'll rhime you fo, eight years together ; dinners,

and fuppers, and fleeping hours excepted ; it is the right

butter-women's rank to market.

Rof. Out, fool

!

Clo. For a tafte. z

If a hart doth lack a hind,

Let him feek out Rofalind,
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If the cat will after kind.

So, be jure, will Rofalind.

Winter garments mujl be litfdy

So mufl fender Rofalind.

They, that reap, muft Jheaf and bind y
Then to Cart with Rofalind.

Sweeteft nut hath fiowreft rind9
Such a nut is Rofalind.

He that fiweetefi rofe will find,

Mufi find love's prick, and Rofalind.

This is the very falfe gallop of verfes; why do you in-

fedt your felf with them ?

Rofi Peace, you dull fool, I found them on a tree.

Clo. Truly, the tree yields bad fruit.

Rofi I'll grafF it with you, and then I mail graff it

with a medler; then it will be the earlieft fruit i' t&l
country ; for you'll be rotten ere you be half ripe, and
that*s the right virtue of the medler.

Clo. You have faid ; but whether wifely or no, let

the Foreft judge.

Enter Celia, with a writing.

Rofi. Peace, here comes my Sifter reading; ftand

aftde.

Cel. Why fihould this a Defiart be,

For it is unpeopledP No ;

Tongues ril hang on every tree,

That fliall civil fiayings Jhow.
Some, how brief the life of man

Runs his erring pilgrimage

That the ftretching of a fipan

Buckles in his fium of age ;

Some of violated vows,
' Twixt the fiouls offriend andfriend

;

But upon the faircfi boughs,

Or at every fientcnce end>

Will
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Will I Rofalinda write ;

'Teaching ally that read, to know,
This Quinteffence of every Sprite

Heaven would in littleJbovu.

therefore heaven nature charged,

That one bodyJbould befilfd

With all graces wide enlargd ;

Nature prefently difiilFd

Helen' j cheeks, but not her hearty
Cleopatra*j majefty

;

Atalanta'j better part

;

Sad LucretiaV modefly.

Thus Rofalind of many parts

By heavenly fynod was devised %

Of many faces , eyes and hearts,

Te have the Touches dearefi prized.

Heaven would thatJhe thefe giftsJbould haver
And I to live and die herJlave,

Rof. O rnoft gentle Jupiter!— what tedious homily
of love have you wearied your Parilhioners withal, and
never cry'd, have patience, good people ?

Cel. How now ? back-friends ? fhepherd, go off a
little : go with him, firrah.

Clo. Come, lhepherd, let us make an honourable re-

treat ; tho' not with bag and baggage, yet with fcrip

and fcrippage. [Exeunt Cor. and Clown.
Cel. Didft thou hear thefe verfes ?

Rof O yes, I heard them all, and more too ;

fome of them had in them more feet than the v^rfea

would bear.

Cel. That's no matter r the feet might bear the

verfes.

Rof. Ay, but the feet were lame, and could not bear

themfelves without the verfe, and therefore flood lame-
ly in the verfe.

Cel. But didft thou hear without wondring, how thy

name fhould be hang'd and carv'd upon thefe trees ?

Rof. I was feven of the nine days out of wonder,

before you came; for, look here, what I found on a

palm-
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palm-tree; I was never fo be-rhimed fince ?ythagora?%
time, that I was an Irijh rat, which I can hardly remem-
ber.

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 friends
to meet; but mountains may be removed with earth-
quakes, and fo encounter.

Rof. Nay, but who is it ?

Cel. Is it poflible ?

Rof Nay, I pr'ythee now, with moft 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 whooping -

Rof
:
Odd's, my complexion ! doft thou think, though

I am caparifon'd like a man, I have a doublet and hofe
in my difpofition ? (6) One inch of delay more is a
South-fea off difcovery. I pr'ythee, tell me, who is
it; quickly, and fpeak apace; I would thou could'ft
Hammer, that thou might']* 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.
I pr'ythee^ take the cork out of thy mouth, that I may
drink thy tidings.

manner of man ?

^orth a beard ?

Cel. Nay, he hath but a little beard.
Rof Why, God will fend more, if the man will be

thankful ; let me ftay the growth of his beard, if thou
delay me not the knowledge of his chin.

(6) One Inch of Delay more is a Sottth-fea of Difcovery ; ] A
South-fea of Difcovery : This is ftark Nonfenfe; We muft
lead off Difcovery. i. e. from Difcovery. " If you delay
" me one Inch of Time longer, I /hall think this Seciet as fax
[' from Difcovery as the Somv-fca is."

CeL
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i Cei It is young Orlando, that tripp'd up the wrefl^

Vs heels and your heart both in an inftant.

'

Jfo/ Nay, but the devil take mocking; fpea*, tad

i row, and true maid.

Cel. Ffaith, coz, 'tis he.

! Rof. Orlando!

Cel Orlando.

Rof. Alas the day, what (hall I do with my doublet

bid hofe ? what did he, when thou faw'ft him ? what

faid he > how look'd he ? wherein went he ? what

Imakes he here ? did he ask for me ? where remains he ?

ihow parted he with thee ? and when flialt thou fee

ihim again ? anfwer me in one word.

Cel You mull borrow me Garagantua s mouth nrlt

;

'tis a word too great for any mouth of this age's fize : to

fay, ay, and no, to thefe particulars, is more than to

anfwer in a catechifm.
,

Rof. But doth he know that I am in this Foreft, and

in man's apparel ? looks he as frelhly as he did the day

he wreftled? r .

Cel It is as eafie to count atoms, as to refolve the

proportions of a lover : but take a tafte of my finding

him, and relifli it with good observance. I found him

under a tree like a dropp'd acorn.
,

Rof. It may well be call'd Jove's tree, when it drops

forth fuch fruit. -

Cel. Give me audience, good Madam.

Rof. Proceed. A A
Cel. There lay he ftretch'd along like a wounded

^j^/Tho' it be pity to fee fuch a fight, it well be-

comes the ground. • , ,

Cel. Cry, holla! to thy tongue, I pry thee; it cur-

vets unieafonably. He was furninYd 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 1 thinK,

Imuftfpeak; Sweet, fay on.

Enter
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Enter Orlando and Jaques.

%
el
r ?™ i

rin
e. »c out. Soft, comes he not here ?

Kof. lis he; flinkby, and note him.

T , . [Cel. and Rof. r*//>*.

I hadt \ 7
°u

U f°r y°u"omPany J but, good faith,
1 riad as hef have been my felf alone

thai* v
A 'ld

/°
had

I'
9

-

but
^et for falhio» fake,than* you too for your fcciety.

7*1. God bV you, let's meet as little as we can.una. i do defire we may be better Grangers

In,-**' -

Pra
r 7°,u >

marr.no more trees with writing
love-icngs m their barks. S

rJr"'*' I
pr*£ l

on
>
marr no more of my Verfes with,reaoing them ill-favouredly.

Jf-q. Rofalind, is your love's name ?
Or/a. Yes, juft.

I do not like her name.

lhe^c£"Su Sn0th0USht
°fpleafing y°a

>
When

7*q- What ftatureis fhe of?
Or/a. Juft as high as my heart.

^ You are full of pretty anfwersj have you not
keen acquainted with goldfmiths wives, and conn'd them
out of rings ?

<A?Jl
la

'c

Not fo: ^ but 1 anfwer vou right painted
ciom, from whence you have ftudied your queftions.
Jaq You have a nimble wit; I think, it was made

of Atalanta** heels. Will you fit down with me, andwe two will rail againfl our miftrefs, the world, and all
our mifery.

(7) But I anfwer you right painted Cloth.] This alludes to-
the Faflnon, in old Tapeftry Hangings, of Motto's and mo-Ml Sentences from the Months of the Figures work'd or
painted in them. The Poet again hints at this Cuttom in hvi
*oem, call'd, Taraum and Lucrect;

Who fears a Sentence, or an Old Man's Saw,
Shall by a painted Cloth be kept in Jtw*.

Or/a.
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Ibrla I will chide no breather in the world but my

k againft whom I know moft faults.

Jat The worft fault you have, is to be m love.

OrL Tis a fault I will not change for your bell

|W; I am weary of you.
j

tjaq. By my troth, I was feeking for a fool, when 1

|S°He is drown'd in the brook ; look but in, and

|m lhall fee him.
.

1 Jaq. There I mail fee mine own figure.

] Or/a. Which I take to be either a fool or a cypher

} Jaq. I'll ftay no longer with you; farewel, ^jood.

I
S
oX.

10

i

e

am glad of your departure; adieu, good

lo2eur melancloly ! [Cel. and Rof. ^fo^arj
I Rof. I will fpeak to him like a fawcy lacquey, and

inder that habit play the knave with him: do you

tear, forefter ?

- Or/a. Very well ; what would you ?

! Rof. I pray you, what is't a dock ?

I Or/a. You mould ask me, what time o day ;
there s

Bio clock in the Foreft. . „
. e]

re
Rof. Then there is no true lover in the Foreft ,

eHe

Ikjrhine every minute, and groaning every hour, wo-Ld

detect the lazy foot of time, as well as a c oclc.

l| Or/a. And why not the fwift foot of time ? had net

Ithat been as proper ? m-

Rof By no means, Sir: time travels in divers
i

pa

ees, iith divers perfons ; I'll tell you who time amble

withal, who time trots withal, who time gallops with

al, and who he ftands ftill withal ?

Or/a. I pr'ythee, whom doth he trot withal ?

Rof. Marry, he trots hard with a young maid, be-

tween the contraft of her marriage and the day it « lo-

lemniz'd : if the interim be but a fenmght, times pace

is fo hard that it feems the length of feven years.

Or/a. Who ambles time withal ? .

Rof. With aprieft that lacks Lattne and a rich man

that "hath not the gout; for the one fteeps eafily, be-

caufe he cannot ftudy ; and the other lives merrily^ be-



305 As you Like it.
caufe he feels no pain : the one lacking the burthen of
lean and wafleful learning ; the other knowing no bur-
then of heavy tedious penury. Thefe time ambles
withal.

Or/a. Whom doth he gallop withal ?

Rof With a thief to the gallows: for though he
go as foftly as foot can fell, he thinks himfelf too foon
there.

Or/a. Whom flays it (till withal ?

Rof With lawyers in the vacation; for they fleep

between term and term, and then they perceive not
how time moves.

Or/a. Where dwell you, pretty youth ?

Rof With this fhepherdefs, my filler ; here in the
skirts of the forefl, like fringe upon a petticoat.

Or/a. Are you native of this place ?

, Rof. As the cony, that you fee dwell where fhe is

kindled.

Or/a. Your accent is fomething finer, than you could
purchafe in fo removed a dwelling.

Rof. I have been told fo of many ; but, indeed, an old
religious Uncle of mine taught me to fpeak, who was in

his youth an in-land man, one that knew courtihip too
well ; for there he fell in love. I have heard him read
many ledures againlt it ; I thank God, I am not a wo-
man, to be touched with fo many giddy offences as he
hath generally tax'd their whole fex withal.

Or/a. Can you remember any of the principal evils,

that he laid to the charge of women ?

Rof There were none principal, they were all like
one another, as half pence are ; every one fault feem-
ing monfrrous, 'till his fellow fault came to match it.

Orla. I pr'ythee, recount fome of them.
Rof No ; I will not call away my phyfick, but on

thofe that are fick. There is a man haunts the Foreil,
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 Quoti-

dian of love upon him. Orla.
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Orla. I am he, that is fo love-lhak'd ;
I pray you, tell

;T/
r

TEe
d

h none of my Uncle's marks upon you ;

'e ±h?me how to know . man In love ; in winch cage

Irfufhes, Iamfure, you are not pnfoner.

t ci*ln What were his marks rS A lean cheek, which you have not; a blue eye

LfLken which you have not ; an unqueftionable

Writ wh?di*oa have not; a beard neglefled which

P
I • but I pardon you for that, for fim-

lyKnglTbS is'a younger Brother's revenue

;

Sen your hofe fhould be ungarter'd, your bonnet

mended, your fleeve unbutton'd, your moo untied,

ndTverv thing about you demonltrating a carelefs defo-

aln ; bu? o! are no'fuch man, you are rather poj£

jievice in your accoutrements, as loving your felf, than

1 X

T»'r Me believe it? you may as foon make her, that

I t wE which, I warrant, fhe is apter to

IS" SS^Sfefi ft? does'; that is one of the points

t the which women ftill give the lie to their conscience*.

But in good footh, are you he that hangs the Verfes on

I

fP
Or/l. Neither rhime nor reafon can exprefs how

'

™to} Loveismeerly a madnefs, and, I tell you, de-

, ferVes as well a dark" houfe and a whip, as mad men

, do and the reafon why they are not fo punifh d and

curd i that the lunacy is fo ordinary, that the whip-

pets are in love too ;
yetlprofefscunng.tbycounfel.

£fY^ne
11

aTin
U

this

an

m
y
an

0

ne, He was to ima-

ginlte hLCe his miftrefs : and I fa him
J«j£j

fo woce me. At which time would I, being but. a
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moonifh youth grieve, be effeminate, changeable
longing, and liking; proud, fantaftical, apilh, fhall
low, mconftant, full of tears, full of fmiles f for even
paffion fomething, and for no paffion truly any thing!
as boys and women are for the moll part cattle of tfii
colour; would now like him, now loath him; ther

1

entertain him, then forfwear him ; now weep for him
then fpit at himj that I drave my fuitor from his nJi
humour of love, to a living humour of madnefs ; whicl,
was, to forfwear the full flream of the world, and J
live m a nook meerly monaftick ; and thus I cur'd him
and this way will I take upon me to wafh your liver a!dear as a found fheep's heart, that there fhall not be one
fpot of love m't.

Orla. I would not be cur'd, youth.
Rof I would cure you if you would but call me Refahnd and come every day to my cotte, and wooe me.
Or/a. Now, by the faith ofmy love, I will ; tell mewhere it is.

Rof. Go with me to it, and I will fhew it you ; andby the way, you fhall tell me where in the Foreft veu
live : will you go ? 1

Orla. With all my heart, good youth
Rof. Nay, nay you muft call me Rofalind : come,

finer, will you go?
{Exeunt.

Enter Clown, Audrey and Jaques.
Clo. Come apace, good Audrey, I will fetch up vour I

goats, Audrey; and now, Audrey, am I the man 'yet?
doth my fimple feature content you ?

Aud. Your features, lord warrant us ! what features ?

. :
1 am he

,

re Wlth ^ee and thy goats, as the molt i

capricious poet honelf Ovid was among the Goths
!

Jaq. O knowledge ill-inhabited, vvorfe than ieve in I

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,
Underltanding; it ftrikes a man more dead than a trreat IrecKoning in a little room; truly, I would the Gods \nad made thee poetical.

Aud. \
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Aud. 1 do not know what poetical is ; is it honeft in

ed and word ? is it a true thing ?

'do No, truly ; for the trueft poetry is the moft

Lung; and lovers are given to poetry ; and what

.fy fwear in poetry, may be faid, as lovers, they do

lg

Jud. Do you wifh then, that the Gods had made me

0t

Clfl do, truly ; for thou fwear'ft to me, thou art

l0neft : now if thou wert a poet, I might have fome

lope thou didft feign.

Aud. Wpuld you not have me honeft ?

Clo No truly, unlefs thou wert hard-favour d ; for

aonefty coupled to beauty, is, to have honey a fawce to

fugar.

Jaq. A material fool

!

Aud. Well, I am not fair; and therefore I pray the^

Gods make me honeft ! r i n *

do Truly, and to caft away honefty upon a foul flut,

iwere to put good meat into an unclean difli.

Aud. I am not a flut, though I thank the Gods I am

{0% Well, praifed be the Gods for thy foulnefs
!
flut-

.tifhnefs may come hereafter: but be it as it may be,

will marry thee; and to that end I have been with Sir

i Lr Mar-text, the vicar of the next village, who

hath promis'd to meet me in this place of the foreft,

and to couple us.

Jaq. I would fain fee this meeting.

Aud. Well, the Gods give us joy !

do. Amen. A man may, if he were of a fearful

heart fta^er in this attempt; for here we have no

SSe bfe the wood, no affembly but horn-beafts

But what tho' ? courage. As horns are odious, they

are neceffary. It is faid, many a man knows no end

of his goods: right : many a man nas good horns, and

knows no end of them. Well, that is the dowry of

his wife, 'tis none of his own getting; horns? even

Z - poor men alone ? no, no, the nobleft

deer hath them as huge as the rafcal : is the finglem^i
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therefore bleffed ? no. As a wall'd town is more wor-

thier than a village, fo is the forehead of a married man
more honourable than the bare brow of a batchelor ; |

and by how much defence is better than no skill, fo much !

is a horn more preeious than to want.

Enter Sir Oliver Mar-text.

Here comes Sir Oliver: §\v Oliver Mar-text, you are I

well met. Will you difpatch us here under this tree,

or lliall 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, me mull be given, or the marriage

is not lawful.

Jaq. Proceed, proceed ! Til give her.

Clo. Good even, good mailer 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.

Jaq. Will you be married, Motley ?

Clo, As the ox hath his bow, Sir, the horfe his curb,

and the faulcon his bells, fo man hath his defire ; and

as pidgeons bill, fo wedlock would be nibling.

Jaq. 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 lhrunk

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 ; for he is not like to

marry me well ; and not being well married, it will be
i

a good excufe for me hereafter to leave my wife.

Jaq. Go thou with me, and let me counfel thee.

Clo. Come, fweet Audrey, we mull be married, or

WC muft live in bawdry : farewell, good Sir Oliver

;

not O fweet Oliver, O brave Oliver, leave me not be-

hind thee, but wind away, begone, I fay, I will not

to wedding with thee,

Sir
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Sir 0/i<v. 'Tis no matter; ne'er a fantaftical knave of

hem all mail flout me out of my Calling. [Exeunt.

SCENE changes to a Cottage in the Foreft.

Enter Rofalind and Celia.

^/T^TfEver 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 disenabling colour.

Cel. Something browner than jfudais : marry his

kilTes are Jzidas^s own children.

,

Rof. Ffaith, his hair is of a good colour.

\
Cel. An excellent colour : your chefnut was ever the

[only colour.

Rof (8) And his killing is as full of fanclity, as the

! touch of holy Beard.

Cel. (9) He hath bought a pair of caft lips of Diana ;

a nun

!
(fr) *And his kjffing is as full of SanStity> as the Touch of holy

Bread.] Tho' this be the Reading of the oldeit Copies, I have

made no Scruple to fubftitute an Emendation of Mr. Warhw*
ton, which mightily adds to the Propriety of the Similie. What
can the Poet be fuppos'd to mean by holy 3read? Not the^a-
erajncntal, furej that would have been Prophanation, upon a

Subject of fo much Levity. But holy Beard very beautifully al-

ludes to the Kii:. of a holy Saint, which the Antients call'd

the I<jfs of Chanty. And (oi%jfaltnd to fay, that Orlando kits'

d

as holily as a Saint, tenders the Companion very juft.

(9) He hath bought a pair of chaft L ps of Diana 3 a Nun of

Wintei'i Sifterhood k.ijfes not more religioufly 5 the very ice of Ch&~

ftjty is in them.'} This Pair of chaft Ltps is a Corruption as Old as

the fecond Edition in Folio; I have reftot'd with tne firll Folic,

a Pair of cajl Lips i. e. a Pair left off by Diana Again,
what Idea does a Nun of Winter's Sillerhoc! give us 5 Tho*
1 have not ventuvM to difturb the Text, it feems more pro-

bable to me that the Po"t wrote 3

^4 Nan of Winifred' j Sifterhood, &c.
Vol. II, O Not
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a nun of Winter's fifterhood kilTes not more religiouily

;

the very ice of chaftity is in them.

Rof. But why did he-fwear he would come this morn-
ing, 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-purfe nor ahorfe-

flealer ; 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 You have heard him fwear downright, he was.

Cel. Was, is not is ; befides, the ' oath of a lover is

no itronger than the word of a tapfler ; they are both the

conflrmers of falfe reckonings ; he attends here in the

Poreft oh the Duke your Father.

Rof I met the Duke yefterday, and had much que-

flion with him : heaskt me, of what parentage I was;
I told him, of as good as he ; fo he laugh'd, and let

me go. But what talk we of fathers, when there is fuch

a man as Orlando.

Cel. O, that's a brave man ! he writes brave verfes,

fpeaks brave words, fwears brave oaths, and breaks them
bravely, quite travers, athwart the heart of his lover ; as

a puifny tilter, that fpurs his horfe but one fide, breaks

his ftaff like a noble goofe ; but all's brave that youth

mounts, and folly guides : who comes here ?

E?zter Corin.

Cor. Miftrefs and mailer, you have oft enquired

Nor, indeed, that there was any real religious Order of that

Denomination: but the Legend of St. Vfn;:'fred is this. She

was a Chriftian Virgin at Holywell a fmall Town in flintflirM

to tenacious of her Chaftity, that when a tyrannous Governour

laid Siege to her, he could not reduce her to Compliance*

bur was obliged to ravifli, and afterwards beheaded her in Re-

...venge of her Obftinacy. l id. Cambdea'j Britannia by Dr. Gib-

fon, p. 688. This Tradition forts very well witii cur Poet's

Allufion.

After
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After the fhepherd that complain'd of love ;

Whom you faw fitting by me on the turf,

Praiiing the proud difdainful (hepherdefs

That was his miltrefs.

Cel. Well, and what of him ?

Cor. Jfyou will fee a pageant truly plaid,

Between the pale complexion of true love,

And the red'glow of fcorn and proud difdain

;

Go hence a little, and I fliall conduct you,
If you will mark it.

Rof. C come, let us remove

;

The fight of lovers feedeth thofe in love :

•Bring us bat to thi^ fight, and you mall fay

I'll prove a buiy Actor in their Play. {Exeunt.

SCENE changes to another part of the Fdreft.

Enter Silvius and Fhebe.

67/. Weet Pbebe, do not fcorn me ; do not, Phebe ;

vj 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 : (10) 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'fl me, there is murcher in mine • es ;

'Tis pretty, fure, and very probable,

That eyes, that are the frailYt and fofteft things,

(10) w ill you fterner be,

Than He that dies and lives by bloody drops?

This is fpoken of the Executioner, He lives indeed, by bloody
Drops, if you will: but how does he dye by bloody Drops?
The Poet muft certainly have wrote that deals andlivt ,&c.

i. e. that gets his Bread, and makes a Trade of cutting off

Heads. Mr. Wcrbunon.

O 2 Who
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Who (hut their coward gates on atomies,

Should be calPd tyrants, butchers, murtherers !—
Now do I frown on thee with all my heart,

And if mine eyes can wound, now let them kill thee :

Now counterfeit to fwoon ; why, now fall down ;

Or if thou can'it not, oh, for fhame, for fhame,

Lie not, to fay mine eyes are murtherers.

Now mew the wound mine eyes have made in thee ;

Scratch thee but with a pin, and there remains

Some fear of it ; lean but upon a rum,

The cicatrice and capable imprefTure

Thy Palm fome moment keeps : but now mine eyes,

Which I have darted at thee, hurt thee not

;

Nor, I am fure, there is no force in eyes

That can do hurt.

Sil. O&tzxPbebe,
If ever (as that ever may be near)

You meet in fome frelh cheek the power of fancy,

Then mall you know the wounds invifible

That love's keen arrows make.
Phebe . But 'till that time,

Come not thou near me ; and when that time comes,

Afflict me with thy mocks, pity me not

;

As, 'till that time, I mall not pity thee.

Rof. And why, I pray you \ who might be your
mother,

That you infult, exult, and rail, at once

Over the wretched? (i i) what though you have beauty,

(As, by my faith, I fee no more in you
Than without candle mny go dark to bed,)

Mud you be therefore proud and pitilefs ?

Why, what means this ? why do ycu look on me ?

I fee no more in you than in the ordinary

Of nature's fale-work : odds, my little life !

(j?) What though yon have no Beauty,] Tho' all the

printed Copies agree in this Reading, it is very accurately cb-

ferv'd to me by an ingenious unknown Correfpondenr, who
figns himfelf L. H. (and to Whom I can only here make my
Acknowledgements) that the Negative ought to be left cut.

I think
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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,

That can entame my fpirits to your worlhip.

You fooliih fhepherd, wherefore do you follow her

Like foggy South, purling with wind and rain ?

You are a thoufand times a properer man,
Than fhe a woman. r

Tis fuch fools as you,

That make the world full of ill-favour'd children

'Tis not her glafs, but you, that flatter her ;

And out of you fhe fees her felf more proper,

Than any of her lineaments can mow her.

But, miftrefs, know your felf ; down on your knees,

And thank heav'n, failing, for a good man's love ;

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 foul to be a fcoffer :

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 foulnefs, and fhe'll

fall in love with my anger. If it be fo, as faft as fhe an-

fwers thee, with frowning looks, I'll fauce her with

bitter words. Why look you fo upon me ?

Phe, For no ill will I bear you.

Rof. I pray you, do not fall in love with me ;

For I am falfer 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 ? fhepherd, ply her hard :

Come, After ; 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. [Exeunt Rof. Cel. and Corln,
Phe. Dead fhepherd, now I And thy Saw of might ;

Whoever lov'd, that lov'd not at fir ft fight ?

Sil. Sweet Phebe !

Phe, Hah : what fay'ft thou, Sihius ?
O 3 jJJ/j
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Sil. Sweet Phebe, pity me.
Phe. Why, I am forry for thee, gentle Sifoius.

Sil. Where-ever forrow is, relief would be

;

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 have you.

Phe. Why, that were Covetoufnefs.

Sil<vius, the time was, that I hated thee ;

And yet it is not, that I bear thee love

;

But iince that thou canft talk of love fo well,

Thy company, which erft was irkfome to me,
I will endure; and I'll employ thee too:

But do not look for further recompence,

Than thine own gladnefs that thou art employed.

Sil. So holy and fo perfeci is my love,

And I in fuch a poverty of grace,

That I fhall think it a more plenteous crop

To glean the broken ears after the man
'] \.zx the main harveft reaps : loofe now and then

A fcatter'd fmile, and that I'll live upon.

Phe. Know'ft 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 mailer of.

Phe. Think not, I love him, tho' I ask for him ;

'Tis but a peevifti 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 ;

But, fare, he's proud ; and yet his pride becomes hims
He'll make a proper man ; the beft thing in him
Is his Complexion ; and failer than his tongue

Did make Offence, his eye did heal it up :

He is not very tall, yet for his years he's tall

;

His leg is but fo fo, and yet 'tis well ;

There was a pretty rednefs in his lip,

A little riper, and more lufty red

Than
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[Than that mix'd in his cheek ; 'twas juft the difference

[Betwixt the conftant red and mingled damask.

[There be fome women, Sifoius, had they mark'd him
In parcels as I did, would have gone near

To fall in love with him ; but, for my part,

I love him not, nor hate him not ; and yet

I have more 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, fcorn'd at me

;

I marvel, why I anfwer'd not again ;

But that's all one ; omittance is no quittance.

I'll write to him a very taunting letter,

And thou malt bear it ; wilt thou, SilviusF

SiL Pbebe, with all my heart.

Phe. I'll write it flraight ;

The" matter's in my head, and in my heart,

I will be bitter with him, and paffing fhort

;

Go with me, Sifoius. [Exeunt.

ACT IV.

SCENE continues in the FOREST,

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 abo-

minable fellows ; and betray themfeives to every mo-
dern cenfure, worfe than drunkards.

Jaq. Why, 'tis good to be fad, and fay nothing.

Rof. Why then, 'cis good to be a poft,

Enter Rofalind, Celia, and Jaques.

J A Q^U E S.

o 4 7«t<
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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'sj

which is ambitious ; nor the lawyer's, which is politick ;

nor the lady's, which is nice ; nor the lover's, which
is all thefe ; but it is a melancholy of mine own, com-
pounded of many fimples, extracted from many objects,

and, indeed, the fundry contemplation of my travels,

in which my often rumination wraps me in a molt hu-
morous fadnefs.

Rof A traveller ! by my faith, you have great reafon

to be fad : I fear, you have fold your own lands, to

fee other mens ; then, to have feen much, and to have
nothing, is to have rich eyes and poor hands.

Jaq. Yes, I have gain'd me experience.

Enter Orlando.

Rof And your experience makes you fad : I had ra-

ther have a fool to make me merry, than experience to

make me fed, and to travel for it too.

Or/a. Good cay, and happinefs, dear Rofa/ind!

Jaq. Nay, then God b'w'y you, an you talk in blank

verfe. [Exit.

Rof. Farevvel, monfieur traveller ; look, you lilp, and

wear itrange fuits; difable all the benefits of your own
Country ; be out of love with your nativity, and aimoll

chide God for making you that countenance you are ;

or I will fcarce think, you have fwam in a Gondola.

Why, how now, Orlando, where have you been all this

while ? You a lover ? an you ferve me fuch another

trick, never come in my fight more.

Or/a. My fair Rofa/ind, I come within an hour of

my promife.

Rof Break an hour's promife in love I he that will

divide a minute into a thoufand parts, and break but a

part of the thoufandth part of a minute in the affairs of

love, it may be faid of him, that Cupid hath clapt him
o'th' moulder, but I'll warrant him heart-whole.

Orla. Pardon me, dear Rofa/ind.

Rof
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Rof. Nay, an you be fo tardy, come no more in my
fight : I had as lief be woo'd of a mail.

Or/a. Of a fnail ?

Rof. Ay, of a fnail ; for tho' he comes flowly, he
carries his houfe on his head : a better jointure, I

think, than you make a woman; befides, he brings his

deitiny with him.

Or/a. What's that ?

Rof. Why, horns ; which fuch as you are fain to be

beholden to your wives for ; but he comes armed in his

fortune, and prevents the flander of his wife.

Or/a. Virtue is no horn-maker ; and my Rofa/ind is

virtuous.

Rof. And I am your Rofa/ind.

Cel. It pleafes him to call you fo ; but he hath a Ro-

fa/ind of a better leer than you.

Rof Come, woo me, woo me ; for now I am in a

holyday humour, and like enough to confent : what
would you fay to me now, an I were your very, very

Rofa/ind?
Or/a. I would kifs, before I fpoke.

Rof. Nay, you were better fpeak firft, and when you
were gravelFd for lack of matter, you might take ccca-

lion to kifs. Very good orators, when they are out, they

will fpit ; and for lovers lacking, God warn us, mat-

ter, the cleanlieft fhift is to kifs.

Or/a. How if the kifs be denied ?

Rof Then me puts you to entreaty, and there begins

new matter,

Orla. Who could be out, being before his beloved

miftrefs ?

Rof. Marry, that flicuid you, if I were your miftrefs 5

or I mould think my honefty ranker than my wit.

Orla. What, of my fuit ?

Rof Not out of your apparel, and yet out of your
fuit. Am not I your Rofalind?

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 perfon I die-,

O 5 Rof
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Rof No, faith, die by attorney ; the poor world is

almofl fix thoufand years old, and in all this time there

was not any man died "in his own perfon, videlicet, in

a love-caufe : Troilus had his brains dalh'd out with a

Grecian club, yet he did what he could to die before,

and he is one of the patterns of love. Leander, he

would have liv'd many a fair year, tho' Hero had turn'd

nun, if it had not been for a hot midfummer night

;

for, good youth, he went but forth to walli in the

Hellefpont, and, being taken with the cramp, was
drown'd ; and the foolilh chroniclers of that age found

it was, Hero of Sefos. But thefe are all lies ; men
have died from time to time, and' worms have eaten

them, bnt not for love.

Orla. I would not have my right Rofalind of this

mind ; for, I proteft, her frown might kill me.

Rof. By this hand, it will not kill a flie but come *

now I will be your Rofalind in a more coming-on dif-

pofition ; and ask me what you will, I will grant it.

Orla. Then love me, Rofalind.

Rof Yes, faith, will I, Fridays and Saturdays, and all.

Or/a. And wilt thou have me ?

Rof. Ay, and twenty fuch.

Or/a. What fay'ft thou ?

Rof Are you not good ?

Or/a. I hope fo.

Rof Why then, can one defire too much of a good
thing ? ccme, fitter, you mall be the prieft, and mar-
ry us. Give me your hand, Orlando : what do you fay,

Sifter ?

Or/a. Pray thee, marry us.

Cel. I cannot fay the words.

Rof. You mull begin, Will you, Orlando *—

-

Cel. Go to ; willyou, Orlando, have to wife this

Rofalind?
'Orla. I will.

Rof Ay, but when ?

Orla. Why now, as faft as Ihe can marry us.

Rof Then you muft fay, I take thee Rofalind for

wife.

Orla,
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Orla. I take thee Rofalind for wife.

Rof. I might ask you for your commiffion, but I do
take thee Orlando for my husband : there's a girl goes
before the prieft, and certainly a woman's thought runs
before her actions.

Orla. So do all thoughts ; they are wing'd.

Rof. Now tell me, how long would you have herr
after you have pofTeft her.

Orla. For ever and a day.

Rof. Say a day, without the ever : no, no, Orlandt^
men are April 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 Barbary cock-pidgeon over his hen 1

more clamorous than a parrot againft rain ; more new-
fangled than an ape ; more giddy in my denres 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 whea
you are inclin'd to fleep.

Orla. But will my Rofalind do fo >

Rof By my life, me will do as I do.

Orla. O, but lhe is wife.

Rof Or elfe me could not have the wit to do this £

the wifer, the waywarder : make the doors faft upon a
woman's wit, and it will out at the cafement; fhut that,

and 'twill out at the key-hole j flop that, it will fly with,

the fmoak cut 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, 'tilt

you met your wife's wit going to your neighbour's bed a

Orla. And what wit could wit have to excufe that ?

Rof Marry, to fay lhe came to feek you there : you
fhall never take her without her anfwer, unlefs you take

her without her tongue. O that woman, that cannot

make her fault her husband's occafion, let her never

rurfe her child her felf, for lhe will breed it like a
fool !

Orla. For thefe two hours, Rofalind, I will leave

thee, Rofi
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Rof Alas, dear love, I cannot lack thee two hours*

Orla. I muft attend the Duke at dinner ; by tWJ"
o'clock I will be with" thee again,

Rof. Ay, go your ways, go your ways ; I knew what
you would prove, my friends told me as much, and I

thought no lefs ; that flattering tongue of yours won me ;>

*tis but one caft away, and To come death : two o'th*

clock is your hour !

Or/a, Ay, fweet Rofalind.

Rof. By my troth, and in good earner!:, and fo God
mend me, and by all pretty oaths that are not dange-

rous, if you break one jot of your promife, or come
one minute behind your hour, I ' will think you the

moil pathetical break-promife, and the molt hollow

lover, and the moft unworthy of her you call Rofalind,

0
that may be chofen out of the grofs band of the un-

faithful ; therefore beware my cenfure, and keep your
promife.

Or/a. With no lefs religion, than if thou wert in*

deed my Rofalind ; fo adieu.

Rof Well, time is the old Juflice that examines all

fuch offenders, and let time try. Adieu! [ Exit (Mm
Cel. You have fimply mifus'd our fex in your love-

prate : we muft have your doublet and hofe pluck'd over

your head, and fhew the world what the bird hath done

to her own neft.

Rof. O coz, coz, coz, my pretty little coz, that thou

didft know how many fathom deep I am in love ; but it

cannot be founded : my affeclion hath an unknown bot-

tom, like the Bay of Portugal.

Cel. Or rather, bottomleis ; that as fall as you pour

affj&ion in, it runs out.

Rof. No, that fame wicked baftard of Venus, that

was beget of thought, conceiv'd of fpleen, and born of

madnefs, tha" blind 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 be

out of the fight of Orlando ; Til go find a fhadow, and

figh 'till he come. -

• QeL And I'll fleep. {Exeunt.

Enter
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Enter Jaques, Lords, and Forefters.

Jag. Which is he that kilPd the deer ?

Lord. Sir, it was h
Jaq. Let's prefent him to the Duke, like a Roman

Conqueror ; and it would do well to fet the deer's horns

upon his head, for a branch of vidory ; have you no
Song, Forefter, for this purpofe ?

For. Yes, Sir.

Jaq. Sing it ; 'tis no matter how it be in tune, fo it

make noife enough.

Mufick, Song.

What /hall he ha<ve, that kiWd the deer ?

His leather skin and horns to wear ;

Then Jlng him home : take Thou no Scorn (12)

To wear the horn, the horn, the horn; } The reft flial!

It was a creft, ere thou waft born* s bear this Bur-

Thyfather'sfather wore it, j then.

And thy father bore it,

The horn, the horn, the lufty hornr

Is not a thing to laugh to fcorn. [Exeunt.

Enter Rofalind and Celia.

Rof. How fay you now, is it not paft two o'clock ?

I wonder much, Orlando is not here.

(12) Then fmg htm home, the reft ftjall bear this Burthen*]

This is no admirable Inftance of the Sagacity of our preceding

Editors, to fay Nothing worfe. One fhould expect, when they

were Poets, they would at leaft have taken care of the \hymes,

and not foifted in what has Nothing to anfwer it. Now, where
is the Rhyme to, the reft ftall bear this Burthen ? Or, to ask

another Queftion, where is the Senfe of it ? Does the fott

mean, that He, that kill'd the Deer, lhall be fung home, and
the Reft lhall beat the Deer on their Backs ? This is laying a

Burthen on the Poet, that We mult help him to throw off. In

Ihort, the Myftery of the Whole is, that a Marginal Note is

wifely thruft into the Text: the Song being defign'd to be

fung by a fingle Voice, and the Stanza's to clofe with a Bur-

then to be fung by the whole Company.
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Cel. I warrant you, with pure love and troubled
brain, he hath ta'en his bow and arrows, and is gone"
forth to fleep : look, "who comes here.

Enter Silvius.

Sil. My errand is to you, fair youth,

My gentle Phebe bid me give you this

:

I know not the contents ; but, as I guefs,

By the ftern brow, and wafpiih action

Which fhe did ufe as fhe was writing cf it,

It bears an angry tenour ; pardon me,
I am but as a guiltlefs meftenger.

Rof. Patience her felf would ftartle at this letter,

And play the fwaggerer ; bear this, bear all.

She fays, I am not fair ; that I lack manners ;

She calls me proud, and that fhe could not love me
Were man as rare as phaenik : 'odds my will

!

Her love is not the hare that I do hunt.

Why writes fhe fo to me? well, Ihepherd, well,

This is a letter of your own device.

Sit. No, I proteft, I know not the contents ;

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-colour'd 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.

Sit. Sure, it is hers.

Rof. Why, 'tis a boifterous and a cruel ftile,

A ftile for challengers ; why, fhe defies me,
Like Turk to Chriftian ; woman's gentle brain

Could not drop forth fuch giant rude invention ;

Such Etbiop words, blacker in their effect

Than in their countenance ; will you hear the letter f

Sil. So pleafe you, for I never heard it yet

;

Yet heard too much of Pbebey
s cruelty.

Rof. She Pbebfs me ; mark, how the tyrant writes.

[Reads.]
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'Reads.] Art thou God toJbepherd turridy
That a maiden's heart hath burned?

Can a woman rail thus ?

Sil. Call you this railing ?

Rof. [Reads.] Why, thy Godhead laid apart>

Warr*Ji thou with a woman's heart P

Did you ever hear fuch railing ?

Whiles the eye of man did woo me,

That could do no vengeance to me.

Meaning me, a beaft

!

If the /corn ofyour bright eyne

Have power to raife fuch love in mine.

Alack, in me, what Jirange effecl

Would they work in mild afpefl P

Whiles you chid me, I did love ;

Hovj then mightyour prayers move?
He, that brings this love to thee.

Little knows this love in me ;

And by him feal up thy mind,

Whether that thy Youth and Kind
Will thefaithful offer take

Of me, and all that I can make %

Or elfe by him my love de7iy,

And then Pllftudy how to die.

Sil. Call you this chiding ?

Cel. Alas, poor Ihepherd !

Rof. Do you pity him ? no, he deferves no pity : wilt

thou love fuch a woman ? what, to make thee an in-

ftrument, and play falfe ftrains upon thee ? not to be en-

dured ! Well, go your way to her ; (for I fee, love

hath made thee a tame fnake,) and fay this to her ;

P that if fhe love me, I charge her to love thee : if fhe

!* will not, I will never have her, unlefs thou entreat
" for her". If you be a true lover, hence, and not a

word ; for here comes more company. [Exit Sil.

Enter Oliver.

Oli. Good-morrow, fair ones : pray you, if you
know,

Where



328 A3 YOU L I ITE IT,
Where, in the purlews of this foreft, Hands
A fheep-cote fenc'd about with olive-trees ?

Cel. Well of this place, down in the neighbo
bottom,

The rank of oners, 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 mould I know you by defcription,

Such garments, and fuch years :
" the boy is fair,

*' Of female favour, and bellows himfelf
" Like a ripe Sifter : but the woman low,
" And browner than her brother." Are not you
The owner of the houfe, I did enquire for ?

Cel. It is no b0aft, being ask'd, to fey, we are.

Oli. Orlando doth commend him to you both,
And to that youth, he calls his Rofalind,

He fends this bloody napkin. Are you he ?

Rof. I am ; what muft 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
Tliis handkerchief was ftain'd.

Cel. I pray you, tell it.

Oli. When laft the young Orlando parted from youy
He 4eft a prcmife to return again

Within an hour ; and pacing through the foreft,

Chewing the food of fweet and bitter fancy,

Lo, what befel ! 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 ileeping on his back ; about his neck
A green and gilded fnake had wreath 'd it felf,

Who with her head, nimble in threats, approached
The opening of his mouth, bur. fuddenly
Seeing Orlando, it unlink'd it fel£

And with indented glides did flip away
Into a bum; under which bum's made
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! A Lionefs, with udders all drawn dry,

I Lay couching head on ground, with cat-like watch
When that the fleeping man Ihould ftir ; for '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 moil 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 ?

OIL Twice did he turn his back, and purpos'd fo :

But kindnefs, nobler ever than revenge,

And nature ftronger than his juil occalion,

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 ?

Rof. Was it you he refcu'd?

Cel. Was it you that did fo oft contrive to kill him ?

Oli. 'Twas I ; but 'tis not I ; I do not fhame
To tell you what I was, fince my converfion

So fweetly taftes, being the thing I am.

Rof. But, for the bloody napkin ?

i Oli. By, and by.

When from the firft to laft, betwixt us two,

Tears our recountments had moll kindly bach'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 inflantly unto his cave,

There ftrip'd himfelf, and here upon his arm
The lionefs had torn fome flefh away,
Which all this while had bled ; and now he fainted.

And cry'd, in fainting, upon Rofalind.

Brief, I recover'd him ; bound up his wound 5

And

,
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And, after fome fmall fpace, being ftrong at heartHe fent me hither, ftranger as I am,
To tell this ftory, that you might excufe
His broken prcmife ; and to give this napkin,
Dy'd in his blood, unto the fhepherd youth,
That he in fport doth call his Rofalind.

Cel. Why, how now Ganimed, Sweet, Ganimed?

r\i> .,, . [Rof. faintsOh Many will fwoon, when they do look on blood
Cel. There is more in it : — couiin Ganimed!
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 ?
Oli Be of good cheer, youth ; you a man ? you Iacl

a man's heart.
J

Rof. I do fo, I confefs it. Ah, Sir, a body wouk
think, this was well counterfeited. I pray you, tell youi
brother how well I counterfeited : heigh ho !

OIL This was not counterfeit, there is too greai
teihmony in your complexion, that it was a paffion a
earneft.

r

Rof* Counterfeit, I aflure you.
OIL Well then, take a good heart, and counterfeit tc

be a man.

Rof. So I do : but, i' faith, I mould have been a wo-
man by right.

Cel. Come, you look paler and paler ; pray you,
draw homewards

; good Sir, go with us.
OIL That will I ; for I mull bear anfwer back,

How you excufe my brother, Rofalind.
Rof. I mall devile fomething ; but, I pray you com-

mend my counterfeiting to him : will you go ? \Extunt*

ACT
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ACT V.

SCENE, the FOREST.

Enter Clown and Audrey.

Clown.
rrrE fliall find a time, Audrey ; patience, gentle

Au
j

€

ud\ Faith, the Prieft was good enough, for

11 the old gentleman's faying.

CA. A moll wicked Sir Oliver, Audrey ; a moft vile

Mar-text ! but Audrey, there is a youth here m the *o-

eft lays claim to you. . A . MflAJ. Ay, I know who 'tis, he hath no mtercft in Me

a the world j here comes the man you mean.

Enter William.

do. It is meat and drink to me to fee a Clown ;
by

ny troth, we, that have good wits, have much to an-

wer for : we (hall be flouting ; we cannot hold.

Will. Qood 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, co-

ver thy head 5 nay, pr'ythee, be cover'd. How old are

you, friend ?

Will. Five and twenty, Sir.

Clo. A ripe age: is thy name William?

Will. William, Sir.

'

Clo. A fair name. Waft born i'th' foreft here ?

Will. Ay, Sir, I thank God.

Clo. Thank God : a good anfvver : art rich ?

'Faith, Sir, fo, fo.

CA. So, fo, is good, very good, very excellent gooa

;

and yet it is not j it is but fo fo. Art thou wife I
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Will. Ay, Sir, I have a pretty wit.
Clo. Why, thou fay 'ft well: I do now remember!

Saying
; the fool doth think he is wife, but the <wife m,

knows bimfelf to be a fool. The heathen philoiopht
when he had a dcfire to eat a grape, would open his K
when he put it into his mouth ; meaning thereby, tb
grapes were made to eat, and lips to open. You <

love this maid ?

Will. I do, Sir.

Clo. Give me your hand : art thou learned ?

Will. No, Sir.

Clo. Then learn this c f ; to have, is to have, m
it is a figure in rhetorick, that Brink being poured 01
of a cup into a glafs, by h. .

:
rhe one doth emptv tfc

other. For all your writers do confent, that ipfe is henow you are not ipfe ; for I am- he.
Will. Which he, Sir?

.

Clo.- He, Sir, that muft marry this woman; there
fore you, Clown, abandon, which is in the vulgai
leave the fociety, which in the boorifh, is companl
of this female; which in the common, is woman*
which together is, abandon the fociety of this female; o
Clown, thou perifhcft ; or, to thy better underflanding
dieft ; or, to wit, I kill thee, make thee away, tranflal
thy life into death, thy liberty into bondage ; I will dea
in poifon with thee, or in baftinado, or in Heel ,• I wit!
bandy with thee in faction ; I will over-run thee with
policy

; I will kill thee a hundred and fifty ways ; there
fore tremble and depart.

Aud> Do, good William.
Will. God reft you merry, Sir. {Exit

Enter Corin.

Cor. Our mailer and miftrefs feek you; come awayj
away.

Clo. Trip, Audrey; trip, Audrey ; I attend, I attend

{Exeunt

Enter Orlando and Oliver.

Orla. Is't poffible, that on fo little acquaintance yo»

mould
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aid like her ? that, but feeing, you ftiould love her ?

loving, woo ? and wooing, the fhould grant ? and

[ you perfevere to enjoy her ?

M. Neither call the giddinefs of it in queftion, the

-erty of her, the fmall acquaintance, my fudden

ping, nor her fudden confenting ; but fay with me,

Dve Aliena ; fay with her, that me loves me ; con-

t with both, that we may enjoy each other ; it mall

to your Good ; for my father's houfe, and all the re-

ue that was old Sir Rowland's, will I eilate upon

l and here live and die a fhepherd.

Enter Rofalind.

Irla. You have my confent. Let your wedding be

morrow ; thither will I invite the Duke, and all his

itented followers : go you, and prepare Aliena ; for,

k you, here comes my Rofalind.

Rof God fave you, brother.

Oli. And you, fair fitter.

Rof. Oh, my dear Orlando, how it grieves me to fee

;e wear thy heart in a fcarf.

Orla. It is my arm.

Rof I thought, thy heart had been wounded with

; claws of a lion.

Or la. Wounded it is, but with the eyes of a lady.

feof Did your brother tell you how I counterfeited to

oon, when he (hew'd me your handkerchief?

Orla. Ay, and greater wonders than that.

Rof O, I know where you are : nay, 'tis true :

ere was never any thing fo fudden, but the fight of

ro rams, and Carfares thrafonical brag of I came,

3 and overcame : for your brother and m/ fifter no

>ner met, but they look'd ; no fooner look'd, but

py lov'd ; no fooner lov'd, but they iigh'd ; no

Mier figh'd, but they ask'd one another the reafoft ;

i fooner knew the reafon, but they fought the re-

bdy ; and in thefe degrees have they made a pair of

kirs to marriage, which they will climb incontinent, or

fe be incontinent before marriage ; they are in the ve-

ry
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ry wrath of love, and they will together. Clubs canno

part them.

Orla* They fhall be married to morrow ; and I will

bid the Duke to the Nuptial. But, O, how bitter i

thing it is to look into happinefs through anothe

man's eyes ! by fo much the more mail I to morrow b

at the height of heart-heavmefs, by how much .

fhall think my brother happy, in having what h«

wifhes for.

Rof Why, then tomorrow i cannot ferve your turn

for Rofallnd

?

Or/a. 1 can live no longer by thinking.

Rof. I will weary you then no longer with idle talk]

ing. Know of me then, for now I fpeak to fame purl

fofe, that I km w. you are a gentleman of good conceit*'

fpeak not thb, thar you mould bear a good opinion oj

my knosvleHge ; infomuch, I fay, I know what yoi|

are; neither do 1 labour for a greater elleem than ma)I
in feme little meafure draw a belief from you to dej

your felf gocd, and not to grace me. Believe then, if

you pleafe, that I can do ftrange things ; I have, final

I was three years old, converit with a magician, motf|

profound in his Art, and yet not damnable. If yoil

do iove Rojalind fo near the heart, as your gefturcl

cries it out, when your brother marries Aliena, yovu

fhall marry her. I know into what fireights of for-1

tune me is driven, and it is not impoilible to me, if id

appear not inconvenient to you, to fet her before yout 1

eyes to morrow ; hum:.n as me is, and without any!

danger.

Orla. Speak' ft thou in fober meanings ?

Rof. By my life, I do ; which I tender dearly, tho
1!

I fay, I am a magician : therefore, put you on youil

belt array ; bid your friends, for if you will be mar-l

ried to morrow, you fhall ; and to Rofalind, if youw

will.

Enter Silvius and Phebe.

Look, here comes a lover of mine, and a lover of hersJ
phtm
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Phe. Youth, you have done me much ungentlenefs,

To (hew the letter that I writ to you.

Rof. I care not, if I have : it is my fludy

To feem defpightful and ungentle to you :

You are there follow'd by a faithful fhepherd ;

Look upon him, love him; he worfhips you.
' Phe. Gocd fhepherd, tell this youth what 'tis to love.

1

67/. It is to be made all of fighs and tears,

And fo am I for Phe be,

Phe. And I for Gammed.
Or/a. And I for Rofalind.

Rof. And I for no woman.
Sil It is to be made all of faith and fervice ;

And fo am I for Phebe.

Phe. And I for Ganimed.

Orla. And I for Rofalind.

Rof. And I for no woman.
Sil. It is to be all made of fantafie,

All made of pafhon, and all made of wifhes,

All adoration, duty and obfervance,

All humblenefs, all patience, and impatience,

All purity, all trial, all obfervance

;

And fo am I for Phebe.

Phe. And fo am I for Ganimed.
Or/a. And fo am I for Rofalind.

Rof And fo am I for no woman.
Phe. If this be fo, why blame you me to love you ?

[To Rof.

Si/. If this be fo, why blame you me to love vou ?

[To Phe.

Or/a. If this be fo, why blame you me to love you ?

Rof. Who do you fpeak to, why blame you me to

love you ?

Or/a. 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 I 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; [To
Phe ] I will fatisfy you, if ever I fatisfy'd man, and

you
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you fhall be married to morrow ; [To Orl.] I will con-

1

tent you, if, what pleafes you, contents you ; and yoiJ
fhall be married to morrow. [To SiL] As you love Ro t

falind, meet ; as you love Phebe, meet ; and as I lovel

no woman, I'll meet. So fare you well ; I have left yotl

commands.
Sil. I'll not fail, if I live.

Phe. Ncr I.

Orla. Nor I. [ExeuntX

Enter Clown and Audrey.

Clo. Tomorrow is the joyful day, Audrey: to morl
row will we be married.

Aud. I do defire it with all my heart ; and, I hopeJ
it is no dilhoneft defire, to defire to be a woman oil

the world. Here come two of the banihYd Duke'sI
pages.

Enter two pages,

1 Page. Well met, honeft gentleman.

Clo. By my troth, well met : come, fit, fit, and a I

Song.

2 Page. We are for you, fit i'th' middle.

1 Page. Shall we clap into't roundly, without hawk-l
ing, or {pitting, or faying we are hoarfe, which are the

only prologues to a bad voice ?

2 Page. Ffaitfi, i'faith, and both in a tune, like twc
Gypiies on a horfe.

SONG.
It was a lever and his lafs,

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino,

Tbattfer the green Corn-field did pafs
In the fpring time ; the pretty fpring ti?ne,

When birds do fing, hey ding a, ding, ding,

Sweet levers love the fpring.

And therefore take, the prefent time,

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino ;

For love is crowned with the prime, >

In the fprih? time. Sec. \

Be-



As you Like it.- 337
Between the acres of the rye,

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino,

Thefe pretty country-folks would lye,

In the fpring time, &C.

The Carrol they began that hour,

With a hey, and a ho> and a hey nonino,

How that a life was hut aflower,
In the fpring time, Sec.

Clo. Truly, young gentleman, though there was no
great matter in the ditty, yet the note was very un-
timeable. (13)

1 Page. You are deceiv'd, Sir, we kept time, we loft
not our time.

Clo. By my troth, yes : I count it but time loft to
hear fuch a foolifh Song. God b'w'y you, and God mend
your voices. Come, Audrey. [Exeunt.

SCENE changes to another IPart of the Forejk

Enter Duke Senior
, ..Amiens, Jaques , Orlando,

Oliver, and Celia.

Ihke Sen. ST thou believe, Orlando, that the

Can do all this that he hath promifed ?

Orla. I fometimes do believe, and fometimes do not;
As thofe that fear they hope, and know they fear.

Enter Rofalind, Silvius, and Phebe.

\ Rof. Patience once more, whiles our compact is

urg'd

:

(13) Truly, young Gentleman, thai* there was no great Matter in.

the Ditty, yet the Note was very untuneable.] Tho' it is thus
in all the printed Copies, it is evident from the fequel of the
Dialogue, that the Poet wrote as I have reform'd in the
(Text, unumeahle. Time, and Tune, are frequeady mif-
I printed for one another in the old Editions of Shantycare.

PVOL.II. p Yon
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You fay, if I bring in your Rofalind, [To the Duke.

You will bellow her on Orlando here ?
,|

Duke Sen. That vvouid I, had I Kingdoms to give

with her. , _ T , .

Rof. And you fay, you will have her wh«
Q
I tang

Or&
h
That would I, were I of all Kingdoms King.

Rof. You fay, you'll marry me, if I be wj^g^.

The That will I, mould I die the hour after.

Rof. But if you do refufe to marry me.

You'll' give your felf to this moft faithful fhepherd.

Phe. So is the bargain.

Rof You fay, that you'll have Fbebe, if fhe will ?

-1
-
/ ' y

[Ta Silvius.

5,7 Tho' to have her and death were both one thing.

Rof. I've prorcis'd to make all this matter eyen ;

Keep you your woid, O Duke, to give your daughter s

You yours^ Orlando, to receive his daughter :

Keep your word, Phebe, that you'll marry me,

Or elfe, refufing me, to wed this fhepherd.

Keep your word, Silvius, that you II marry her,

If {iv refufe me ; and from hence I go

To Lkethefc doubts all even. LEx.Ko( and Ceha.

Duke Sen. I do remember in this fhepherd-boy

Some lively touches of my daughter's favour.

Orla Mv Lord, the firft time that I ever faw him,

Methought', he was a brother to your daughter;

But, my good Lord, this boy is foreft-born,

And' hath been tutor'd in the rudiments

Of many defperate ftudies by his uncle ;

Whom he reports to be a great magician,

Obfcured in the circle of this foreit.

Enter Clown and Audrey.

loa There is, fure, another flood toward, and the*

couples are coming to the Ark. Here come a pair c

Tery ftrange bealts, which in all tongues are call

°°Ch. Salutation, and greeting, to you all
! ^
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Jaq. Good my Lord, bid him welcome. This is the

motley-minded gentleman, that I have fo often met in
the forelt : he hath been a Courtier, he fwears.

Clo. If any man doubt that, let him pat me to my
purgation. I have trod a meamre ; I have flatter'd a la-
dy ; I have been politick with my friend, fmooth with
mine enemy ; I have undone three taylors ; I have had
four quarrels, and like to have fought one.

Jaq. And how was That ta'en up ?

I
Clo. 'Faith, we met; and found, the quarrel was upon

the feventh caufe.

P Jaq. How the feventh caufe? good my lord, like
{this fellow.

f
. Duke Sen. I like him very well.

"

Clo. God'ild you, Sir, I deflre you of the like: I
prefs in here, Sir, amongft the reft of the country copu-
latives, to fvvear, and to forfwear, according d mar-
riage binds, and blood breaks : a poor virgin, Sir, an
ill-favour'd thing, Sir, but mine own ; a poor humour
of mine, Sir, to take That that no man elfe './ill. Rich
Ihonefty dwells like a mifer, Sir, in a poor houfe ; as
gyour pearl, in your foul oyfler.

B Duke Sen. By my faith, he is very fwift and fenten-
bus.
I: Clo. According to the fool's bolt, Sir, and fuch dulcet
difeafes.

1 Jaq. But, for the feventh caufe ; how did you find
the quarrel on the feventh caufe ?

K Clo. Upon a lie feven times removed ; (bear your bo-
dy more feeming, Audrey) as thus, Sir; I did diflike
the cut of a certain Courtier's beard; he fen t me word,
if I faid his beard was not cut well, he was in the mind
it was. This is cali'd the Retort courteous. If I fent
iim word again, it was not well cut, he would fend me
word, he cut it to pleafe himfelf. This is cali'd the
'gulp mode

ft. If again, it was not well cut, he difabled
imy judgment. This is cali'd the Reply churlijb. If a-
igain, it was not well cut, he would anfwer, I fpakenot
true. This is cali'd the Reproof valiant. If again, it
was not well cut, he would fay, I lie. This is cali'd

P 2 the
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the Cvuntercheck quarrelfome ; and fo, the Lye circum-

fiantial, and the Lye direcl.

Jaq. And how oft did you fay, his beard was not

well cut ?

Clo. I durft go no further than the Lye circumjlantial\

nor he durft not give me the Lye direct, and fo we mea-

fur'<l fwords and parted.

Jaq. Can you nominate in order now the degrees of

the Lve ?

Clo. O Sir, we quarrel in print, by the book; as you

have books for good manners. (14) I will name you the

decrees. The firft, the Retort courteous ; the fecond,

the Quip modeft ; the third, the Reply churlifli ; the

fourth, the Reproof valiant; the fifth, the Countercheck

quarrelfome; the fixth, the Lye with circumftance; the

ieventh, the Lye direcl. All thefe you may avoid, but

the Lye dire& ; and you may avoid that too, with an If.

I knew, when feven Juilices 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 Ihook hands, and fwore brothers. Your If is

the only peace-maker ; much virtue in If.

Jaq. Is not this a rare fellow, my lord ? he's good

at any thing, and yet a fool.

(14) 0, Sir, vje quarrel in Print', by the Book, as you have

Books for good Mv.ucrs.] The Poet throughout this Scene has

with great Rumour and Addrefs rallied the Mode, fo pre-

vailing in his Time, of formal Duelling. Nor could he treat

it with a happier Contempt, than by making his Clown fo

knowing in all its Forms and Preliminaries. It was in Queen

Elizabeth's Reign, that pulhing with the Rapier, or imali

Sword, was fixft praais'd in England. And the boifterous Gal-

lants fell into the Falhion with fo much Zeal, that they did

not content themfelves with praftifing at Sword in the Schools j

but they ftudied the Theory of the Art, the Grounding of

Quarrels, and the Procets of giving and receiving Challenges,

from Lewis He CaranzSs Treanfe of Fencing, Vincent 10 Savig

Jr
y
s Pra&icc of the Rapier and Dagger, and Giacomo Di Graft s

Art Of Defence; with many other lnftiuftions upon the ieve-

xal Branches of the Science.

Duke cen.
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Duke Sen. He ufes his folly like a ftalking-horfe, and

under the prefentation of that he fhoots his wit.

Enter Hymen, Rofalind in woman's cloaths,

and Celia.

Still Music k.

Hym. Then is there mirth in heaifn.

When earthly things made even

Atone together.

Good Duke3 receive thy daughter,

Hymenfrom heaven brought her,

Yea, brought her hither :

That thou might*ft join her hand with his,

Whofe heart within his bofont is.

Rof. To you I give my felf; for I am yours.

[To the Duke.

To you I give my felf ; for I am yours. [
l

fo Orlando.

Duke Sen. If there be- truth in fight, you^are my -

daughter.

Or/a. If there be truth in fight, you are my Rofa-

lind.

The. If fight and ftiape be true,

Why, then my love adieu

!

Rof. I'll have no father, if you be not he

;

I'll have no husband, if you be not he

;

Nor ne'er wed woman, if you be not (he.

Hym. Peace, hoa ! I bar confufion ;

J

'Tis I mull make conclufion

I

Of thefe moft ftrange events

:

Here's eight that muft take hands/

I

To join in Hymen's bands,

If truth holds true contents.

You and you no Crofs mail part

;

You and you are heart in heart

;

You to his love muft accord,

Or haye a woman to your lord.

You and you are fure together,

As the winter to foul weather

:

P 3 Whiles
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"Whiles a wedlock-hymn we ring,

Feed your felves with querrioning :

That reafon wonder may diminim,

How thus we meet, and thefe things finiih.

S O N G.

Wedding is great Juno'/ Crown,
O bkjfed bond of board and bed!

^Tis Hymen peoples every town,
High wedlock then be honoured

:

Honour, high honour and renown
To Hymen, God of every town !

Duke Sen. O my dear ncice. welcome thou art to me*
Ev'n dai ghter-welcome, in no lefs degree.

Phe. I will not eat my word, now thou art mine

;

Thy hhh. my fancy to thee doth combine.

Enter Jaques de Boys.

*jaq. de B. Let me have audience for a word or two

:

I am the fcccnd fon of old Sir Rowland,

That bring thefe tidings to this fair afiembly.

Duke Frederick hearing, how that every day
Men of great worth refortcd to this forefl,

Addrefs'd a mighty power, which were on foot

In his own conduct 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 banihVd brother,

And all their lands reflorM 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'lt fairly to thy brother's wedding ;

To one, his lands with -held ; and to the other,

A land it felf at large, a potent Dukedom.

Firft. in this forert, let us do thofe ends

That
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That here were well begun, and well begot

:

And, after, every of this happy number,

That have endur'd Ihrewd days and nights with us,

Shall fhare the good of our returned fortune,

According to the meafure of their Hates.

Mean time, forget this new-fall'n dignity,

And fall into our ruitick revelry :

Play, mufick ; and you brides and bridegrooms all,

With meafure heap'd in joy, to th
1
meafures fall.

Jaq. Sir, by your patience : if I heard you rightly,

The Duke hath put on a religious life,

And thrown into neglect the pompous Court.

Jaq. 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 Duke.
Your patience and your virtue well deferve it.

You to a love, that your true faith doth merit

;

[To Orla.

You to your land, and lcve, and great allies 3

[ To Oli.

You to a long and well deferved bed ; [To Silv.

And you to wrangling ; for thy loving voyage
[To the Clown,

Is but for two months victual'd : fo to your pleafures

:

I am for other than for dancing meafures.

Duke Sen. Stay, J'aques, ftay.

Jaq. To fee no paftime, I : what you would have,

I'll flay to know at your abandon'd Cave. [Exit,

Duke Sen. Proceed, proceed ; we will begin thefe

rites ;

As, we do truft they'll end, in true delights.

EPILOGUE.
Rof. It is not the fafhion to fee the lady the Epi-

logue ; but it is no more unhandfome, than to fee the lord
the Prologue. If it be true, that good nuine needs no

bufe, 'tis true, that a good Play needs no Epilogue. Yet
to good wine they do ufe good bulhes ; and gocd Plays

P 4 prove
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prove the better by the help of good Epilogues, What
a cafe am I in then, that am neither a good Epilogue,

nor can infmuate with you in the behalf of a good
Play ? I am not furniftiM like a beggar ; therefore to

beg will not become me. My way is to conjure you,

and I'll begin with the women. I charge you, O wo-
men, 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 love you bear to women, (as I perceive by your
fimpring, none of you hate them) that between yo j 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, comolexicns that lik'd me, and breaths that I

defy'd not : and, I am fure, as many as have good

i eards, or good faces, or fweet breaths, will for my
kind offer, when I make curt' fie, bid me farewel.

[Exeunt cmnes.
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Characters in the Induction.

A Lord, before vohdm the Play is fuppofd to be flay d.

Chriftopher Sly, a drunken Tinker.

Hofiefs.

Page, Players, Hunt/men, and other Servants attending

on the Lord.

Dramatis Perfonas.
Baptifta, Father to Catharina and Bianca ; very rich.

Vincentio, an old gentleman ofTifo.

Lucentio, Son to Vincentio, in love <voith Bianca.

Petruchio* a gentleman of Verona, a fuitor to Catha-
rina.

Gremio, ? n
Hortenfio, I Pretenders to Bianca.

Tranio, 9 c T

Biondello, $
Servants to Lucentio.

Grumio, Servant to Petruchio.
Pedant, an old fellovj fet up to ferfonate Vincentio,

Catharina, the Shrew*
Bianca, her Sifter.

Widow.

Taylor, Haberdajhers ; voith Servants attending on
Baptifta, and Petruchio.

SCENE, fometimes in Padua ; and fometimes in

PetruchioV Houfe in the Country.

THE



THE

Taming of the Shrew.

INDUCTION:
SCENE, before an Alehoafe on a Heath,

Enter Hoftefs and Sly.

Sly.
' L L pheeze you, in faith.

Hofi. A pair of flocks, you rogue !

Sly. Y'are a baggage ; the SHes are no
rogues. Look in the Chronicles, we can e
in with Richard Conqueror ; therefore,

paucus pallabris ; (i) let the world Hide :

Sejfa.

Hofi. You will not pay for the glaiTes you have buril ?

Sly. No, not a deniere : go by, Jeroni/no go
to thy cold bed, and warm thee. {2)

Hofi.

(1) paucus pallabris.] Sly, as an ignorant Fellow, is pur-

pofely made to aim at Languages out of his Knowledge, and
knock the words out of Joint. The Spaniards fay, pocas paia-

bras, i. e. few words: as they do likewife, Ojfa,i. e. be quiet,

(2) Go by S. Jeronimy, go to thy cold Bed, and voaym thre, 1

All the Editions have coin'd a Saint here, fox Sly to fwear by..

But.
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Hofl. I know my remedy ; I muft go fetch the

Third- borough. (3)

Sly, Third, or fourth, or fifth borough, I'll anfwsr
him by law ; I'll not budge an inch, boy ; let him come,
and kindly.. . [Falls ajleep.

Bat the Poet had no fuch Intentions. The Paffage has parti-

cular Humour in it, and muft have been veiy pleafing at that

time of day. But I muft clear up a Piece of Stage hiftory, to

make it undeiftood. There is a fuftian old Play, caird, Hiero-

nym*y Or,Ths Spunijb Tragedy: which, I find, wa-s the cam-
man Put of Ralleiy to all the Poets of Sbakffpeare's Time:
and a Paffage, that appear'd very ridiculous in that Play, is

here humouroully alluded to. Hitronymo, thinking himfelf in-

jur'd, applies to the King for Juftice -

3 but the Courtiers, who
did not defire his Wrongs (hould be fef in a true Light, at-

tempt to hinder him from an Audience.

Hiero. Juftice, oh! juftice to Hieronymo.
Lor. Baekj fi*'fi thou not, the King is bufie ?

Hiero. Oh, is he fo ?

King. Who is He^that interrupts our Bufirufs ?

Hier. Not I : Hieronymo, beware ; go by, go by.

So Sly here, not caring to be dun'd by the Hoftefs, cries to hex

in Efreft, " Don't be troublefom, don't interrupt mc,^A;"j
and, to fix the Satire in his Aliufion, pleafantly calls her Jero-

?iymi t .

fo) I muft go fetch the Headborough.

S/y, Third, or fourth, or fifth Borough, <kc] This corrupt Read-

ing had pafs'd down through all the Copies, and none of the

idirors pretended to guefs at the Poet's Conceit. What an in-

fipid, unmeaning Reply does Sly make to his Hoftefs? How-

do third, or forth, or fifth Borough relate to Headborough :

The Author intended but a poor Witticifm, and even That is

loft. The Hoftefs would fay, that ine'll fetch a Conftabie : and

this Officer Die calls by his other Name, a Third-borough : and

upon this Term Sly founds the Conundrum in his Anfwer to

her. Wiio dbes nor perceive, at a fiagle glance, fome Conceit

it a 1 ted by this certain Corre&ion? Tnere is an Attempt at Wit,

clcrable enough for a Tinker, and one drunk too. Third*

Borough is a J/<;co;/-term Efficiently explain'd by the G loffane s

:

and in our Statute books, no farther back than the 28th Year of

\iwy YUUh. wc find it wfed to £gnify a Confiabtt,

Wind
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Wind horns. Enter a Lordfrom hunting, <vuitb a Train,

Lord. Huntfman, I charge thee, tender well my
hounds

;

(Brach, Merriman ! the poor cur is imboft ;)

And couple Clowder with the deep-mouth'd Brach,

Saw'ft thou not, boy, how Silver made it good
At the hedge-corner in the coldeft fault ?

I would not loie the dog for twenty pound.

Hun. Why, Belman is as good as he, my lord ;

He cried upon it at the meerell lofs,

And twice to day picked out the dulleft fcent :

Truft me, I take him for the better dog.

Lord. Thou art a fool y if Eccho were as fleet,

I would efteem him worth a dozen fuch.

But fup them well, and look unto them all,

To morrow I intend to hunt again.

Hun. I will, my lord.

Lord. What's here ? one dead, or drunk ? fee, doth

he breathe ?

2 Hun. He breathes, my Lord. Were he not warnvd
with ale,

This were a bed but cold, to fleep fo foundly.

Lord. O monftrous beaft ! how like a fwine he lies !*

Grim death, how foul and loathfome is thy image !

Sirs, I will pra&ife on this drunken man.

What think you, if he were convey'd to bed*

Wrapt in fweet cloaths ; rings put upon his fingers

;

A moll delicious banquet by his bed,

And brave attendants near him, when he wakes;.

Would not the beggar then forget himfelf ?

1 Hun. Believe me, Lord,. I think he cannot chufe.

2 Hun. It would feem ftrange unto him,, when he

wak'd.

Lord. Even as a ftatt'ring dream, or worthlefs fancy,

Then take him up, and manage well the jell :

Carry him gently to my faireft chamber,

And hang it round with all my wanton pictures

;

Balm his foul head with wrarm diftilled waters,

And burn fweet wood to make the lodging fweet.

Pro-
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Procure me mufick ready, whsn he wakes,

To make a dulcet and a heav'nly found ;

And if he chance to fpeak, be ready ftraight,

And with a low fuhmhTive reverence

Say, what is it your Honour will command ?

Let one attend him with a fdver bafon

Full of Rofe-water, and beftrew'd with flowers;

Another bear the ewer ; a third a diaper ;

And fay, wilt pleafe your lordmip cool your hands ?

Some one be ready with a coflly 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 ;

Perfwade him, that he hath been lunatick.

And when he fays he is, fay, that he dreams ;

For he is nothing but a mighty lord :

This do, and do it kindly, gentle Sirs :

It will be paflime palling excellent,

If it be husbanded with modefty.

1 Hun. My Lord, I warrant you, we'll play our fart*

As he mall 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.

[Some bear out Sly. Sound "Trumpets,

Sirrah, go fee what trumpet is that founds.

Belike, fome noble gentleman that means, [Ex. Servant,

Travelling fome journey, to repofe him here.

Re-enter Servant.

How now ? who is it ?

Ser. An'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 flay with me to night ?

2 Play. So pleafe your Lordfhip to accept our duty.

Lord.
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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 gentlewoman fo well

:

I have forgot your name ; but, fure, that part

Was aptly fitted, and naturally perform'd.

Sim. I think, 'twas Soto that your Honour means. (4}

Lord, 'Tis very true ; thou didft it excellent

:

Well, you are come to me in happy time,

The rather for I have fome fport in hand,

Wherein your cunning can amft me much;
There is a Lord 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 Paffion,

And fo offend him : for I tell you, Sirs,

If you mould fmile, he grows impatient.

Play. Fear not, my lord, we can contain our felves }

Were he the verieft antick in the world.

2 Play, [to the other.'] Go get a Dilhclout to make
clean your ihoes, and I'll fpeak for the properties.

[Exit Player*
• My lord, we mull have a lhoulder of mutton for a pro-
perty, and a little Vinegar to make our devil roar.

Lord. Go, firrah, take them to the buttery.

And give them friendly wellcome, every one :

Let them want nothing that the houfe affords.

[Exit one <witb the Players.

Sirrah, go you to Bartbolmew my page,

And fee him dreft in all fuits like a lady.

That done, conduct him to the drunkard's chamber,

(4) I thinly, 'twas Soto.] I take our Author here to be pay-
ing a Compliment to Beaumont and Fletcher's Women pleas'd/m
which Comedy there is the Character of Soto 9 who is a Far-
mer's Son, and a very facetious Serving-man. Mr. 1{ozve and

; Mr. Pope prefix the Name of Sim to the Line here fpoken 5 but

the firft folio has it Sinckh ; which, no doubr, was the Name
of one of the Flayers here introdue'd, and who had play'd

the Part of Soto with Applaufe,
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And call him Madam, do him all obeifance.
Tell him from me, (as he will win my love)
He bear himfelf with honourable attion,

Such as he hath obferv'd in noble ladies

Unto their lords, by them accomplifhed ;

Such duty to the drunkard let him do,
With foft low tongue, and lowly courtefie

;

And fay; what is't your Honour will command,
Wherein your lady, and your humble wife,
May mew her duty, and make known her love ?

And then with kind embracements, tempting kiffes,
And with declining head into his bofom,
Bid him flied tears, as being over-joy'd
To fee her noble lord reftor'd to health,
Who for twice feven years hath efteem'd himfelf (c)
No better than a poor and loathfome beggar :

And if the boy have not a woman's gift

To rain a fhower ofcommanded tears.

An Onion will do well for fuch a lhift

;

Which in a Napkin being clofe convey'd,
Shall in defpight enforce a wat'ry eye.
See this difpatch'd, with all the haft thou canft;
Anon I'll give thee more inftru&ions. [Ex. Ser<va?X.
I know the boy will well ufurp the grace,
Voice, gate, and action of a gentlewoman.
I long to hear him call the drunkard, husband ;

And how my men will flay themfelves from laughter,.
When they do homage to this fimple peafant

;

I'll in to counfel them : haply, my prefence
May well abate the over-merry fpleen y
Which otherwife will go into extreams. [Exit Lot J.

(5) Who for thefe feven years hath efieem'd himfelf
No better than a poor and loathjom Beggar.]

I have ventur'd to alter a Word here, againft the Authority of
the printed Copies; and hope, 1 fhall be juftified in it by two
fubfequent PaiTages. That the Poet deilgn'd, the Tinker's
flppos'd Lunacy ftould be of 14 years landing at leaft, is evi-
dent upon two parallel Phages in the play to that Purpofe.

SCENE
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SCENE changes to a Bedchamber in the

Lord's Houfe.

Enter Sly with Attendants, fome nxith apparel, bafon

and enjoer, and other appurtenances. Re-enter Lord,

T? O R God's fake, a pot of fmall ale.

J/ 1 Ser<v. WilPt pleafe your lordfhip drink a

cup of fack ?

2 Sew. WilPt pleafe your Honour talte of thefe Con-
ferves ?

3 Sew. What raiment will your Honour wear to

day ?

Sly. f am Chriftophero Sly, call not me Honour, nor

lordfhip : I ne'er drank fack in my life : and ifyou 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 ftockings than legs, nor

no more moes than feet ; nay, fometimes, more feet

than moes ; or fuch moes as my toes look through the

over-leather.

Lord. Heav'n ceafe this idle humour in your Ho-
nour I

Oh, that a mighty man of fuch defcent,

Of fuch pofTeffions, and fo high eileem,

Should be infufed with fo foul a fpirit! —

—

Sly. What, would you make me mad ? am not I

Chriftophero Sly, old Sl/s Son of Burton-heath, by birth

a pedlar, by education a card-maker, by tranfmutation

a bearherd, and now by prefent profefhon a tinker ?

ask Marian Hacket, the fat ale-wife of Wincot, if me
lenow me not ; if (he fay, I am not fourteen pence oa

the fcore for iheer ale, fcore me up for the lying'ft

knave in Chriftendom. What, I am not beftraught

:

here's—
1 Man. Oh, this it is that makes your lady mourn.

2 Man. Oh, this it is that makes your fervants

droop.

Lord*
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Lord. Hence comes it, that your kindred fliun youi
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 abjecl lowly dreams.

Look, how thy fervants do attend on thee

;

Each in his office ready at thy beck.

Wilt thou have mulick ? hark, Apollo plays ; \MuJick,
And twenty caged nightingales do fmg.

Or wilt thou fleep ? we'll have thee to a couch,
Softer and fweeter 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 mail be trapp'd,

Their harnefs ftudded all with gold and pearl.

Doll thou love hawking ? thou haft hawks, will foar

Above the morning lark. Or wilt thou hunt ?

Thy hounds mail make the welkin anfwer them,
And fetch Ihrijl echoes from the hollow earth.

1 Man. Say, thou wilt courfe, thy greyhounds ara

as fwift

As breathed ftags ; ay, fleeter than the roe.

2 Man. Doft thou love pictures ? we will fetch thee

flrait

Adonis, painted by a running brook ;

And Citherea all in fedges hid ;

Which feem to move, and wanton with her breath,

Ev'n as the waving fedges play with wind.

Lord. We'll mew thee Io 9 as me was a maid,
And how me 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 mail fwear me bleeds

:

And at that fight mall fad Apollo weep :

So workmanly the blood and tears are drawn.

Lord. Thou art a lord, and nothing but a lord :

Thou haft a lady far more beautiful

Than any woman in this waining age.

i Ma**
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1 Man. And 'till the tears, that fhe hath fhed 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 ?

I do not fleep ; I fee, I hear, I fpeak

;

I fmell fweet favours, and I feel foft things : •

Upon my life, I am a Lord, indeed ;

And not a Tinker, nor Chrijlopbero Sly.

Well, brin£ our Lady hither to our fight,

And once again, a pot o' th' fmalleft ale.

2 Man. Wiirt pleafe your Mightinefs to wafh 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 dept.

J Sly. Thefe fifteen years ! by my fay, a goodly nap :

But did I never fpeak of all that time ?

1 Man. Oh, yes, my Lord, but very idle words.
For tho' you lay here in this goodly chamber,
Yet would you fay, ye were beaten out of door,

And raiPd upon the Hoftefs of the houfe ;

And fay, you would prefent her at the Leet,

Becaufe fne bought flone-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 ; nor no fuch

maid ;

Nor no fuch men, as you have reckon'd up

;

As Stephen Sly, and old John Naps of Greece ,

And Peter Turf, and Henry Pimpernel!,
And twenty more fuch names and men as thefe,

Which never were, nor no man ever favv.

Sly. Now Lord be thanked for my good amend- \

All. Amen.
Sly. By th' Mafs, I think I am a Lord indeed.

What is thy name ?

Man.
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Man. Sim, an' t pleafe your Honour.
Sly. Sim ? that's as much as to fay, Simeon ox Simon

put forth thy hand and fill the pot.

[The fervant gives him drin t

Enter Lady, njoith Attendants,

I thank thee ;— thou fhalt 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 hu
band? My men mould call me lord, I am your goc

man.
Lady. My husband and my lord, my Lord and hu

band

;

I am your wife in all obedience.

Sly. I know it well : what mult 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. Sim, drink to he

Madam wife, they fay, that I have dream'd, and flej

above fome fifteen years and more.

Lady. Ay, and the time feems thirty unto me,
Being all this time abandon'd from your bed.

Sly. 'Tis much. Servants, leave me and her alone

Madam, undrefs you, and come now to bed. Sin

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 fnould yet abfent me from your bed ;

I hope, this reafon (lands for my excufe.

Sly Ay, it ftands fo, that I may hardly tarry 1

long j but I would be loath to fall into my dream again

I will therefore tarry in defpight of the flelh and tl

blood.

Entt
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Enter a MeJ/enger.

I

Mejf. Your Honour's Players, hearing your amend-
ment,

Are come to play a pleafant Comedy ;

For fo your Doctors hold it very meet,

Seeing too much fadnefs hath congeaFd 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 Com-
modity ? a Chriflmas gambol, or a tumbling trick ?

Lady. No, my good Lord, it is more pleating Huff.

Sly. What, houmold fluff ?

Lady. It is a kind ofhiftory.

Sly. Well, we'll fee' t : come, Madam wife, fit by
my fide, and let the world flip, we ftiall ne'er be

younger.
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A C T I.

S C E N E, a Street in P a d u a.

Flourifh. Enter Lucentio and Tranio.

L U C E N T I O.

Zranio, fmce for the great deilre I had
To fee fair Padua, nurfery of arts,

I am arriv'd from fruitful Lombardy, (6)

The pleafant garden of great Italy ;

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 inftitute

A courfe of learning, and ingenious iludies.

Pi/a, renowned for grave citizens,

Gave me my Being ; and my father m il,

A merchant of great trafnck through the world :

Fifteenfie's come of the Be?itivolii\

Vincentio his fori, brought up in Florence,

(6) / am arriv'd for fruitful Lombardy,] Tho' all the Im-
preflions concur in this, 1 take it to be a Blunder of the Edi-

tors, and net of the Author. Padua is not in Lombardy j .but

rifa, from which Lmcnuo comes, is xcally in thofe Territories.

It



¥be Taming c/ & Shrew. 359
It {hall become to ferve all hopes conceiv'd,

To deck his fortune with his virtuous deeds :

And therefore, Tranio, for the time I ftudy,

Virtue and that part of philofophy

Will I apply, that treats of happinefs

By virtue {pecially to be atchiev'd.

Tell me thy mind, for I have Pifa left,

And am to Padua come, as he that leaves

A mallow plafh to plunge him in the deep,

And with fatiety feeks to quench his thirft.

Tra. Me pardonato, gentle mafter mine,

I am in all affected as your felf

:

Glad, that you thus continue your refolve,

To fuck the fweets of fweet philofophy :

Only, good mailer, while we do admire

This virtue, and this moral difcipune,

Let's be no Stoicks, nor no flocks, I pray ;

Or, fo devote to Arifiotlfs checks,

As O vid be an Outcaft quite abjur'd.

Talk lcgick with acquaintance that you have,

And practife rhetorick in your common talk ;

Mufick and Pcefie ufe to quicken you ;

The Mathematicks, and the Metaphy licks,

Fall to them, as you find your flomach ferves you :

No profi: grows, where is no pleafure ta'en :

In brief. Sir, ftudy what you moft affect.

Luc. Gramercies, Cranio, well doft thou advife ;

If, BiondeHo, thou wert come afnore,

We could at once put- us in readinefs ;

And take a lodging fit to entertain

Such friendr,, as time in Padua (hall beget.

But ftay a while, wha company is this ?

Tra. Mailer, fome mow to welcome us to town.

Enter Baptifla with Catharina and Bianca, Gremio and
Iiortenfio. Lucentio 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 younger! Daughter,
Before I have a husband for the elder ;
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If either of you both love Catbarina,

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, Hortenfw, will you any wife ?

Catb. I pray you, Sir, is it your will

To make a Stale of me amongfl thefe mates ?

Hor. Mates, maid3 how mean you that ? no mates
for you ;

Unlefs you were of gentler, milder, mould.
Catb. I' faith, Sir, you fhall never need to fear,

I wis, it is not half way to her heart

:

But if it were, doubt not, her care fhall be

To comb your noddle with a three-legg'd flool,

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.

Tra. Hulh, mailer, here's fome good paflime^

toward

;

That wench is Hark mad, or wonderful fro-

ward.

Luc. But in the other's filence I do fee ^afide.

Maid's mild behaviour and fobriety.

Peace, Tranio.

Tra. Weil faid, matter ; mum! and gaze your

fill

Bap. Gentlemen, that I may foon make good

What I have faid, Bianca, get you in ;

And let it not difpleafe thee, good Bianca ;

For I will love thee ne'er the lefs, my girl.

Catb. A pretty Peat ! it is belt put finger in the eye,

an fhe knew why.
Bian. Siller, content you in my difcontent.

Sir, to your pleafure humbly I fubfcribe :

My books and inltruments fhall be my company,
On them to look, and pradlife by my felf.

Luc. Hark, Tranh, thou may'il hear Minerva fpenk.

\aftde.

Hor. Signior Baptifia, will you be fo range ?

Sorry r.m 1, that our good will effects

Bianca's grief. Grti
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Gre. Why will you mew her up,

Signior Baptifta, for this fiend of hell,

And make her bear the penance of her tongue ?

Bap. Gentlemen, content ye; I am refblv'd :

Go in, Bianca. [Exit Bianca,
And for I know, me taketh moil delight
In mufick, inftruments, and poetry ;

School- matters will I keep within my houfe.
Fit to inftrucl 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 farewel : Catharina, you may flay,
For I have more to commune with Bianca. {Exit.

Cath. Why, and, I truft, I may go too, may 1 not ?

what, mall I be appointed hours, "as tho', belike, I
knew not what to take, and what to leave ? ha

!

Gre. You may go to the devil's dam : your gifts are
fo good, here is none will hold you. Our love is not
fo great, Hortenfio, but we may blow our nails toge-
ther, and faft 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 light on a fit man to
teach her That wherein flxe delights, I will wiih him
to her Father.

Hor. 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 Eoth, that we
may yet again have accefs to our fair Miftrefs, and be
happy rivals in Blanco's love, to labour and effeft one
thing Ypecially.

Gre. What's that, I pray ?

For. Marry, Sir, to get a husband for her fitter.

Gre. A husband I a devil.—

—

Nor. I fay, a husband.
Gre. I fay, a devil. Think'tt thou, Hortenfa, tho

r

her father be very rich, any man is fo very a fool to.
be married to hell ?

Vol. II. Horm
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Hor. Turn, Gremio ; 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

j

them, would take her with all her faults, and mony
enough.

Gre. I cannot tell ; but I had as lief take her dowry
I

with this condition, to be whip'd at the high-crofs eve-
ry morning.

Hor. 'Faith, as you fay, there's a fmall choice in rot-

ten apples : but, come, fmce this bar in law makes us
friends, it mall be fo far forth friendly maintain'd, 'till

by helping Baptifitfk elded daughter to a husband, we
fet his youngeit free for a husband, and then have to*t

afrefh. Sweet Bianca ! happy man be his dole I he
that runs fafteft gets the ring ; how fay you, Signior
Gremio ?

Gre. I am agreed ; and would T had given him the

beft horfe in Padua to begin his wooing, that would
throughly wooe her, wed her, and bed her, and rid the

houfe of her. Come on.

[Exeunt Gremio and Hortenfio,

Manent Tranio and Lucentio.

Tra. I pray, Sir, tell me, is it poffible

That love mould on a fudden take fuch hold ?

Luc. Oh Tranio, 'till I found it to be true,

I never thought it pofiible or likely.

But fee, while idly I Hood looking on,

I found th' effect of Love in idlenefs :

And now in plainnefs do confefs to thee,

(That art to me as fecret, and as dear,

As Anna to the Queen of Carthage was
;

)

Tranio, I burn, 1 pine, I perilh, Tranio,

If I atchieve not this young modeft girl

:

Counfel me, Tranio, for, I know, thou canfl

;

Afiill me, Tranio, for, I know, thou wilt.

Tra. Mailer, it is no time to chide you now ;

Affe&icn is not rated from the heart.

If love hath touch'd you, nought remains but fo,

Redime te captum yuam queas minimi*

Luc,
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Luc. Gramercy, lad; go forward, this contents

;

The reft will comfort, for thy counfePs 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;
Such as the daughter of Agenor had,
That made great Jove to humble him to her hand,
When with his knees he kifs'd the Cretan ftrand.

Tra. Saw you no more ? mark'd you not, how her
fifter

Began to fcold, and raife up fuch a florin,

That mortal ears might hardly endure the din ?

Luc. Tranio, I faw her coral lips to move,
And with her breath me did perfume the air ;

Sacred and fweet was all I faw in her.

Tra. Nay, then 'tis time to ftir him from his trance :

I pray, awake, Sir; if you love the maid,
Bend thoughts and wit t' atchieve her. Thus it ftands

:

Her eldeil Sifter is fo curft and fhrewd,
That till the Father rids his Hands of her,
Mailer, your Love muft live a Maid at home

;

And therefore has he clofely mew'd her up,
Becaufe fhe Ihall 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' inftrucl: her ?

Tra. Ay, marry, ami, Sir; and now 'tis plotted.
Luc. I have it, Tranio.

Tra. 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 tke maid :

That's your device.

Luc. It is : may it be done ?

Tra. Not poifible : for who lhall bear your parr,
And be in Padua here FincenticPs fon,

Keep houfe, and ply his book, welcome his friends,
Vifit his countrymen, and banquet them ?

Q.2 Luc,
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Luc. Bnf:a; — content thee ; for I have i: full.

We have not yet been feen in any hoiife,

Nor can we be diftinguim'd by our face?,

For man or mailer: then it follows thus.

Thou malt be matter,- TrantOj in my ftesd ;

Keep houfe, and pert, and fervants, as I fliould,

I will feme other be, feme Florentine,

Some tftafolitan, or meaner man of Pifa.
'Tis hatch'd, and mall be fo : Tranio, at once

Uncafe thee : take my colou: *d hat and cloak.

When Biondello ccmes, lie waits on thee

;

But I will charm him firft to keep his tongue.

Tra. So had you need. [Trey exchange babite.

In brief, geed Sir, fith 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.)

Akho\ I think; 'twas in another fenfe ;

I am content to be Luccutio,

Becaufe fo well I love Luce?:; Id.

Luc. Tranio, be fo ; becaufe Lucent io love f
;

And let me be a flave t
1
atchieve that Maid,

Whole fudden fight hath thrall' d my wounded eye.

Enter Biondello.

Here ccmes the rogue. Sirrah, where have you been ?

Bion. Where have I been ? nay, how now, where
are you ? mafter, has my fellow Tranio ftoli'n your
cloaths, or you floll'n his, or both ? pray, what's the

news I

Luc Sirrah, come hither : 'tis no time to jeft j

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, iince I came afhore,

I kili'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 underfund me ?

BioA
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Ay, Sir, ne'er a whit.

Luc. And not a jot of Tranio in your mouth ;

Tranto 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 with

after ; that Lucentto, indeed, had Baptiftefs youngeii

Daughter. But, firrah, not for my fake, but your ma-
iler's, I advife you, ufe your manners difcreetly in all

kind of companies : when I 2m alone, why, then I am
Tranio ; but in all places elfe, your mailer Lncentio.

Luc. Tranio, let's go : one thing more relfc, that thy

felf execute, to make one among thefe wooers ; if thou

ask me why, fumceth, my reafons are both good and
weighty. [Exeunt,

SCENE, before Hortenfkfr Houfc^ in Padua,

Enter Petruchio, and Grumio.

Pet. T TErona, for a while I take my leave,

V To fee my friends in Padua ; but of all

My beft beloved and approved friend,

Kortenfoi and. I trow, this is the houfe ;

Here, firrah, Grumio, knock, I fay.

Gru. Knock, Sir? whom mould I knock? is there

any man, has rebus'd your Worfhip ?

Pet. Villain, I fay, knock me here foundly.

Gru. Knock you here, Sir? why, Sir, what am 1,

Sir,

That I mould knock you here, Sir ?

Pet. Villain, I fay, knock me at this gate,

And rap me well ; or I'll knock your knave's pate.

Gru. My mailer is grown quarrelfome : I fliould

knock you firft,

And then I know after, who comes by the worlh
Pet. Will it not be ?

Faith, firrah, an you'll not knock, I'll ring it,

J'U try how you can Sol, Fa, and fmg it.

[He wrings him by the ears,

Gru. Help, mailers, help ; my mailer is mad.
Pet, Now knock, when I bid you : Sirrah ! Villain !

Q^3 Enter
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Enter Hortenfio.

Hor. How now, what's the matter? my old friend
Grumio, and my good friend Petruchio f how do you all

at Verona ?

Pet. Signior Hortenfio, come you to part the fray ?

Con tutto il Core ben tronjato, may I fay.

Hor. Alia noftra Cafa ben <venuto, molto honorato
nor mio Petruchio.

Rife, Grumio, rife; 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,

lock you, Sir : he bid me knock him, and rap him
found'ly, Sir. Well, was it fit for a fervant to life his

matter fo, being, perhaps, for aught I fee, two and
thirty, a pip out ?

Whom, would to God, I had well kncck'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.

Gru. Knock at the gate ? O heav'ns ! fpake you not
the fe 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, I advife you.

Hor. Petruchio, patience ; I am Grumio's pledge :

Why, this is a heavy chance 'twixt him and you,

Your ancient, trufty, pleafant fervant Grumio

;

And tell me now, fweet Friend, what happy Gale
Blows you to Padua here, from old Verona ?

Pet. Such wind as fcatters young men through the

world,

To feek their fortunes farther than at home

;

Where fmall experience grows, but in a few.

Signior Hortenfio, thus it Hands with me,

Antonio my Father is deceased ;

And I have thrufr. my felf into this maze,

Happly to wive and thrive, as bell I may :

Crowns in my purfe I have, and goods at home,
And
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And fo am come abroad to fee the world.

Hor. Petruchio, mall I then come roundly to thee,

And wifh thee to a ihrewd ill-favoufd wife ?

ThoiTdil thank me but a little for my counfel,

And yet, I'll promife thee, Ihe mail be rich,

And very rich : but thou'rt too much my friend,

And Til not wifh thee to her.

Pet. Signior Hortenfa, 'twixt fuch friends as us

Few words fuftice ; and therefore if you know
One rich enough to be Petrucbio^s wife ;

(As wealth is burthen of my wooing dance)

Be fhe as foul as was Florentine love,

As old as Sibyl, and as curlt and fhrewd

As Socrates* Xantippe, or a worfe,

She moves me not ; or not removes, at lead,

Affection's edge in me. Were (lie as rough

As are the fwelling Adriatick Seas,

I come to wive it wealthily in Padua:
If wealthily, then happily, in Padua*

Gru. 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
r

(he have as many difeafes as

two and fifty horfes ; why, nothing comes amifs, fo

mony comes withal.

Hor. Petruchio, fmce we are ftept thus far in,

J will continue That I broach'd in jeft.

I can, Petruchio, help thee to a wife

With wealth enough, and young and beauteous y

Brought up, as bell becomes a gentlewoman.

Her only fault, and that is fault enough,

Is, that fhe is intolerably curft ;

And ihrewd, and froward, fo beyond all meafure*,

That, were my ftate far worfer than it is,

I would not wed her for a Mine of gold.

Pet. Hortenfio, peace ; thou know'it not gold's cf-

feft;

Tell me her Father's name, and 'tis enough :

For I will board her, tho' (he chide as loud

As thunder, when the clouds in Autumn crack.

Q^4 Hor.
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Hor. Her Father is Baptifta Minola,

An affable and courteous Gentleman ;

Her name is Catharina Minola,

Henown'd in Padua for her fcolding tongue.

Pet. I know her Father, tho' I know not her ;

And he knew my deceafed Father well.

J will not fleep, Hortenfto, 'till I fee her,

And therefore let me be thus bold with you,

To give you over at this fir ft encounter,

Unlefs you will accompany me thither.

Gru. I pray you, Sir, let him go while the humour
lafts. O' my word, an fhe knew him as well as I do,

{he would think fcolding would do little good upon,

him. She may, perhaps, call him half a fcore knaves,

or fo : why, that's nothing ; an' he begin once, he'll

rail in his rope-tricks. I'll tell you what, Sir, an' me
{land him but a little, he will throw a figure in her

^ace, and fo disfigure her with it, that {he dial] have

no more eyes to fee withal than a cat : you know him
not, Sir.

Hor. Tarry, Petruchio, I muft go with thee,

For in Baptifta' $ houfe my Treafure is :

He hath the jev/el of my life in hold,

His youngeft Daughter, beautiful Bianca ;

(7) And her with holds he from me, and others more
Suitors to her, and Rivais in my love :

Suppofing it a thing impodible,

(tj or thole defedts 1 have before rehears'd,)

That ever Catharina will be woo'd ;

Therefore this order hath Baptifta ta'en,

That none mall have accefs unto B'nvica,

•Till Catharine the curit have got a husband.

Gru. Catharine the curft ?

A title for a maid of all titles the word:

!

(7) ^4nd her withholds he from me. Other mere Stiilors to her9

and \ivals in my Love i &c] The Editors, in this Carelefs-

nefs of their Pointing, have made ftaik Nonfenfe of this Paf-

fage. The Regulation, which I have given to the Text, was

dictated to rue by the ingenious Dr. Thirty,

Hor.



The Taming of the Shrew. 369

Hor. Now ftiall my Friend Petruchio do me grace.

And offer me difguis'd in fober robes

To old Baptijla as a fchool- mailer,

Well feen in mufick, to inftrucl: Bianca

;

That fo I may by this device, at lead,

Have leave and leifure to make love to her

;

And, unfufpe&ed, court her by her felf.

1 Enter Gremio, and Lucentio difguis'd,

Gru. Here's no knavery ! fee, to beguile the old folks,

how the young folks lay their heads together. Matter,

look about you : who goes there ? ha.

Hor. Peace, Grumto, 'tis the Rival of my love.

Petruchio, ttand by a while.

Gru. A proper Stripling, and an amorous. —
Gre. O, very well ; I have perus'd the note.

Hark you, Sir, I'll have them very fairly bound,

All books of love ; fee That, at any hand ;

And fee, you read no other le&ures to her :

You underfland me Over and befide

Signior Baptijla* $ liberality,

I'll mend it with a largefs. Take your papers too,

And let me have them very well perfum'd ;

For fhe is fvveeter than perfume it felf,

To whom they go : what will you read to her r

- Luc. Whate'er I read to her, I'll plead for you,

As for my Patron, ttand you fo affured ;

As {irmly, as your felf were ftill in place

;

Yea. and, perhaps, with more fuccefsful words
Than you, unlefs you were a fcholar, Sir.

Gre. Oh this learning, what a thing it is

!

Gru. Oh this woodcock, what an ais it is !—
Pet. Peace, Sirrah.

Hor. Grumio, mum ! God fave you, Signior Gremio.
Gre. And you are well met, Signior Hortenjio. Trow

you, whither lam going? to Baptijla Minola; I pro-

mis'd to enquire carefully about a fchool-mafter for the fair

Bianca ; and by good fortune I have lighted well on this

young man ; for Learning and Behaviour fit for her turn,

well read in Poetry, ana other books, good ones, I war-
rant ye. Q^5 Hor.
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Hor. 'Tis well ; and I have met a gentleman,

Hath promis'd me to help me to another,

A fine mufician to inftrucl our miftrefs ;

So lhall I no whit be behind in duty

To fair Bianca, fo belov'd of me.
Gre. Belov'd of me,— and that my deeds mall prove.
Gru, And that his bags mail prove.

Hor. Gremio 9 'tis now no time to vent our love.

Lilten 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 curfl Catharine ;

Yea, and to marry her, if her dowry pleafe.

Gre. So faid, fo done, is well ;

Hortenjio, have you told him all her faults ?

Pet. I know, me is an irkfome brawling Scold ;

If that be all, mailers, I hear no harm.
Gre. No, fayeft me fo, friend ? what Countryman ?

Pet. Born in Verona, old Antonio"** Son ;

My Father's dead, my fortune lives for me,
And I do hope good days and long to fee.

Gre. Oh, Sir, fuch a life with fuch a wife were Grange

;

But if you have a flomach, to't, o' God's name:
You mail have me alMing you in all.

But will you wooe this wild cat I

Pet. Will I live ?

Gru. Will he wooe her? ay, or I'll hang her.

Pet. Why came I hither, but to that intent ?

Think you, a little din can daunt my ears ?

Have I not in my time heard lions roar ?

Have I not heard the fea, pufT'd up with winds,

Rage like an angry boar, chafed with fweat ?

Have I not heard great Ordnance in the field ?

And hcav'n's artillery thunder in the skies?

Have I not in a pitched battel heard

Loud brums, neighing fteeds, and trumpets clangue?

And do you tell me of a woman's tongue,

That gives not half fo great a blow to hear,

As will a chefout in a farmer's fire ?

Tuft.
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Tilth, tufh, fear boys with bugs.

Gru. For he fears none.—
Gre. Hortenjio, hark

:

This Gentleman is happily arriv'd,

My mind prefumes, for his own good r 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.

To them Tranio bravely apparelPd, and Biondello.

Tra. Gentlemen, God fave you. Jf I may be bold,

tell me, I befeech you, which is the readieil way to the

houfe of Signior Baptifta Minola ?

Bion. He, that has the two fair Daughters ? is't he
you mean ?

Tra. Even he, Biondello.

Gre. Hark you, Sir, you mean not her, to

Tra. Perhaps, him and her ; what have you to do I

Pet. Not her that chides, Sir, at any hand, I pray.

Tra. I love no chiders, Sir : Blonde llo > let's away,
Luc. Well begun, Cranio.

Hor. Sir, a word, ere you go :

Are you a fuitor to the maid you talk of, yea or no ?

Tra. An if I be, Sir, is it any offence ?

Gre. No ; if without more words you will get you hence.

Tra. Why, Sir, I pray, are not the ftreets as free

For me, as for you ?

Gre. But fo is not me.
Tra. For what reafon, I befeech you ?

Gre. For this reafon, if you'll know ::

That file's the choice love of Signior Gremio.
Hor. That file's the chofen of Signior Hortenfio.

Tra. Softly, my mailers ; if you be gentlemen,
Bo me this Right ; hear me with patience.

Baptifta is a noble Gentleman,
To whom my Father is not all unknown ;

And, were his Daughter fairer than (he is,

She may more fuitors have, and me for one.

Fair Leda's Daughter had a thoufand wooers.;

Then
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Then well One more may fair Bianco, have,

And fo fhe fhall. Lucentio mall 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, he'll prove a jade.

Pet. Hortenjto, to what end are all thefe words ?

Hor. Sir, let me be fo bold as to ask you,

Did you yet ever fee Baptijlas Daughter ?

Tra. No, Sir ; but hear I do, that he hath two :

The one as famous for a fcolding tongue,

As the other is for beauteous modelly.

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 Jlcides'* twelve.

Pet. Sir, underftand you this of me, infooth :

The younger! Daughter, whom you hearken for,

Her father keeps from all accefs of fuitars,

And will not promife her to any man,
Until the elded Sifter firft be wed :

The younger then is free, and not before.

Tra. If it be fo, Sir, that you are the man
Muft fteed us all, and me amcngrl the reft ;

And if you break the ice, and do this feat,

Atchieve the elder, fet the younger free

For our accefs ; 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, gratifle this Gentleman,

To whom we all reft generally beholden.

Tra. (8) Sir, I mail not be flack ; in fign whereof,

Pleafe

(8) Sir, 1 fljall not be fidekj in fi^n whereof,

Pleafe you, we may contrive this Afternoon,"]

What were they to contrive? Or how is it any Teftimony of

Tranio's confenting to be liberal, that he will join in contriving

with them? In fhort, a fooliin Corruption poifelTes the Place,

that quite ftrips the Toet or his intended Humour. Tranio is

but a fuppos'd Gentleman: His Habit is all the Gentitity he

has about him: aud the foer, I am perftzaded, meant that
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Pleafe ye, we may convive this afternoon,

And quaff caroufes to our Mifbefc' health ;

And do as adverfaries do in law,

Strive mightily, but eat and drink as friends.

Gru. Bion. O excellent motion ! fellows, let's be
gone.

Hor. The motion's good indeed, and be it fo,

Petruchio, I fhall be your ben wnutto \_2xcunt.

[The Pre/enters, above, fpcah here.

1 Man. My Lord, you nod; you do not ?)iind 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 merj excellent piece of work, Madam Lady.

''Would, U^were done I

ACT II.

SCENE, Baptifra'j Houfe in Padua,

Enter Catharina and Bianca.

B I A N C A.

O O D Sifter, wrong me not, nor wrorg your

KJ fe!f'

' To make a bond-maid and a Have of me ;

That I difdain (9) but for thefe other Gawds,
Unbind my hands, I'll pull them off my felf

;

the Servlngman's Qualities fhould break cut upon him; and
that his Mind fhould rather run on good Cheer than Contrivances.

The Word is regularly deriv'd from Convivmm and convi^or of
the Latines.

(9) But for thefe other Goods,] This is fo trifling and
unexpreflive a Word, that, I am fatisfied our Author v/rote,

GA-wdsy (i. e. Toys, trifling Ornaments j ) a Term that he fre-

quently ufes and feems fond of,

Yea,
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Yea, all my raiment, to my petticoat,

Oi , 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 beft : fee, thou diflemble 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 Heft ; is't not Hortenjto ?

Bian. If you affect him, fifter, here I fwear,

I'll plead for you my felf, but you mall have him.

Cath. Oh, then, belike, you fancy riches more
You will have Gremia, to keep you fair.

Bian. Is it for him you do fo envy me ?

Nay, then you j eft ; and now, I well perceive,

You have but jefted with me all this while

;

I pr'ythee, filter Kate, untie my hands.

Cath. If That be jeft, then all the reft was fo.

[Strikes her.

Enter Baptifta.

Bap. Why, how now, dame, whence grows this in-

folence ?

Bianca, ftand afide ; poor girl, me weeps

;

Go ply thy needle, meddle not with her.

For lhame, thou hilding of a devilifh fpirit,

Why deft 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 revenged.

[F/ies 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 ; fhe muft 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 find occanon of revenge. [Exit Cath.

Bap. Was ever gentleman thus griev'd, as I ?

But who comes here ?

Enter
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£titer Gremio, Lucentio in the habit of a mean man ;

Petruchio ivith Hortenfio, like a mufician ; Tranio
a?id Biondello bearirtg a lute and books.

Gre. Good morrow, neighbour Baptifta.

Bap. Good morrow, neighbour Gremio : God fave
you, gentlemen.

Pet. And you, good Sir; pray, have you not a
daughter call'd Catharina y 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 Gremio, give me leave.

I am a gentleman of Verona, Sir,

That, hearing of her beauty and her wit,

Her affability and balhful modefty,

% Her wondrous qualities, and mild behaviour,

Am bold to mew my felf 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 prefer) t you with a man of mine,

Cunning in mufick, and the mathematicks,

To inftruft 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 net mean to part with her ;

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, Antonio's fon,

A man well known throughout all Italy.

Bap. I know him well : you are welcome for his

fake.

Gre. Saving your tale, Petruchio, I pray, let us, that

are
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are poor petitioner?, fpeak too. Baccalarel — you are

marvellous forward. (10)

Pet. Oh, pardon me, Signior Gremio, I would fain

be doing. (11)

Gre. I doubt it not, Sir, but you wiH curfe your

wooing. Neighbour, this is a gift very grateful, I

am fure of it. To exprefs the like kindnefs my felf, that

have been mere kindly beholden to you than any, free

leave give to this young fcholar, that hath been long

Undying at Reims, \Prefenting Luc] as cunning in

Greek, Latin, and other languages, as the other in mu-
fick and mathematicks ; his name is Cambio ; pray, ac-

cept his fervice.

Bap. A thoufand thanks, Signior Gremio: welcome,

good Cambio. But, gentle Sir, -methinks; you walk

like a Granger ; [To Tranio.] may I be fo bold to know
the caufe of your coming ?

'Tra. Pardon me, Sir, the bcldnefs is mine own,

That, being a rlranger in this City here,

(rc) E&ccarCj j on are m.-irvellons forward ] But not fo for-

ward, as out Idirors are indolent and acquiefcing. This is a

fhipid Corruption of the Prefs, that None of them have div'd

into. We muft rend, Baccalare, as Mr. Warburton acutely ob-

ferv'd to me; by which the /^/M«;mcan, Thou arrogant, pre-

fumptuous Man'. The Word is u!ed fcornfuiir, upon any One
that would afiume a Port of Grandeur and high Repute.

(it) Ob% pardon me, Signior Gremio, / would fain ie doing.

Gre. I doubt it not, Sir, lut you will cv.rfe your wooing AT#/g6-

bours. This is a Gift;] It would be very unreafonable, after

Inch a number cf Instances, tc fnfpeft, the Editors ever dwelt

on the meaning of any Paflage : But why fhouid Pctrmhio curfe

his woemg b*ei?hlonrs? They were None of them his Rivals :

Nor, tho' he fhouid curfe his own Match afterwards, did he

commence his Courtfhip on their Accounts. In lliort, G^cr^io

is deugnM to anfwer to Parucbio in doggrel Rhyme, to this

purpolV, M Yes 5 I know, You would fain be doing ; but
tJ you'll coap with fuch a Devil, that Tou'll have Reafon to
<: curfe your Wooing.'* and then immediately turns his

pi'coiirle toMaptifia, whom he calls Neighbour, (as he had done

before at the Beginning of this Scene.) and makes his Pie^

feat to him.

Do
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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 eldefl filler.

This liberty is all that I requeft ;

That, upon knowledge of my parentage,

I may have welcome 'mongil the refc that woo,
And free accefs and favour as the reft.

And, toward the education of your daughters,

I here bellow 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 ?

Ira. Of Pifa> Sir, fon to Vincentio.

Bap. A mighty man of Pija ; 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 (hall go fee your pupils prefently.

Holla, within ! «

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 and Lucentio,

We will go walk a little in the orchard,

And then to dinner. You are pairing welcome,
And fo, I pray you all, to think your felves.

Pet. Signior Baptijla, my bufinefs asketh haile,

And every day I cannot come to wooe.

You knew my father well, and in him me,

Left folely heir to all his lands and goods,

Which I have better'd, rather than decreas'd ;

Then tell me, if I get your daughter's love,

What dowry fhall I have with her to wife ?

Bap. After my death, the one half of my lands :

And, in poffeffion, twenty thoufand crowns.

Pet. And, for that dowry, I'll aflure her of

Her
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Her widowhood, be it that fhe furvive me,
In all my lands and leafes whatfoever ;

Let fpecialties be therefore drawn between us,

That covenants may be kept on either hand.

Bap. Ay, when the fpecial thing is well obtained,

That is, her love ; for that is all in all.

Pet. Why, that is nothing : for J 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 ex trearn gulls will blow out fire and all :

So I to her, and fo fhe yields to me,
For I am rough, and woce not like a babe.

Bap. Well may'fl thou wooe, and happy be thy
fpeed !

But be thou arm'd for fome unhappy words.

Pet. Ay, to the proof, as mountains are for winds :

That make not, tho* they blow perpetually.

Enter Hortenfio nvith his head broke.

Bap. How now, my friend, why doit thou look
fo pale ?

Hor. For fear, I promife you, if I look pale.

Bap. What, will my daughter prove a good ma-
fic ian ?

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 miftook her frets,

And bow'd her hand to teach her fingering,

When, with a moil impatient devilifh fpirit,

Frets call you them ? quoth fhe : I'll fume with them ;

And with that word fhe [Truck me on the head,

And through the inftrument my Pate made way,
And there I itood amazed for a while,

As on a piliory, looking through the lute :

While flic did call me raical, fidler,

And
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And twangling Jack, with twenty fuch vile terms,

As fhe had fiudied to mifufe me fo.

Pet. Now, by the world, it is a lully wench *

I love her ten times more than e'er I did ;

Oh, how I long to have fome chat with her !

Bap. Weil, 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 (hall I fend my daughter Kate to you ?

Pet. I pray you, do. I will attend her here,

[Exit. Bap. with Grem. Horten. ^^Tranio.
And wooe her with fome fpirit when fhe comes.

Say, that Ihe rail ; why, then PU tell her plain,

She fings as fweetly as a nightingale :

Say, that Hie frowns ; 1*11 fay, fhe looks as clear

As morning rofes newly wafh'd with dew

;

Say, fhe be mute, and will not fpeaka word;
Then I'll commend her volubility ;

And fay, Ihe uttereth piercing eloquence :

If fhe 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.

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 Catharine, that do talk of me.
Pet. You lie, in faith, for you are cali'd plaia

Kate.

And bonny Kate, and fometimes Kate the curfi:

:

But Kate, the prettieft Kate in chriftendom,

Kate of Kate- hall, my fuper-dainty Kate,
(For dainties are all Cates) 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,
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Yet not fo deeply as to thee belongs

:

My felf am mov'd to vvooe thee for my wife.

Cath. Mov'd ? in good time ; let him that mov'd you •

hither,

Remove you hence ; I knew you at the fir ft

You were a moveable.

Pet. Why, what's a moveable ?

Cath. A join'd-ftool;

Pet, Thou had hit it ; come, fit on me.
Cath. Affes are made to bear, and fo are you.
Pet. Women are made to bear, and fo are you.
Cath. No fitch 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 mould be.

Pet. Should bee ; fhould bn%. «

Cath. Wei! ta'en, and like a buzzard.

Pet. Oh, flow-winged turtle, mall 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 fling.

Pet. My Remedy is then to pluck it out.

Cath. Ah, if the fool could find it, where it lies.

Pet. Who knows not, where a wafp doth wear his

fling ?

In his tail.

Cath. In his tongue.

Pet. Whofe tongue ?

Cath. 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.

Cath. That I'll try. [She ftrikes him.

Pet. I fwcar, Til cuff you, if you ftrike again.

Cath. So may you lofc your arms.

Jf you ftrike me, you are no gentleman ;

And if no gentleman, why then, no arms.
Pet,
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Pet. A herald, Kate ? oh, put me in thy books.

Cath. What is your ci eft, a coxcomb ?

Pet. A comblefs cock, fo Kate will be my hen.

Cath. No cock of mine, you crow too like a craven.

Pet. Nay, come, Kate ; come, you muit not look

fo fower.

Cath. It is my fafnion 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. W7

hat, yflb 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 (both, you 'feape not fo,

C<z/£. I chafe you if I tarry ; let me go.

Pet. No, not a whit; I find you pairing gentle :

'Twas told me, you were rough, and coy, and fullen,

And now I find Report a very liar ;

For thou art pleafant, gamefom, palling courteous,

But flow in fpeech, yet fweet as fpring time flowers.

Thou canft not frown, thou can it not look afcance.

Nor bite the lip, as angry wenches will,

Nor hafc thou pleafure to be crofs in talk :

But thou with miidnefs entertain'ii: thy wooers,

With gentle conf 'rence, foft and affable.

Why doth the world report, that Kate doth limp ?

Oh fland'rous world ! Kate, like the hazle-twig,

Is ftrait and (lender ; and as brown in hue
As hazle-nuts, and fweeter than the kernels.

O, let me fee thee walk : thou doit not halt.

Cath. Go, fool, and whom thou keep'il command,
Pet. Did ever Dia?z 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 foortful f
~

Calk
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Cath. Where did you iludy all this goodly fpeech ?

Pet. It is externpore, from my mother-wit.

Cath. A witty mother, witlefs elfe her fon.

Pet. Am I not wife ?

Cath. Yes ;kecp you warm.
Pet. Why, fo I mean, fvveet Catharine, in thy bed

And therefore letting all this chat afide,

Thus in plain terms : your father hath confented,

That you (hall be my wife ; your dow'ry 'greed on

;

And, will you, nill you, I will marry you.

Now, Kate, I am a husband for your turn,

For by this light, whereby I fee thy beauty,

^ Thy beauty, that doth make me like fhee well ;)

Thou mu(i 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 Kate,
Conformable as other houfnold Kates;

Here comes your father, never make denial,

I mult and will have Catharine to my Wife.

Enter Baptifta, Gremio, and Tranio.

Bap. Now, Signior Peiruehio, how fpeed you with
my daughter ?

Pet. How but well, Sir ? how but well ?

It were impomble, I mould fpeed amifs.

Pap. Why, how now, daughter Catharine, in your
dumps ?

Cath. Call you me daughter ? now, I promife you,
You've (hew'd a tender fatherly regard,

To wiih me wed to one half lunatick

;

A madcap rufrian, and a fwearing Jack,
That thinks with oaths to face the matter out.

Pet. Father, 'tis thus ; your felf and all the World,
That talked of her, have talk'd amifs of her

;

If Hie be curft, it is for policy,

For fhe's not froward, but modeft as the dove :

She is not hot, but temperate as the morn ;

For patience, (he will prove a fecond Grijftl ;

And Roman Lucrece for her chaltity.

And, to conclude, we've 'greed fo well together,

That
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That upon Sunday is the wedding-day.

Cath. I'll fee thee hang'd on Sunday firfl.

Gr<?. Hark : Petruchio ! (he fays, fhe'il fee thee hang'd

firft.

Tra. Is this your fpeeding ? nay, then, good night,

our part

!

Pet. Be patient, Sirs> I chufe her for my felf

;

If (he and I be p'eas'd, what's that to you ?

'Tis bargain'd 'twixt us twain, being alone,

That (he mail ilill be curil in company.

I tell you, 'tis incredible to believe

How much me loves me ; oh, the kinder! Kate { <

She hureg.-about my neck, and kifs on kifs

She vy'd fo fait, protefting oath on cath,

That in a twink fhe 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 curileft flirew.

Give me thy hand, Kate, I will unto Venice,

To buy apparel 'gainft the wedding-day ;

Father, provide the realt, and bid the guefls;

I will be fure, my Catharine {hzll be fine.

Bap. I know not what to fay, but give your hands i

God fend you joy, Petruchio ! 'tis a match.
Gre. Tra. Amen, fay we; we will be witneffes.

Pet. Father, and wife, and Gentlemen, adieu

;

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.

[Ex. Petruchio, and Catharine federally,
Gre. Was ever match clapt up fo fuddenly ?

Bap. Faith, gentlemen, I play a merchant's part,

And venture madly on a defperate mart.

Tra. 'Twas a commodity lay fretting by you ;

'Twill bring you gain, or perim on the feas.

Bap. The gain I feek is quiet in the match.
Gre. No doubt, but he hath got a quiet catch :

But now, Baptifta, to your younger daughter

;

Now is the day we long have looked for :

I am your neighbour, and was fuitor firft.

Tra.
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Tra. And I am one, that love Bianca more
Than words can witnefs, or your thoughts can guefs.

Gre. Youngling ! thou canit. not love fo dear as I.
Tra. Grey-beard! thy love doth freeze.

Gre. But thine dot-h fry.

Skipper, Hand back ; 'tis age that nourifheth.

Tra. But youth, in ladies' eyes that rlourimeth.

Bap. Content you, Gentlemen, I will compound th
ftrife

;

'Tis deeds mud win the prize ; and he, of Both,
That can-affure my daughter greateft dower, .

Shall have Bianco?% love.

Say, Signior Gremio, what can you afTure her ?

Gre. Firft, as you know, my houfe within the city

Is richly furnifned with plate and gold,

Bafom and ewers to lave her dainty hands

:

My hangings all of Tyrian tapeilry,*

In ivory coffers I have iiuk my crowns

;

In cyprefs chefis my arras, counterpanes,

Coftly apparel, tents and canopies,

Fine linnen. Turkey cu miens bofs'd with pearl

;

Valance of Venice geld in needle- work ;

Pewter and brafs, arid all things that belong

To houfe, or houfe-keeping : then, at my farm,

I have a hundred milch-kine to the pail,
i

Sixfccre fat oxen {landing in my ftalls

;

And all things anfwerabie to this portion.

My fell am flruck in years, I malt confefs,

And if I die to morrow, this is hers ;

If, whilft I live, me will be only mine.

Tra. That only came well in Sir, lift to me ;

I am my father's heir, and only fon ;

If I may have ycur daughter to my wife,

I'll leave her houfes three or four as good,

Within rich Pi/a walls, as any one

Old Signior Gre?nio has in Padua ;

Befides two thousand ducats by the year

Of fruitful land ; all which mall be her jointure.

What, have I pinch'd you, Signior Gremlo P

Gre.
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Gre. Two thoufand ducats by the year of land ! (12)

R4y land amounts but to fo much Tn all

:

That Ihe mall have, befides an Argofie

That now is lying in MarfeilleSs road.

What, have I choakt you with an Argofie ?

Tra. Gremio, 'tis known, my father hath no lefs

Than three great Argofies, befides two galliafTes

And twelve tight gallies ; thefe I will affure her,

And twice as much, what e'er thou offer'it next.

Gre. Nay, I have offer'd all ; I have no more

;

And me can have no more than all I have

;

If you like me, fhe mall have me and mine.

Tra. Why, then the maid is mine from all the

world,

By your firm promife ; Gremio is out-vied.

Bap. I muft confefs, your offer is the beft ;

And let your father make her the affurance,

She is your own, elfe you muft pardon me

:

If you mould die before him, where's her dower ?

Tra. 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,

(12) Gre. Two thoufand Ducats by the year of Land I

My Land amounts not to fo much in all:

That fhe /hall have, and ]

Tho' all the Copies concur in this Reading, finely, if We exa-

mine the Reafoning, fomething will be found wrong. Gremio

is ftartled at the high Settlement Tranio propofes ; fays, his

whole Eftate in Land can't match it, yet he'll fettle fo much a

Year upon her, &c This is Mock-reafoning, or I don't know
what to call it. The Change of the negative in the 2d Line,

which Mr. Warburton prcfcrib'd, falves the Abfiudity, and fets

the Paflage right. Grernio and Tranio ate vyeing in their Of-
fers to carry Bianca : The latter boldly propofes to fettle

Land to the Vraount of 2000 Ducats per ^Annum. Ay, fays

the Other; My whole Eftate in Land amounts but to that

Value: yet (he fhall have That 3 I'll endow her with the WkoU%
and confign a rich Veffel to her Ufe, over and above. Thug
all is intelligible, and he goes on to outbid his Rival.

Vol. II, R My
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My daughter Catharine is to be married :

Now on the Sunday following (hall Bianca

~Be bride to you, if you make this alTurance

;

If not, to Signior Gremio :

And fo I take my leave, and thank you both. [Exit.

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 fbkind, my boy. [Exit*

Tra. 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 matter good :

I fee no reafon, but fuppos'd Lucentio

May get a father, call'd, fuppos'd Vincentip;
And that's a wonder : fathers commonly
Do get their children ; but, in this cafe of wooing,

A child mall get a fire, if I fail not of my cunning.

{Exit.
—— [The Prefenters, above, fpeak here.

Sly. Sim, when will thefool come again ?

Sim. Anon, my Lord,

Sly. Givers fome more drink here >— where's the tcf*

Jler ? here, Sim, eat fome of thefe things.

Sim. So I do, my Lord.

Sly. Here, Sim, I drink to thee.

ACT
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ACT III.

SCENE, Baptifta'j Houfe.

Enter Lucentio, Hortenfio, and Bianca.

L u c E n t 1 0.

F Idler, forbear ; you grow too forward, Sir

:

Have you fo foon forgot the entertainment

Her lifter Catharine welcom'd you withal ?

Hor. [She is a Shrew, but,] Wrangling Pedant,

this is (13)

The patronefs of heavenly harmony ;

Then give me leave to have prerogative ;

And when in mufick we have fpent an hour,

Your lecture lhall have leifure for as much.
Luc. Prepofterous afs ! that never read fo far

To know the caufe why mufick was ordain'd :

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, ferye in your harmony.
Hor. Sirrah, I will not bear thefe Braves of thine:

Blan. Why, Gentlemen, you do me double wrong,
To ftrive for That which refteth in my choice :

I am no breeching fcholar in the fchools;

Wrangling Pedant, this

The Patronefs of Heavenly Harmony,"]

There can be no Reafbn, why Hortenfio Ihould begin with an
Hemiftich ; the Words, which I have added to fill the Verfc,

being purely by Conjecture, and fupply'd by the Senfe that

feems requir'd, without any Traces of a corrupted Reading
left, to authorize or found them upon , I have for that Rea-
fon inclofcd them within Crotchets, to be embraced or reject-

ed, at every Reader's pleafme.

r 2 ra
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I'll not be tied to hours, nor 'pointed times,

But learn my lefibns as I pleafe my felf

;

And to cut off all ftrife, here lit we down.
Take you your initrument, play you the while ;

His lecture will be done, ere you have tun'd.

Hor. You'll leave his leclure, when I am in tune?
[Hortenfio retires.

Luc. That will be never : tune your inilrument.

Bian. Where left we hit ?

Luc. Here, Madam : Hac ibat Simois, hie eft Sigeia

Hie fteterat Priami regia celfa fenis.

Bian. Conftrue them.

Luc. Hac that, as I told you before, Simois, I am
Lucentio, bic eft, fon unto J

r

inccntio of Pifa, Sigeia tel-

jus, difguifed thus to get your love, tie fteterat, and
that Lucentio that comes a wooing, Priami, is my man
frmnioy regia, bearing my port, celfa fenis, that we
might beguile the old Pantaloon.

Hor. Madam, my instrument's in tune. [Returning.

Bian. Lefs hear. O fie, the treble jars.

Luc. Spit in the hole, man, and tune again.

Bian. Now let me fee, if I can conftrue it : Hac ihat

Simois, I know you not, bic eft Sigeia tellus, I truit you
not, hie fteterat Priam i, take heed he hear us not, re-

gia, preiume not, celfa fenis, defpair not.

Hor. Madam, 'tis now in tune.

Luc. All but the bale.

Hor. The bafe is right, * t i 5 the bafe knave that jars.

How fiery and how Broward is our Pedant

!

Now, for my life, that knave doth court my love

;

Pedafcule. I'll watch you better yet.

Bian. In time I may believe, yet I miltruft. (14)
Luc. Miltruit it not, for, fure, Maddes

Was Ajmxy calPd fo from his grandfather.

(14) In time I may believe, yet I miftruf}.} This and the 7

Verfes, that follow, have in all the Editions been ftupidly

f:iufflcd and raifplac'd to wrong Speakeis 5 l'o tha: every Word
frftj was glaringly out of Chaiafter,

Bian.
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Bian. I mud believe my matter, elfe I promife you,

I fhould be arguing flill upon that doubt;

But let it reft. Now, Licio, to you :

Good matters, take it not unkindly, pray,

That I have been thus pleafant with you both.

Hor. You may go walk, and give me leave a while ;

My IefTons make no mufick in three parts.

Luc. Are you fo formal, Sir ? well, I mull wait,

And watch withal ; for, but I be deceiv'd,

Our fine mufician groweth amorous.

Hor. Madam, before you touch the inftrument..

To learn the order of my fingering,

I mail begin with rudiments of art

;

To teach you Gamut in a briefer fort,

More pleafant, pithy, and effectual,

Than hath been taught by any of my trade ;

And there it is in writing fairly drawn.

Bian. Why, I am pall my Gamut long ago.

Hor. Vet read the Gamut of Hortinfo,
Bian. [reading.] Gamut I am, the ground of all

accord,

Are, to plead Hortenfos pafiion ;

B mi, Bianca, take him for thy lord,

Cfauty that loves with all affection ;

D fol re, one cliff, but two notes have I.

Elami, fhow pity, or I die.

Call you this Gamut ? tut, I like it not

;

Old faihions pleafe me bef: ; Pm net fo nice (15)

To change true rules for cod inventions.

Enter a Servant.

Serv. Miftrefs, your father prays you leave your
books,

And

(15) Old fafbitns pleafe me heji : Vm not fo nice

To change true %ules for new Inventions.]

This is Senfe and the Meaning of the Paffage ; but the Read-
ing of the Second Verfe, for ail that, is fophifticatcd. The
genuine Copies all concur in Reading,

To ifciigc true Rules for old Inventions,

R 3 This,
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And help to drefs your filler's chamber up ;

You know, to morrow is the wedding-day.
Bian. Farewel, fweet mailers, both ; I muft be gone.

[Exit.
Luc. Faith, mifirefs, then I have no caufe to ftay.

[Exit.
Hor. But I have caufe to pry into this pedant,

Methink?, he looks as tho' he were in love :

Yet if thy thoughts, Bianca, be fo humble,
To call thy wandring eyes on every Stale ;

Seize rhee, who liii ; if once I find thee ranging,

IbrtthJU will be quit with thee by changing. [Exit,

Enter Baptifta, Gremio, Tranio, Catharina, Lu-
centio, Bianca, and attendants.

Bap. Siffnior Lucentio, this is the 'pointed day
That Catherine and Petruebio mould be mamed >

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 Prieft attends

To fpeafc the ceremonial rites of marriage ?

What Ggn Lucentio to this fhame of ours I

Cath. No ihame, but mine ; I mult, forfooth, bi

fore'd

To give my hand opposed againI my heart,

Unto a mad-brain Rudesby, foil of fplcen ;

Who wco'd in haile, and means to wed at leifure,

I told you, I, he was a frantick fool,

Hiding his bitter jells in blunt behaviour ;

And to be noted for a merry man,
He'll woo a thcuiand, 'point the day of marrirge,

Make friends, invite, yes, and proclaim the banes

;

Yet never means to wed, where hz hath woo'd.

Now mull the world point at poor Catharine,

And fay, lo ! there is mad Petrucbio
%

s wife,

This, indeed, is contrary to the- very Thing it faould ex-

pref> : But the cafy Alteration, which I have made, reflores

the Senfe, and adds a Contivtft in the Terms pcitcc'tly juft.

Trnt Rule* a:e oppos'd to $dd Inventions i i. e. YVb.-mfiu.
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If it would pleafe him come and marry her.

Tra. Patience, good Catharine, and Baptijla too;

Upon my life, Petrucbio means but well ;

What ever fortune flays him from his word.

TW he be blunt, I know him pamng wife :

Tho' he be merry, yet withal he's honeft.

Catb. Would Catbari?ie had never feen him tho' 1

[Exit weepings

Bap. Go, girl ; I cannot blame thee now to weep ;

For fuch an injury would vex a Saint,

Much more a Shrew of thy impatient humour.

Enter Biondello.

Bion. Mafler, Mailer ; old news, and fuch news as

you never heard of.

Bap. Is it new and old too ? how may that be ?

Bion. Why, is it not news to hear of Pttrutiift

coming ?

Bap. Is he come ?

Bion. Why, no, Sir.

Bap. What then?

Bion. He is coming.
Bap. When will he be here ?

Bion. When he (lands where I am, and fees you
there.

Tra. But, fiy, what to thine old news ?

Bion. Why, Petrucbio is coming in a new hat and
an old jerkin ; a pair of old breeches thrice turn'd ; a

pair of boots that have been candle-cafes, one buckled,

another lac'd ; an old rally fword ta'en out of the

town-armory, with a broken hilt, and chapeiefs, with
two broken points ; his horfe hip'd with an old mothy
faddie, the Uirrups of no kindred ; befides, poifeft with
the glanders, and like to mofe in the chine, troubled

with the lampaiTe, infected with the fafhions, full of

windgalls, fped with fpavins, raied with the yellows,

pad cure of the fives, Hark fpoiled with the itaggers,

begnawn with the bots, waid in the back and fhouider-

fhotten, near-legg'd before, and with a half-check't bit,

and a headflall of fheep's leather, which being reitrain'd,

R 4 to
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• to keep him from {tumbling, hath been often burfr,

and now repair'd with kncts ; one girt fix times piec'd,

and a woman's crupper of rehire, which hath two let-,

ters for her name, fairly fet down in fluds, and hers
and there piec'd with packthread.

Bap. Who comes with him ?

Bion. Oh, Sir, his lackey, for all the world capari-

fon'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 Hit, an old hat, and the humour of fcrty fancies

prickt up in't for a feather : a monfler, a very monitor

in apparel, and net like a chrifiian footboy, or a gen-

tleman's lackey.

Tra. Tm fome odd humour pricks him to this

fr.fhion ;

Yet oftentimes he goes but mean apparelM.
Bap, I am glad he's come, howfoever he comes

.

Bion. Why, Sir, he comes not.

Bap. Didft thou not fay, he comes ?

Bion. Who ? that Petruchio came not ?

Bap. AJ, that Petruchio came.

Bion. No, Sir ; I fay, his horfe copies with him on

his back.

Bap. Why, that's all one.

Bion. Nay, by St. Jamy, I hold you a penny,

A horfe and a man is more than one, and yet not many.

Enter Petruchio and Grumio f~ar.i'ajiic ally habited.

Pet. Come, where be theie gallants ? who is at

home !

Bap. You're welcome, Sir.

Pet. And yet I come not well.

Bap. And yet you halt not.

Ira. Not fo well 'parell'd, as I wifh you were.

Pet. Were it better, I mould rum in thus.

But where is Kate ? where is my lovely bride ?

How dees my Father ? Gentles, methinks, you frown :

And wherefore gaze this goodly company,

As if they faw fome wondrous monument,

Some com6t, or unufual prodigv?

Bap
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Bap. Why, Sir, you know, this is your Wedding-day

:

Firft, were we fad, fearing you would not corns ;

Now, fadder, that you come fo unprovided.

Fie, doff this habit, lhame to your eftate,

An eye-fore to our folemn feitival.

Tra. And tell us what occafion of import

Hath all fo long detained you from your wife,

And fent you hither fo unlike your felf ?

Pet. Tedious it wer« to tell, and harm to heaf

;

Sufficeth, I am eome to keep my word,

Tho' in fome part enforced to digreis,

Which at more leifure I will fo excufe,

As you mall well be fatisfied withal.

But, where is Kate P I ftay too long from her ;

The morning wears ; 'tis time, we were at church.

Tra. See not your Bride in thefe unreverent robs*-;

Go to my chamber, put on cloaths of mine.

Pet. Not I ; believe me, thus PU vifit her.

Bap. But thus, I truit, you will not marry her.

Pet. Good {both, even thus ; therefore ha' done with
words ;

To me (he's married, not unto my clor.ths :

Could I repair what me will wear in me,
As I could change thefe poor accoutrements,

Twere well for Kate, and better for my felf.

But what a fool am I to chat with you,

When I mould bid good-morrow to my Bride,

And feal the title with a lovely kifs ? [Exit;

Tra. He hath fome meaning in his mad attire :

We will perfuade him, be it poflible,

To put on better ere he go to church.

Bap. I'll after him, and fee the event of this, [Exit.

Tra. But, Sir, our love concerneth us to add
Ker Father's liking; which to bring to pafs,

As I before imparted to your Worfhip,
I am to get a man, (whate'er he be,

It skills not much ; we'll fit him to our turn ; \
And he mail be Vincentto of Pi/a,

And make affuranee here in Padua
Qf greater fums ;han I have prcmifed :

R 5 Sq
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So fhall you quietly enjcy your hope,

And marry fweet Bianca with confent.

Luc. Were it not, that my fellow fchool-mafler

Doth watch Blanco's- Heps fo narrowly,

'Twere good, methinks, to fteal our jfearriage

;

Which once perform'd, let all the world fay, no,

I'll keep my own, defpight of all the world.

Tra. That by degrees we mean to look into,

And watch our vantage in this bufinefs

:

We'll over-reach the grey-beard Gremio,

The narrow-prying Father Minola,

The quaint mufician amorous Licio ;

All for my mailer's fake, Lucentio.

Enter Gremio.

Now, Signior Gremio, came you from the church ?

Gre. As willingly as e'er I came from fchool.

Tra. And is the Bride and Bridegroom coming home ?

Gre. A Bridegroom, fay you ? 'tis a groom, indeed,

A grumbling groom, and that the girl fhall find.

Tra. Curlier than (he ? why, 'tis impomble.

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 Lucentto ; when the Priell

Should ask, if Catharine mould be his wife \

Ay, by gogs-woons, quoth he ; and fwore fo loud,

That, all-amaz'd, the Priell let fall the book ;

And as he floop'd again to take it up,

This mad-brain'd Bridegroom took him fuch a cuff,

That down fell prieft and book, and book and prieft.

Now take them up, quoth he, if any lift.

Tra. What faid the wench, when he rofe up again ?

Gre. Trembled and fhookj for why, he ftamp'd and
fwore,

As if the Vicar meant to cozen him.

But after many ceremonies done,

He calls for wine : a health, quoth he ; as if

H'ad been aboard carowfmg to his Mates

After a ftorm ; quafft off the mufcadel,

And
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And threw the fops all in the fexton's face ;

Having no other caufe, 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 kill her lips

-With fuch a clamorous fmack, that at the parting

All the church echo'd ; and I feeing this,

Came thence for very fhame ; and after me,
I know, the rout is coming : Such a mad marriage

Ne'er was before.— Harkfhark, I hear the minflrels,

\MuJick plays.

Efiter 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 flore of v/edding cheer ;

But fo it is, my hafte doth call me hence ;

And therefore here I mean to take my leave.

Bap, Is't poflible, you will away to night ?

Pet, I mull away to day, before night come,*

Make it no wonder ; if you knew my bufmefs*

You would entreat me rather go than flay*

And, honeft Company, I thank you all,

That have beheld me give away my felf

To this mofl patient, fweet and virtuous wife.
x Dine with my father, drink a health to me,
For I mull hence, and farewel to you all.

Ira, Let us intreat you flay 'till after dinneiv

Pet, It may not be.

Gre. Let me intreat you.
Pet, It cannot be.

Cath, Let me intreat you J

Pet, I am content

Cath. Are you content to flay ?

Pet. I am content, you mall intreat me, fiay 5

But yet not flay, intreat me how you can.

Cath. Now, if you love me, flay*

Pet, Grutnioy my horfes.
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Gru. Ay, Sir, they be ready : the oats have eatefc

the horfes.

Catb. Nay, then,

Do what thou canft, I will not go to day;

No, nor to morrrow, nor 'till I pleafe my felf:

The door is open, Sir, there lyes your way,
Yod may be jogging, while your boots are green T

For me, I'll not go, 'till I pleafe my felf

:

'Tis like, you'll prove a jolly furly groom,

That take it on you at the firft fo roundly.

Pet. Q, Kate , content thee, pr'ythee, be not angry :

Cath. I will be angry ; what haft thou to do ?

Father, be quiet ; he fhall ftay my leifure.

Gre. Ay, marry, Sir ; now it begins to work.

Catb. Gentlemen, forward to the. bridal dinner.

I fee, a woman may be made a fool,

If me had not a fpirit to refill.

Pet. They mail go forward, Kate, at thy command,.
Obey the Bride, you that attend on her :

Go to the feaft, revel and domineer ;

Carowfe full meafure to her maiden-head

;

Be mad and merry, or go hang your felves

;

But for my bonny Kate, fhe mult with me.
Nay, look not big, nor ftamp, nor Hare, nor fret,

I will be mafter of what is mine own 5

She is my goods, my chattels, fhe is my houfe,

My houlhold-ftufF, my field, my barn,

My horfe, my ox, my afs, my any thing ;

Ard here fhe ftands, touch her who ever dare t

I'll bring my action on the proudeft he,

That flops my way in Padua,- Grumia,

Draw forth thy weapon ; we're befet with thieves

;

Refcue thy miitrefs, if thou be a man :

Fear not, fweet wench, they fhall not touch thee
;

Kate ;

I'll buckler thee againft a million.

[Exeunt Pet. WCath.
Bap. Nay, let them go, a couple cf quiet ones.

Gre. Went they not quickly, I fhould die with

laughing.
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Tra. Of all mad matches, never was the like.

Luc. Miftrefs, what's your opinion of your Siller ?

Bian. That, being mad her felf, file's madly mated,
Gre. I warrant him, Petruchio is Kated.

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 r

Lucentio, you fupply the Bridegroom's place

;

And let Bianca take her Sifter's room.

Tra. Shall fweet Bianca praclife how to bride it?

Bap. She4hallr Lucentio : Gentlemen r let's go.

[ExeutiK

ACT IV.

SCENE, Petruchio'j Country Houfi.

Enter Grumio.

G r u m 1 o.

FI E, fie on all tired jades, and all mad mafler$V-

and all foul ways! was ever man fo beaten ? 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 hot, my very lips might freeze to my teeth, my
tongue to the roof of my mouth, my heart in my bel-

ly, ere I mould come by a fire to thaw me ; but I with

blowing the fire mall warm my felf ; for, confidering

the weather, a taller man than I will take cold ; holla*

hoa> Curtis!

Enter Curtis.

Curt. Who is it that calls fo coldly ?'

6r», A piece of ice, If thou doubt it, thou may'ft

Aide
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Aide from my fhoulder to my heel, with no greater a
run but my head and my neck. A fire, good Curtis.

Curt. Is my mailer and his wife coming, Grumio ?

Gru. Oh, ay, Curtis, ay ; and therefore lire, fire

;

call on no water.

Curt. Is me fo hot a Shrew, as fhe's reported ?

Gru. She was, good Curtis, before this froft ; but

thou know'ft, winter tames man, woman and beaft ;

for it hath tam'd my old matter, and my new miftrefs,

and my felf, fellow Curtis.

Curt. Away, you three-inch'd fool ; I am no beaft.

Gru. Am I but three inches ? why, my horn is a

foot, and fo long am I at the leaft. But wilt thou
make a fire, or mall I complain on thee to our mif-

trefs, whofe hand, fhe being now at hand, thou malt

foon feei 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 mailer and miftrefs are almoft frozen to

death.

Curt. There's fire ready ; and therefore, good Gru-

mio, the news.

Gru. Why, Jack boy, ho boy, and as much news
as 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 ? is fupper ready, the

houfe trimm'd, rufhes ftrew'd, cobwebs fwept, the

fervingmen in their new fuftian, their white ftockings,

and every oificer his wedding garment on ? be the Jacks
fair within, the Jills fair without, carpets laid, and

every thing in order ?

Curt. Ail ready : and therefore, I pray thee, what
news ?

Gru. Firft, know, my horfe is tired, my mafter and
miftrefs fall'n out.

Curt, How I

Cr$t}
(
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Gru. Out of their faddles into the dirt ; and thereby

hangs a tale.

Curt. Let's ha't, good Grumio.

Gru. Lend thine ear.

Curt. Here.

Gru. There. [Strikes him.
Curt. This is to feel a tale, not to hear a tale.

Gru. And therefore 'tis calPd a fenfible tale : and this

cuff was but to knock at your ear, and befeech liftning.

Now I begin : imprimis, we came down a fou! hill, my
matter riding behind my miftrefs.

Curt. Both on one horfe ?

Gru. What's that to thee ?

Curt. Why, a horfe.

Gru. Tell thou the tale. But hadft thou not
croft me, thou mould'ft have heard how her horfe fell,

and fhe under her horfe : thou mould'ft have heard in

how miry a place, how fhe was bemoil'd, how he left

her with the horfe upon her, how he beat me becaufe

her horfe ftumbled, how fhe waded through the dirt

to pluck him off me ; how he fwore, how me pray'd

that never pray'd before ; how I cry'd ; how the horfes

ran away ; how her bridle was burft ; how I loft my
crupper ; with many things of worthy memory, which
now fhall 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 proudeft of you all

fhall find, when he comes home. But what talk I of

this ? call forth Nathaniel, Jofeph, Nicholas, Philip,

Walter•, Sugarfop, and the reft : let their heads be fleek-

ly 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

hone-tail, 'till they kifs their hands. Are they all

ready ?

Curt. They are.

Gru. Call them forth.

Curt. Do you hear, ho ? you mull meet my mafter

to countenance my miftrefs.

Gru*
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Gru. Why, lie hath a face of her own.
Curt. Who knows not that ?

Gru. Thou, ic feems, that call' ft for company to
countenance her.

Curt. I call them forth to credit her.

Enterfour orfive Serving-men.

Gru. Why, me comes to borrow nothing of them,

Nat. Welcome home, Grumio.

Phil. How now, Grumio ?

Jof. What, Grumio !

Nich. Fellow Grumio S

Nath. How now, old lad.

Gru. Welcome, you ; how now, you ; what, yen r

fellow, you ; and thus much for greeting. Now, my
fpruce companions, is all ready, and all things neat ?

Nat. AW things are ready ; how near is our mailer r

Gru. E'en at hand, alighted by this ; and therefore

be not cock's palfion, filence ! I hear my
matter.

Enter Petruchio and Kate.

Pet. Where be thefe knaves ? what, no man at door

to hold my itirrup, nor to take my horfe r where if

Nathaniel, Gregory, Philip ?

All Serv. Here, here, Sir ; here, Sir.

Pet. Here, Sir, here, Sir, here, Sir, here, Sir ?

You loggerheaded and unpolifh'd grooms :

What f no attendance ? no regard ? no duty ?

W7

here is the fooliiri knave I lent before ?

Gru. Here, Sir, as foolilh 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. NathaniePs coat, Sir, was not fully made

:

And Gabriel's pumps were all unpink'd i' th' heel :

There was no link to colour Peters hat,

And Walter 's dagger was not ccme from fheathing :

There were none fine, but /Mam, Ralph, and Gregory $

The.
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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 {upper in.

[Exeunt Servants]
Where is the life that late I ltd? [Singing,

Where are thofe fit down, Kate,

And welcome. Soud, foud, foud, foud

!

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 f you pluck my foot awry.
Take that, and mind the plucking off the other.

[Strikes hitiu

Be merry, Kate : fome water, here ; what hoa

!

Enter one with water,

Where's my fpaniel Troilus ? firrah, get you hence,

And bid my ooufin Ferdinand come hither :

One, Katey that you mull kifs, and be acquainted with.

Where are my flippers ? fhall I have feme water ?

Come, Kate, 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 ; I know, you have a ftomaclu

Will you give thanks, fweet Kate, or elfe fhall I ?

What's this, mutton ?

i Ser. Yes.

Pet. Who brought it I

Ser. I.

Pet. 'Tis burnt, and fo is all the nreat

:

What dogs are thefe ? where is the rafcal cook ?

How durft you, villains, bring it from the dreffer,

And ferve k thus to me that love it not ?

There, take it to you, trenchers, cups and all

:

[Throws the meat, &c. aboui^the Stage.

You
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And here I'll Ring the pillow, there the bolfter,

This way the coverlet, that way the fheets ;

\Ay ; and, amid this hurly, I'll pretend,

[That all is done in reverend care of her,

[And, in conclufion, Ihe {hall watch all night

:

tjind, if £he chance to nod, I'll rail and brawl,

And with the clamour keep her ilill awake.

This is a way to kill a wife with kindnefs ;

And thus I'll curb her mad and headHrong humour.
He that knows better how to tame a Shrew,

Now let him fpeak, 'tis charity to fhew. [Exit.

SCENE, before Baptifla^ Houfe.

Enter Tranio and Hortenfio.

1

Tranio.
S't poffible, friend Lzcfo, that Bianca [\6)

Doth fancy any other but Lucentjo ?
I tell

(16) Is*t pojfiblty friend Licio, &c] This Scene, Mr. P»fa up-

Dn what Authority I can't pretend to guefs, has in his Edi-

tions made the Firft of the Fift.'j ASt : in doing which, he his

fcewn the very Power and Force of Criticifm. The Confequence

IF this judicious Regulation is, that two unpardonable Abfui-

pties are fiVd upon the Author, which he could not poffibly

have committed. For, in the firft place, by this fhufRicg the

Scents out of their true Pohtion, we find Ifcrtenji?, in the fourth

A£t, already gone from B&ftijta** to Petrac'-iifs Countiy-houfe 5

and afterwards in the Beginning of the Fifth A& we find him
lift forming the Refolution of quitting 3:ancA\ and Tronic

immediately informs Us, he is gone to the Tamiug-Scbfl to

fctruchtQ. There is a Figure, indeed, in Rhetorick, call'd,

in-:; : But this is an Abufe of it, which the Rhe-
toricians will never adopt upon Mr. Pope's Authority. Again,
hy this Mifplacing, the Pedant makes his firit Entrance, and
|nits the Stage with Tranto in order to go and drefs himfelf like

Vincenti9y whom he was to peribnate: but his Second Entrance

is upon the very Heels of his Exit-, and without any Interval
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I tell you, Sir, fhe bears me fair in hand.

Hor. To fatisfy you, Sir, in what I faid,

Stand by, and mark the manner of his teaching.

[They JlandbxW

Enter Bianca and Lucentio.

Luc. Now, millrefs, profit you in what you read ?

Bian. What, mailer, read you? firft, refolve m»l
that.

Luc. I read That I profefs, the art of Love.

Bian. And may you prove, Sir, mailer of your art II

Luc. While you, fweet dear, prove millrefs of my I

heart. \Jhey retire backvoardA
Hor. Quick proceeders ! marry ! now, tell me, I pray.

J

you that durll fwear that your millrefs Bianca lov'd none

I

in the world fo well as Lucentio.

Tra. Defpightful love, unconllant womankind !

I tell thee, Licio, this is wonderful.

Hor. Millake no more, I am not Licio,

Nor a mufician, as I feem to be ;

But One that fcorn to live in this difguife

For fuch a One as leaves a gentleman,

And makes a God of fuch a cullion ;

Know, Sir, that I am call'd Hortenjio.

Tra. Signior Hortenfio, I have often heard

Of your entire afFeSion to Bianca

;

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 !
1

> Signior

Lucentio,

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,

of an yAtt) or one Word intervening, he comes out again

equipp'd Jike Vincentio. If fuch a Critick be tit to publiOi a

Stage-Wiiter, I fliall not envy Mr. Pope's Admirers, if they

Ihould think fit to applaud his Sagacity. I have replac'd the

Scenes in that Order, in which I found them in the Old Books.

That
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That I have fondly flatter'd her withal.

Tra. And here I take the like unfeigned oath,

Never to marry her, tho' fhe intreat.

Fie on her ! fee, how bealtly Ihe doth court him.
Hor. 'Would all the world, but he, had quite for-

fworn her!

For me, that I 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 women, not their beauteous looks,

Shall win my love : and fo I take my leave,

In refolution as I fwore before. {Exit Hon
Tra. Miftrefs Bianca, blefs you with fuch grace,

As longeth to a lover's blelTed cafe

:

Nay, I have ta'en you napping, gentle Love,

And have forfworn you with Hortenfio.

[Lucentio and Bianca comeforward,

m Bian. Tranioy you jell : but have you both for-

fworn me ?

Tra. Miftrefs, we have.

Luc. Then we are rid of Licio.

Tra. I'faith, he'll have a lufty widow now,
That lhall be woo'd and wedded in a day.

Bian. God give him joy !

Tra. Ay, and he'll tame her.

Bian. He fays fo, Tranio.

Tra. 'Faith, he's gone unto the Taming fchool.

Bian. The Taming fchool ? what, is there fuch a
place ?

Tra. Ay, miftrefs, and Petruchio is the mafter

;

That teacheth tricks eleven and twenty long,

To tame a Shrew, and charm her chattering tongue.

Enter Biondello, running.

Bion. Oh mafter, mailer, I have watch'd fo Jong,

That
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That I'm dog-weary ; but at laft I fpied (17)

An ancient Engle, going down the hill,

.Will ferve the turn.

$ra. What is he, Biondello?

Bion. Mailer, a mercantant, or elfe a pedant 5

I know not what ; but formal in apparel ; (18)

In gate and countenance furly like a father.

Luc. And what of him, Cranio?

^ra. If he be credulous, and trull: my tale,

I'll make him glad to feem Vincentio,

And give him aflurance to Baptifta Minola,

As if he were the right Vincentio :

Take in your love, and then let me alone.

{Ex. Luc. and Biait

Enter a Pedant.

Ped. God fave you, Sir.

Tra. And you, Sir; you are welcome :

Travel you far on, or are you at the farther!; ?

(17) '
1 but at laft I fpied

%An ancient Angel going down the Hilly

Will ferve the turn,]

Tho' all the printed Copies agree in this Reading, I am confi*

dent, that Shahefpeare intended no Profanation here; nor in-

deed any Compliment to this old Man who was to be impos'd

upon, and made a Property of. The Word I have reftor'd, cer-

tainly retrieves the Authors Meaning : and means, either in

its firft Signification, a Burdafti; (for the Word is of Spanijk

Extraction, Ingle, which is equivalent to inguen of the Latines j)

or, in its metaphorical Senfe, a Gull, a Cully, one fit to be

made a Tool of.

(18) — yHf formal in apparel;

In Gate and Countenance furely like a Father.]

I have made bold to read, furly, and furely, I believe, I am
right in doing fo. Our Poet always reprefents his Pedants, im-

perious and magifterial. Belldes, Tranio's Directions to thcPe^
dant for his Behaviour vouch for my Emendation.

*Tis well ; and hold your own in any Cafe,

With fuch Aufterity as longcth to a Father.

Ted.
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Ped. Sir, at the fartheft for a week or two

;

But then up farther, and as far as Rome

;

And fo to Tripoly, if God lend me life.

Tra. What countryman, I pray I

Ped. Of Mantua.
Tra. Of Mantua, Sir? God forbid

!

And come to Padua, carelefs of your Life ?

Ped. My life, Sir ! how, I pray ? for that goes hard*
Tra. 'Tis death for any one in Mantua

To come to Padua ; know you not the caufe ?

Your mips are ftaid at Venice, and the Duke
(For private quarrel 'twixt your Duke and him,)

Hath publifh'd and proclaim'd it openly :

9
Tis marvel, but that you're but newly come,
You might have heard it elfe proclaim'd -about.

Ped. Alas, Sir ; it is worfe for me than fo ;

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 ;

Firft, tell me, have you ever been at Pi/a P
Ped. Ay, Sir, in Pifa have I often been ;

Pifa, renowned for grave citizens.

Tra. Among them know you one Vincentio ?
Ped. I know him not, but I have heard of him ;

A merchant of incomparable wealth.

Tra. He is my father, Sir ; and, footh to fay,

In countenance fomewhat doth refemble you.
Bion. As much as an apple doth an oylter, and all

one. * [Jfide*
Tra. To lave your life in this extremity,

i This favour will I do you for his fake ;

And think it not the worft of all your fortunes,

That you are like to Sir Vincentio :

His name and credit mall you undertake,

And in my houfe you mall be friendly lodg'd

:

j
Look, that you take upon You as you mould.

I
You underftand me, Sir : fo mall you Hay,

:
'Till you have done your bufmefs in the city.

If this be court'fie, Sir, accept of it.

Ted.
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Ped. Oh, Sir, I do ; and will repute you ever

The Patron of my life and liberty.

Tra. Then go with me to make the matter good :

This by the way I let you underftand,

My father is here look'd for every day,

To pafs aflurance of a dower in marriage

'Twixt me and one Baptifta\ daughter here

:

In all thefe Circumilances I'll inftruct you :

Go with Me, Sir, to cloath you as becomes you.

[ Exeunt

Enter Catharina and Grumio.

Gru. No, no, forfooth, I dare not for my life.

Cath. The more my wrong, the more his fpite ap-

pears :

What, did he marry me to familh me ?

Eeggars, that come unto my father's door,

Upon intreaty, have a prefent alms

;

If not, elfewhere they meet with charity:

But I, who never knew how to intreat,

Nor never needed that I mould intreat,

Am ftarv'd for meat, giddy for lack of ileep ;

With oaths kept waking, and with brawling fed ;

And that, which fpites me more than all thefe wants,

He does it under name of perfect love :

As who would fay, if I mould fleep or eat

'Twere deadly ficknefs, or elfe prefent death :

I pr'ythee go, and get me fome repaft ;

I care not what, fo it be wholefome food.

Gru. What fay you to a neat's foot ?

Cath. 'Tis pairing good ; I pr'ythee, let me have it.

Gru. I fear, it is too flegmatick a meat :

Kow fay you to a fat tripe finely broil'd ?

Cath. I like it well ; good Grumio, fetch it me.
Gru. I cannot tell;— I fear, it's cholerick :

What fay you to a piece of beef and muftard ?

Cath. A difn, that 1 do love to feed upon.

Gru. Ay, but the muftard is too hot a little.

Cath. Why, then the beef, and let the milliard reft.

Gru. Nay j then I will not ; you fhall have the muf-

tard ,

Oj
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Or elfe you get no beef of Grumio.

Catb. Then both, or one, or any thing thou wilt.

Gru. Why, then the muftard without the beef.

Catb. Go, 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, I fay.

Etiter Petruchio and Hortenlio, <witb meat.

Pet. How fares my Kate ? what, Sweeting, all a-

mort ?

Hor. Miftrefs, what cheer ?

Catb. 'Faith, as cold as can be.

Pet. Pluck up thy fpirits ; look cheerfully upon me

;

Here, love, thou feeft how diligent I am,
To drefs thy meat my felf, and bring it thee

:

I'm fure, fweet Kate, this kindnefs merits thanks.

What, not a word ? nay then, thou lov'ft it not

:

And all my pains is forted to no proof.

Here, take away the difh.

Catb. I pray you, let it fland.

Pet. The pooreft fervice is repaid with thanks,

And fo mail mine, before you touch the meat.
Catb. I thank you, Sir.

Hor. Signior Petruchio, fie, you are to blame :

Come, miftrefs Kate, I'll bear you company.
Pet. Eat it up all, Hortenjio, if thou lovefl me ; —

.

lAfide.
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 beft,

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.

Vol. II. S What,
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What, hall thou din'd? the taylor flays thy leifure,

To deck thy body with his milling treafure.

Enter Taylor,

Come, taylor, let us fee thefe ornaments.

Enter Haberda/her

,

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 difh ; 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. Ill 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 hafle.

Cath. Why, Sir, I truft, I may have leave to fpeak,

And fpeak I will. I am no child, no babe ;

Your betters have endur'd me fay my mind ;

And, if you cannot, belt you Hop your ears.

My tongue will tell the anger of my heart,

Or, elfe my heart, concealing it, will break :

And rather than it fhall, I will be free

Even to the utmoft as I pieafe in words.

Pet. Why, thou fay 'ft true, it is a paltry cap.

A cuflard- coffin, a bauble, a filken pie;

I love thee well, in that thou lik'il it not.

Cath. Love me, or love me not, I like the cap ;

And I will have it, or I will have none.

Pet. Thy gown ? why, ay ; come, taylor, let u

fee**.

O mercy, heav'n, what masking fluff 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 iliih, and flafh,

Like to a cenfer in a barber's (hop

:

Why.
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Why, what a devil's name, taylor, calTft thou this ?

Hor. I fee, ftie's like to've neither cap nor gown.

[ AfiJe.

Toy. You bid me make it orderly and well,

According to the falhion of the time.

Pet. Marry, and did : but if you be remembred,
I did not bid you mar it to the time.

Go, hop me over every kennel home,
For you mall hop without my cuftom, Sir :

I'll none of it ; hence, make your beft of it.

Cath. I never faw a better-fefhion'd gown,
More quaint, more pleafmg, nor more commendable

:

Belike, you mean to make a puppet of me.
Pet. Why, true, he means to make a puppet of

thee.

Tay. She fays, your Worfhip means to make a puppet
of her.

Pet. Oh moft monftrous arrogance !

Thou lyeft, thou thread, thou thimble,

Thou yard, three-quarters, half-yard, quarter, nail,

Thou flea, thou nit, thou winter cricket, thou !

Brav'd in mine own houfe with a skein of thread :

Away, thou rag, thou quantity, thou remnant,

Or I mall fo be-mete thee with thy yard,

As thou malt think on prating whilft thou liv'ft :

I tell thee* I, that thou haft marr'd her gown.
Tay. Your Wormip is deceiv'd, the gown is made

Juft as my mafter had direction.

Grumio gave order how it mould be done.

Gru. I gave him no order, I gave him the fluff.

Tay. But how did you defire it mould be made ?

Gru. Marry, Sir, with needle and thread.

Tay. But did you not requeft to have it cut ?

Gru. Thou haft fac'd many things.

Toy. 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 un-
to thee, I bid thy mafter cut out the gown, but I did

not lid him cut it to pieces. Brgo^ ;hpu Heir,

Sz "7 Toy.
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fay. Why, here is the note of the falhion to teftify.'

Pet. Read it.

Gru. The note lies in's throat, if he fay I faid fo.

fay. Imprimis, a loofe- bodied gown.
Gru. Mailer, 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.

fay. With a fmall compaft cape.

Gru. I confefs the cape.

fay. With a trunk- fleeve.

Gru. I confefs two fleeves.

fay. The fleeves curioufly cut.

Pet. Ay, there's the villany.

Gru. Error i' th* bill, Sir, error i' th' bill : I com-
manded, the fleeves ihould be cut out, and fow'd up
again ; and that Til prove upon thee, tho' thy little

finger be armed in a thimble.

Tay. This is true, that I fay ; an I had thee in place

where, thou Ihou'dft know it.

Gru. I am for thee ftraight : take thou the bill, give

me thy meet- yard, and fpare not me.

Hor. God-a-mercy, Grumio, then he {hall have no
odds.

Pet. Well, Sir, in brief the gown is not for me.

Gru. You are i'th' right, Sir, 'tis for my miftrefs..

Pet. Go take it up unto thy mailer'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 miftrek's gown unto his mailer's ufe

!

Oh, fie, fie, fie !

Pet. Horter/Jio, fay, thou wi't fee the taylor paid.

[Jfide.

Go take :

» hence, be gene, and fay no more.

Hor. Taylcr, I'll pay thee for thy gown to morrow,

Take no unkindnefs of his hafty words

:

Away,
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Away, I fay ; commend me to thy mafter. [Exit Tay.

Pet. Well, come, my Kate, we will unto your fa-

ther's,

Even in thefe honeft mean habiliments

:

Our purfes fhall be proud, our garments poor ;

For 'tis the mind, that makes the body rich :

And as the fun breaks through the darkeft clouds,

So honour peereth in the meaneft habit.

What* is the jay more precious than the lark,

Becaufe his feathers are more beautiful ?

Or is the adder better than the eel,

Becaufe his painted skin contents the eye ?

Oh, no, good Kate ; neither art thou the worfe
For this poor furniture, and mean array.

If thou account'lr. 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 ltraight to him,
And bring our horfes unto Long-lane end,

There will we mount, and thither walk on foot.

Let's fee, I think, 'tis now fome feven o'clock,

And well we may come there by dinner time.

Cath. I dare allure you, Sir, 'tis almoft two \

And 'twill be fupper-time ere you come there.

Pet. It mall be feven, ere I go to horfe.

Look, what I fpeak, or do, or think to do,

You are Hill croffing it ; Sirs, let't 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 Hot,
[The Prefenters, above, fpeak here.]

Lord. Who's within there? [Sly fleeps.

Enter Servants.

AJIeep again ! go take him eajily up, andput him in his

ovon apparel again. But fee, you wake him not in any

cafe.

Serv. // fhall fa done, my Lord ; come help to hear

him hence. [Tbej t^ar °ff Sty-

S3 SCENE
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SCENE, fo/*r* BaptiftaV

£A'/rr Tranio, and the Pedant drejl like Vincen tio.

Tr a n io,

SI R, this is the houfe ; pleafe it you, that I call ?

Ped. Ay, what elfe ! and (but I be deceived,)
Signior Baptifia may remember me
Near twenty years ago in Genoa,
Where we were lodgers, at the Pegafus. (19)

Tra. 'Tis well, and hold your own in any cafe
With fbch aufterity as longeth to a father.

Enter Biondello.

Ped. I warrant you : but,. Sir, here comes your boy i
'Twere good, he were fchool'd.

Tra. 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 Baptijla?
Bion. I told him, that your father was in Venice ;

And that you look'd for him this day in Padua.
Tra. Th'art a tall fellow,, hold thee that to drink

;

Here comes Bapti/ia ; fet your countenance, Sir.

Enter Baptifta aW'Lucentio.

Tra. Signior BaptiJIa 9 you are happily met

:

Sir, this is the gentleman I told you of;

(19) Tra. Where we were Lodgers at the Tcgafus.] This Line

has in all the Editions hitherto been given to Tranio. But Tra-

nio could with no Propriety fpeak this, either in his afium'd

or real Character. Lucentio was too young to know any thing

of lodging with his Father, twenty years before at Genoa,: and
Tranio muft be as much too young, or very unfit to reprefent

and perfonate Lucentio. I have ventur'd to place the Line to

the Pedant, to whom it muft certainly belong, and is a Sequel

of what he was before faying.
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I pray you (land, good Father, to me now,
Give me Bia?ua for my patrimony.

Fed. Soft, fon. Sir, by your leave, having corae to

Padua
To gather in fome debts, my fon Lucentlo

Made me acquainted with a weighty caufe

Of love between your daughter and himfelf

:

And for the good report I hear of you,

And for the love he beareth to your daughter,

And Ihe to him ; to flay 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 fnall you find moft ready and moll willing

With one confent to have her fo bellowed

:

For curious I cannot be with you,

Signior Baptifta, of whom I hear fo well.

Bap. Sir, pardon me in what I have to fay :

Your plainnefs and your fhortnefs pleafe me welL
Right true it is, your fon Lucentlo here

Doth love my daughter, and ihe loveth him,
Or both difTemble deeply their affeclions

;

And therefore if you fay no more than this,

That like a father you will deal with him,
And pafs my daughter a fufficient dowry,
The match is made, and all is done,

Your fon mail have my daughter with confent.

Tra. I thank you, Sir. Where then do you knQW
beft,

Be we affied ; and fuch affaranee ta'en,

As mail with either part's agreement Hand

;

Bap. Not in my houfe, Lucentio ; for, you know?
Pitchers have ears, and I have many fervants

;

Befides, old Gremio is hearkning flill

;

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 bufmefs privately and well :

Send for your daughter by your fervant here,

S 4 My
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My boy fhail fetch the fcrivener prefentlj.

Tne wont is this, that at fo flender warning
You're like to have a thin and {lender pittance.

Bap. I: likes me well. Go, Cambio, hieyoa home,
And bid Bianea make her ready ftraight :

And if you will, tell what hath happen'd here :

Lucentios father is arriv'd in Padua,
And how (he's like to be Lucentio

1

* wife.

Luc I pray the Gods me may, with all my heart

!

[Exit.
Tra. Dally not, with the Gods, but get thee gone.

Signioi Baptijia, fhall I lead tne way ?

Welcome ! one mefs is like to be your cheer.

Come, Sir, we will better it in Pi/a.

Bap. VU foliow you. [Exeunt.

Enter Lucentio and Biondello.

Bion. Cambio.

Luc. Vv'hat fay'4 thou, Biondello?

Bi:n. You faw my matter wink and laugh upon you.
Luc. Biondello, what of that ?

Biz?:. 'Faith, nothing ; But ha's left me here behind
to expound tne meaning or moral of his figns and
tokens.

Luc. I pray thee, moralize them.

Bizn. Then thus. Bapt-f.a is fafe, talking with the

deceiving father of a deceitful fen.

Luc. And what of him ?

B His Daughter is to be brought By ycu to the

flipper.

L.-ic And then ?

Lion. The old Pried at St. Luke's Church is at your

command at all hours.

Luc. And what of all this ?

Bion. I cannot tell; expect, they are bufied about a

counterfeit affurance ; take you afiurance of her, Cum
priuilegio ad imprimendum /alum ; to th' Church take

the Prieit, Clark, and forne fufheient honefl witnefles :

If this be not that you look for, I have no more to fay,

But bid Bianea farewel for ever and a day.
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Luc. Hear 'ft thou, Biondello ?

Bion. I cannot tarry ; I knew a wench married in

an afternoon as fhe went to the garden for parfly to

itufF a rabbet ; and fo may you, Sir, and fo adieu, Sir

;

my Mafier hath appointed me to go to St. Luke's, to

bid the Prieft be ready to come againft you come with
your Appendix. [Exit.

Luc. I may and will, if lhe be fo contented :

She will be pleas'd, then wherefore mould I doubt ?

Hap what hap may, I'll roundly go about her :

It fliall go hard, if Gambia go without her. [Exit*

SCENE, a green Lane.

Enter Petruchio, Catharina, Hortenfio.

Pet. Ome on, o' God's name, once more tow'rds our

V_> Father's.

Good Lord, how bright and goodly mines the Moon ?

Cath. The Moon ! the Sun : it is not Moon-light
now.

Pet. I fay, it is the Moon that mines fo bright
Cath. I know, it is the Sun that mines fo bright.

Pet. Now by my mother's fon, and that's my felij

It ihall be Moon, or Star, or what I lift,

Or ere I journey to your father's houfe :

Go on, and fetch our horfes back again.

Evermore croft and croft, nothing but croft !

Hor. Say, as he fays, or we Ihall never go.

Cath. Forward I pray, fince we are come fo far,

And be it Moon, or Sun, or what you pleafe :

And if you pleafe to call it a rum candle,

Henceforth I vow it Ihall be fo for me.
Pet. I fay, it is the Moon.
Cath. I know, it is the Moon.
Pet. Nay, then you lye ; it is the blefTed Sun.

Cath. Then, God be bleft, it is the bleffed Sun.'

But Sun it is not, when you fay it is not

;

And the Moon changes, even as your mind.

S 5 What
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What you will have it nam'd, even that it is,

And fo i: fhali be fo for Catharine.

H:>-. Pc;r:.:h:o. go thy way, the field is won.
Pet. Well, forward, forward, thus the bowl mould

run ;

And not unluckily againfl the bias :

But fort, feme company is coming here*

Enter Yincentio.

Good morrow, gentle miitrefs, where away ?

[To Viacendo;

Tel: me, fweer Kate, and tell me truly too,

Haft thou beheld a freiher Gentlewoman \

Su:h war of white and red within her cheeks !

What rlars do fpangle heaven with fach beauty,

As thofe two eyes become that heav'nly face :

Fair lovely Maid, once more good day to thee :

Swee: Kate, embrace her for her beauty's fake.

Her. Ke will make the man mad, to make a wornaa
of him.

Caib. Young budding Virgin, fair, and frefh, and
f.vee:,

Y.'hither away, cr where is thy abead *

Happy the parents of lb fair a child ;

Happier the man, whom favourable liars

Allot thee for his lovely bedfellow f

Pet. Way, how now. Ah;.-/. I hope, thou art nor/mad 1

Th.f is a raaa. eld, wrin.-clea, faded, witnered,

And net a maiden, as, thou fay 'it he is.

Cat--. Pardon, old Father, my miilaken eyes;

Thar have been fo bedazled with the fun,

That every thing I look on feemeth green.

New I perceive,, thou arc a reverend Father :

Pardon, I pray thee, for my mad miflaking.

Pet. Do, good old Grand fire, and withal make fcafltm

Which way thou travelled ; if along with us,

We Bull be joyful of thy company.

Vim. Fair Sir, and you my merry Miitrefs,

Thai with vour iirange caCOirtUCf vucfa UMX'd me;
My
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My name is call'd Vincentio> my dwelling Pi/a

;

And bound I am to Padua, there to vifit

A Ton of mine, which long I have not feen.

Pet. What is his name ?

Vin. Lucentio, gentle Sir.

Pet. Happily met, the happier for thy fon ;

And now by law, as well as reverend age,

I may entitle thee my loving Father :

The Siller ofmy Wife, this Gentlewoman,
Thy Son by this hath married. Wonder not,

Nor be not griev'd, Ihe is of good efleem,

Her dowry wealthy, and of worthy birth ;

Befide, fo qualified, as may befeem
The Spoufe ofany noble Gentleman.
Let me embrace with old Vincentio,

And wander we to fee thy honeil 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 jell

Upon the company you overtake ?

Hor. I do allure thee, Father, fo it is.

Pet. Come, go along, and fee the truth hereof

:

For our firfb merriment hath made thee jealous.

{Exeunt Pet. Cath. *W Vin,
Hor. Well, Petruchio, this hath put me in heart.

Have to my widow ; and if Ihe be froward,

Then haft thou taught Horttnjio to be untoward. [£*7A

A ci
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A C T V.

SCENE, before Lucentio'j Houfe.

Enter Biondello, Lucentio and Bianca, Gremio
walking on one fide.

B I O N D E LLO.

SOftly and fwiftly, Sir, for the Prieft 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,

{20) and then come back to my Matter as foon as I

can. [Exit.

Gre. I marvel, Cambio comes not all this while.

Enter Petruchio, Catharina, Vincentio and Grumio,
•with Attendants.

Pet. Sir, here's the door, this is Lucentio's houfe,

My Father's bears more towards the Market-place

;

Thither rauft I, and here I leave you, Sir.

Vin. You fhall not chufe but drink before you go;

I think, I fhall command your welcome here

;

And by all likelihood fome cheer is toward. [Knocks.

Gre. They're bufie within, you were belt knock
louder. [Pedant looks out of the window.

Ped. What's he, that knocks as he would beat down
the gate ?

(2c) And then come bach^ to my Miftrefs as foon as I -can.]

The Editions all agree in this reading j but what Miftrefs

was Biondello to come back to? Hcmuft certainly mean j" Nay,
" faith, Sir, I mud fee you in the Church ; and then for fear
* f

I (hould be wanted, I'll run back to wait on Tranio, who at

* c prefent perfonates you, and whom therefor* I at prefent ac-
is knowledge for my Majler."

Vin.
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1

Vin. Is Signior Lucentie within, Sir ?

Ped. He's within, Sir, but not to be fpoken withal.

Vin. What, if a man bring him a hundred pound or

two, to make merry withal ?

Ped. Keep your hundred pounds to your felf, he mall
need none as long I as live.

Pet. Nay, I told you, your Son was belov'd in Pa-
dua. Do you hear, Sir ? to leave frivolous circum-
ftances, 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 lieft ; his Father is come to Padua, and
here looking out of the window.

Vin. Art thou his Father ?

Ped. Ay, Sir, fo his Mother fays, if I may believe

her.

Pet. Why, how now, Gentleman ! why, this is flat

knavery to take upon you another man's name.
Ped. Lay hands on the villain. I believe, he means to

cozen fomebody in this city under my countenance.

Enter Biondello.

Bion. I have feen them in the Church together. God
fend 'em good fhipping ! but who is here ? mine old

Mailer Vincentio ? now we are undone, and brought

to nothing.

Vin. Come hither, crackhemp. [Seeing Biondello.

Bion. I hope, I may chufe, Sir.

Vin. 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.

Vin. What, you notorious villain, didft thou never

fee thy Mailer's Father Vincentio?

Bion. What, my old worihipful old mailer ? yes,

marry, Sir, fee where he looks out of the window.
Vin. Is't fo indeed ? [He beats Biondello.

Bion. Help, help, help, here's a madman will mur-
ther me.

Ped.
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Bed. Help, Son ; help, Signior Baptifta.

Pet. Pr'ythee, Kate, let's ftand aiide, and fee the
end of this controverfie. [They retire.

Enter Pedant with Servants, Baptifta and Tranio.

Tra. Sir, what are you, that offer to beat my fervant-?

Fin. 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 hus-

band at home, my fon and my fervants fpend all at the

Univerfity.

Tra. How now, what's the matter?.

Bap. What, is this man lunatick ?

Tra. Sir, you feem a fober ancient Gentleman by
your habit, but your words ihew a mad-man ; why, Sir,

what concerns it you, if I wear pearl and gold ? I thank
my good Father, I am able to maintain it.

Vin. Thy Father ! oh villain, he is a fail-maker in

Bergamo.
Bap. You miftake, Sir, you miflake, Sir; 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 Tranio.

Fed. Away, away, mad afs ! his name is Lucentioi

and he is mine only fon, and heir to the lands of me
Signior Vincertio.

Vin. Lucentiof oh, he hath murthered his matter ;

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 P

Tra. Call forth an Officer; carry this mad knave to

the jail ; Father Baptifla, I charge you, fee, that he bs

forth-coming.

Vtn. Carry me to jail ?

Gre. Stay, Officer, he fhall not go to prifon.

Bfip. Tatk not, Signior Qrtmio ; I fay, he fhall go to

prifon.
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Gre. Take heed, Signior Baptifta, left you be cony-

catch'd in this bufinefs ; I dare fwear, this is the right

Vincent io.

Bed. Swear, if thou dar'ft.

Gre. Nay, I dare not fwear it.

Tra. Then thou vvert beft fay, that lam not Lucentio ?'

Gre. Yes, I know thee to be Signior Lucentio.

Bap. Away with the dotard, to the jail with him !.

Enter Lucentio and Bianca.

Tin. Thus Grangers may be haPd and abus'd ,• oh*
monftrous villain

!

Bion. Oh, wearefpoil'd, and yonder he is, deny hinv
forfwear him, or elfe we are all undone.

[Exeunt Biondello,. Tranio and Pedant.

Luc. Pardon,, iweet Father. [Kneeling.

Vin. Lives my fweet fon ?

Bian. Pardon, dear Father.

Bap. How haft thou offended ? where is Lucentio?
Luc. Here's Lu-centio, right Son to the right Vin-

centioy

That have by marriage made thy Daughter mine ;

While counterfeit fuppofers bleer'd thine eyne.

Gre. Here's packing with a witnefs to deceive us alL
Vin. Where is that damn'd Villain Trania,

That fac'd and brav'd me- in this matter fo ?

Bap. Why, tell me, is not this my Cambio ?
Bian. Cambio is chang'dinto Lucentio.

Luc. Love wrought thefe miracles. Bianca"'s love

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 wifhed haven of my blifs;

What Tranio did, my felf enforc'd him to ;.

Then pardon him, fweet Father, for my fake.

Vin. I'll flit the villain's nofe, that would have fent-

me to the jail.

Bap. But do you hear, Sir, have you married my
Daughter without asking my good-will f

Vin,
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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,

Out of hope of all, but my mare of the feaft. [Exit.

[Petruchio and Catharina, advancing.

Cath. Husband, let's follow, to fee the end of this

ado.

Pet. Firft kifs me, Kate, and we will.

Cath. What, in the midft of the flreet ?

Pet. What, art thou afham'd of me ?

Cath. No, Sir, God forbid ! but afham'd to kifs.

Pet. Why, then let's home again : come, firrah, let's

away.
Path. Nay, I will give thee a kifs ; now pray thee,

love, flay.

Pet. Is not this well ? come, my fweet Kate

;

Better once than never, for never too late. [Exeunt

\

SCENE changes to LucentioV Apartments.

Enter Baptifta, Vincentio, Gremio, Pedant, Lucentio,

Bianca, Tranio, Biondello, Petruchio, Catharina,

Grumio, Hortenfio, and Widow. Tranio's

fernjants bringing in a banquet.

Luc. A T laft, tho' long, our jarring notes agree ;

J^\. 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 ;

Brother Petruchio, Sifter Catharine,

And thou, Hortenjio, with thy loving Widow ;

Feaft with the beft, and welcome to my houfe

:

My banquet is to clofe our ftomachs v.p

After our great good cheer : pray you, fit down ;

For now we fit to chat, as well as eat.

Pen
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Pet. 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, I would that word were
true.

Pet. Now, for my life, Hortenfio fears his Widow.-
Wid. Then never truft me, if I be afeard.

Pet. You are very fenfible, and yet you mifs my
fenfe

:

I mean, Hortenfio is afeard of you.

Wid. He, that is giddy, thinks, the world turns

round.

Pet. Roundly replied.

Cath. Mnirefs, how mean you that ?

Wid. Thus I conceive by him.
Pet. Conceives by me, how likes Hortenfio that ?

Hor. My widow fays, thus fhe conceives her tale.

Pet. Very well mended ; kifs 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.

Wid. Right, I mean you.

Cath. And I am mean, indeed, refpe&ing you.

Pet. To her, Kate.

Hor. To her, Widow.
Pet. A hundred marks, my Kate does put her down.
Hor. That's my Office.

Pet. Spoke like an Officer ; ha' to thee, lad.

[Drinks to Hortenfio.

Bap. How likes Gremio thefe quick-witted folks ?

Gre. Believe me, Sir, they buct heads together well.

Bian. Head and butt ? an haily-witted body
Would fay, your head and butt were head and horn.

Vin. Ay, miftrefs Bride, hath that awaken'd you ?

* Bian*
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Bian. Ay, but not frighted me, therefore I'll ffeep

again.

Pet. Nay, that thou malt not, fince you have be-

gun :

Have at you for a better jell or two.

Bian. Am I your bird ? I mean to Ihift my bufti :

And then purfue me, as you draw your bow.
You are welcome all.

[Exeunt Bianca, Catharine, and Widow.
Pet. She hath prevented me. Here, Signior Trania,

This bird you aim'd at, tho' you hit it not

;

Therefore, a health to all that mot and mifs'd.

Tra. Oh, Sir, Lucentig fiip'd me like his grey-hound,,

Which runs himfelf, and catches for his mailer.

Pet. A good fwifi Simile, but fomething currifk.

Tra. 'Tis well, Sir, that you hunted for your felf

;

'Tis thought, your deer does hold you at a bay.

Bap. Oh, oh, Petruchioy Cranio hits you now.
Luc. 1 thank thee for that gird, good Tranio.

Hor. Confefs, confefs, hath he not hit you there \

Pet. He has a little galFd me, I confefs ;

And as the jefl did glance away from me,
'lis ten to one it maim'd you two outright.

Bap. Now, in good fadnefs, Son Petruchio,

I think, thou haft the verieft Shrew of all.

Pet. Well, I fay, no ; and therefore for aflurance,

Let's each one fend unto his Wife, and he
Whofe Wife is moft obedient to come firft,

When he doth fend for her, mall win the wager,

Hor. 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 mall begin ?

Luc. That will I.

Go,
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Go, Biondello, bid your Miftrefs come to me.
Bion. I go. [Exit.

Bap. Son, I'll be your half, Blanca comes.

Luc. I'll have no halves : I'll bear it all my felf.

Re-enter Biondello.

How now, what news ? s

Bion. Sir, my Miftrefs fends you word
That (he is bufie, and cannot come.

Pet. How ? lhe's buiie and cannot come , is that an
anfvver ?

Gre. Ay, and a kind one too :

Pray God, Sir, your wife fend you not a worfe.

Pet. I hope better.

Hor. Sirrah, Biondello, go and intreat my wife to

come to me forthwith. [Exit Biondello.

Pet. Oh, ho I intreat her f nay, then me needs muft
come.

Hor. I am afraid, Sir, do you what you can,

Enter Biondello.

Yours will not be intreated : now, where** my wife ?

Bion. She fays, you have fome goodly jell in hands
She will not come : me bids you come to her.

Pet. Worfe and worfe, fhe will not come

!

Oh vile, intolerable, not to be indur'd :

Sirrah, Grumio, go to your Miftrefs,

Say, I command her to come to me, [Exit Gru.
Hor. I know her anfvver.

Pet. What?
Hor. She will not.

Pet. The fouler fortune mine, and there's an end.

Enter Catharina.

Bap. Now, by my hoHidam, here comes Catharine?
Cath. What is your will, Sir, that you fend for me ?

Pet. Where is your Siller, and Hortenjio's Wife ?

Catb. They fit conferring by the parlour fire.

Pet.
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Pet. Go fetch them hither ; if they deny to come,

Swinge me them foundly forth unto their husbands

:

Away, I fay, and bring them hither flraight.

[Exit 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 fupremacy :

And, to be fhort, what not, that's fweet and happy.
Bap. Now fair befal thee, good Petrucbio !

The wager thou haft won ; and I will add
Unto their lofTes twenty thoufand crowns,

Another dowry to another Daughter j

For fhe is chang'd, as me had never been.

Pet. Nay, I will win my wager better yet,

And mow 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 perfuafion :

Catharine, that Cap of yours becomes you not ;

Off with that bauble, throw it under foot.

[She pulls off her cap, and throws it dowft*

Wid. Lord, let me never have a caufe to figh,

'Till I be brought to fuch a filly pafs.

Bian. Fie, what a foolifh duty call you this ?

Luc. I would, your duty were as foolifh too !

The wifdom of your duty, fair Bianca,

Coft me an hundred crowns fmce fupper-time.

Bian. The more fool you, for laying on my duty.

Pet. Catharine, I charge thee, tell thefe headltrong

Women,
What duty they owe to their Lords and Husbands.

Wid. Come, come, you're mocking ; we will have

no telling.

Pet. Come on, I fay, and firft begin with her.

Wid. She (hall not.

Pet. I fay, fhe mall ; and firft begin with her.

Catl\
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Cath. Fie ! fie ! unknit that threatning unkind brow,

And dart not fcornful glances from thcfe eyes,

To wound thy Lord, thy King, thy Governor.
It blots thy beauty, as frofts bite the meads

;

Confounds thy fame, as whirlwinds make fair buds ;

And in no fenfe is meet or amiable.

A Woman mov'd is like a fountain troubled,

Muddy, ill-feeming, thick, bereft of beauty

;

And while it is fo, none fo dry or thirfty

Well 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,

WT

hile 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 Subjett owes the Prince, •

Even fuch a woman ovveth to her husband :

And when fhe's froward, peevilli, fullen, fower.,

And not obedient to his honeft will ;

What is fhe but a foul contending Rebel,

And gracelefs Trairor to her loving Lord ?

I am afham'd, that Women are fo flmple

To offer war where they Ihould kneel for peace

;

Or feek for rule, fupremacy, and fway,
When they are bound to ferve, love, and obey.
WT

hy are our bodies foft, and weak and fmooth,
Unapt to toil and trouble in the world,

But that our foft conditions and our hearts

Should well agree with our external parts ?

Come, come, you froward and unable worms,
My mind hath been as big as one of yours,

My heart as great, my reafon haply more,
To bandy word for word, and frown for frown ;

But, now 1 fee, our launces are but flraws,

Our itrength as weak, our weaknefs paft compare

;

That
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That feeming to be moil, which we indeed leaft 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 him eafe.

Pet. Whv, there's a wench : come on, and kifs me,
Kate.

Luc. Well, go thy ways, old lad, for thou malt ha't.

Vin. *Tis a good hearing, when children are toward.

Luc. But a harm hearing, when women are froward.

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, Gcd give you good night.

[Exeunt Petruchio and Catharina.

Hor. Now go thy ways, thou haft tam'd a curft

Shrew.
Luc. 'Tis a wonder, by your leave, me will be

tam'd fo. \Exeunt omnes*

Enter two fervants bearing Sly in bis own apparel, and
leaving him on the Stage. Then enter a Tapfter.

Sly awaking.] Sim, givers fome more wine— wbai%
all the Players gone ? am not I a Lord ?

Tap. A Lord, with a ?nurrain ! come, art thou drunk

Jiill?

Sly. Who's this ? Tapfter ! oh, I have had the braveft
drea?n that ever thou heardft in all thy life.

Tap. Yea, marry, but thou had]} befi get thee home, for
your Wife v:ill courfe youfor dreamipjg here all night.

Sly. Will Jhe ? I know how to tame a Shrew. /
dreamt upon it all this night, and thou haft wak'd me
cut of the beft dream that ever 1 had. But Til to my

Wife and tame her too, if/he anger me.

fbi End of the Second Volume.














